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Chapter One

At the bottom of the wishing well, Bicmen stood over the body of the poor child. Removing a space age syringe from his inside pocket. He was silent, emotionless in the act. Bending to the boys twisted body, he sunk the long needle in the kid’s spine. Pushing a red button on its side, the machine made a sound as if it was draining something.

Beeping it stopped. Taking it, the needle stayed in the boy. He then placed another long needle in the tip, taking a few prepared breaths, the Ox plunged the injection into his own heart. Retrieving it from where it went, Bicmen shook as he put it in his suit pocket. Placing a one-time reader to his neck, Keller waited a few seconds.

Slowing his breathing in the endeavor, thoughts racing of dark action flooded his mind. His stomach turned yet he learned to enjoy it. A beep let out signifying the reading was done. Looking at the blue letters they said, “Belief level ninety percent.” “So close,” he whispered to himself. Exiting the ankle high water, he walked up to where the people were. 

All but elated the child killer went around the normal people. The sun was setting, a sight he didn’t deserve. Having a seat on a park bench, the Ox spoke within his own mind, “Ninety percent, ten off. Extracting the greatest forms of belief. I had such a thing once, seeing Mara fail to protect the earth got rid of that.” A bird flew into a nearby tree, drawing his attention. 

“To bad it’s not real. None of this is, it’s some great dream. I’ve seen it in my long journeys in the lost lands of sleep. Copies of our world, and countless others. Dropping of as if overdue rain, from the sleeping mind of God. I was hideous, intoxicatingly so. That horror which you see it, you have to know more, until your curiosity is sated. The more I looked, the more I learned. It. He. She wanted me to know. A teacher with an amount of knowledge of such vastness, that its very image can fill your mind. Ask yourself what if it spoke? Or if you could affect its dreams. Control them through sheer belief. Not your own, for such could never do such a thing. Innocent beliefs would. To know that horror dreamed of innocence. A strange thing. Everything is everything else.”

In the shower, her perfect warrior's body bathed in clear water. This sight once led to a man’s death, lucky you. Hard pink nipples, and formed lover’s hips, and an ass of beauty to cry for. The blood of Hera had been washed from her, and her mind was clear.

Her lovely fingers slowly found themselves between her powerful thighs, for gods enjoy pleasure too, some say more. How the warm water excited the Silver Fang a great deal. A nice hot shower after a long day, she deserved this. Rubbing her nub with one hand, she entered herself with the other. She rode her three fingers as she wished a man was in there with her. “He could take me from behind,” she moaned to herself. Quickly looking around she cooed, “Gods there’s got to be something in here I can use myself.” Wedging the soapy shampoo bottle against the wall, she slid it in. “Fuck,” she let out as she grinded on it! One hand still playing with her pink clit, the left squeezing her breast. She cried out covering the floor in her juices! “That was just what I needed,” she playfully laughed.

Once she was done, Artimis dried off, and put on the new clothes given to her. It was red sleeves, leather armor, with tight pants, not letting any of it get in the way. Sliding it on she tightened the suit via belts on it.

Stretching to the sound of the leather on her, Artimis stated, “Nice, and tight.” She heard a cat scratching at the room’s door. “I’ll be right out,” the hunter called to it! Going to the door she opened it. On the other side was a blue haired female cat, “This is not funny,” Corithea’s voice said in anger!

“I didn’t know you would be turned into a cat,” Artimis hid her laughter, when she spoke. Letting her out Cor explained, “The only way to hold the power of the Nightener is to become an animal spirit.” Proceeding down the corridor, with her in toe, “You chose a Blue Himalayan?” I didn’t choose this it’s just what happened when I got the powers,” she replied.

Coming to the downward stairs her big sister asked, “Have you figured out stairs yet?” Taking the first on Cor remarked, “Kinda, having my head pointing towards the ground is, ah new.” Staying close in case she fell, Artimis wondered, “The walking on all fours been a problem?” Taking a few more, she countered, “Not as much as I thought it would.”

Step by step, she made it to the bottom, “I have to get use to them,” the little cat voiced.  “We have our objective already,” the Silver Fang announced. Going with her to the door, the new Nightener stated, “We stop the Ox.”

Upon a man-made hill was a church, to the Great Golden Lady. A three-story building of gold bricks. A religion around Mara was forming, if asked, she would have said, “I don’t care if they worship an old shoe, as long as they’re peaceful.” Daily services were going on music, and songs were being sung telling stories of the Star Empress. Fearing not any holy power the church may have, Bicmen walked in looking for his next target. This little twelve-year-old had the highest belief rating out of all, of his previous victims. 

Bicmen saved her for last, to top himself off. Sitting in one of the pews he took in the chorus. The girl he was searching for was the head of the large group. Her voice rang out above the others, today was simply recon, to gain intel on the child’s humors. He heard low mumbles from the entrance, behind him. “Ma’am animals are not allowed in here,” a male voice said.

A female voice replied, “She’s my support animal, can’t you tell?” Looking back, he saw a lovely woman, blonde haired, silver fanged, dressed in red leather. She was having a conversation with one of the clergy. Rolling his eyes, he turned back to the chorus. The Silver Fang commented, “I always worship at the other church with her. Mara saved the animals of Earth too.”

Conceding his point, he let her in. The hunter, and her new cat sat in an open pew right in back of Bicmen. He could easily hear everything they would come to say. Trying to not make it obvious she was speaking to a blue cat, Artimis asked, “Where is he?” Moving closer, and laying on her lap, Cor whispered, “I’m new to this, I can feel he’s very close.”

Leaning back in disappointment, her big sis remarked, “Great. That leaves twenty people. Seven are women, that means, we have thirteen possibilities.” Raising up her nose as she stood Corithea told something that Themis said, “When I’m close enough, I should be able to smell him.” Interested, the non-cat of the team questioned, “What smell are you looking for?”

Answering while she continued to sniff, Cor said, “The sickly-sweet smell of candy.” Repulsed, Artimis let out, “Nice the child killer smells like candy.” Unable to stop himself Bicmen turned around, “Who, smells like what,” he asked? “Oh nothing. My cat likes the incense they use. Note the sniffing.” Patting her side, the Ox respectfully stated, “She’s beautiful. I Haven’t seen a cat in a year.” 

Showing kindness to the human, she confided, “There more than humans now a days.” Corithea continued to sniff around, coming closer to his hand, with a quickness. Ignoring it he commented, “You say that as if you weren’t human at all.” Leaning back so he could get a full look at her, she moved his hand from the new Nightener’s sniffer, “Do I seem human too you?”

Smirking with almost a blush, Keller resounded, “Maybe a little augmented, but human, yea.” Squinting at him when she sat up Artimis didn’t know whether to be offended or gratified, “I was born like this, except for the teeth.” “I think they look nice,” he complemented. Smiling she allowed him to fully see them. “Diamonds as well,” the Ox said impressed!

Smiling a bit more candidly, she let slip, my brother gave them to me.” Intrigued he thought out loud, “Not a boyfriend?” The suave English accent was getting to her. Moving close enough to kiss him, she seductively enthralled, “I don’t think that my father would like that much.” Coming back with his version of the tune, “We wouldn’t want to disappoint Daddy.”

As they got closer, he reached his hand out to hold the back of her head. Screaming, “It’s him,” Cor hissed! Pausing both Artimis, and Keller had reactions, “Did that cat just talk,” he asked? Disappointed, she answered, “Yea, she does that.” Coming back with her own the Silver Fang stated, “Are you the Ox, Bicmen Keller?” Lowering his hand, he replied, “Well yea.”

Chapter Two

Breathing out an audible sigh of anguish Artimis relinquished, “This sucks.” Stoutly head butting him, she shook her head, immediately after. Walking around to his pew, the hunter rage, “You child killing freak!” Crawling backward on the pew he played it off nervously, “Come on now, I’ve not killed anybody.” Blood dripped from his hairline, now they kill themselves, I may offer a delusion.” 

Moving closer to him, while Cor went toward Keller on the back board of the seating. “I can’t believe I hit on you. That I let you hit on me,” she was full of accusations, and disgust! Putting his hand behind his back, then bringing his hand back in the blink of an eye, an area disrupting wave projected from it. The folding of reality slammed into only Artimis.

In an instant the Silver Fang was missing, and a hole in the ceiling was all that was left. Glancing at Keller than the hole, then him, Cor in a moment judged what to do next. Without a second thought the Ox rushed the choir. The girl on stage was his target. Pushing people from his path, Keller hopped over the pews. Leaping with her new four cat feet Cor followed.

Each landing got harder, and harder to land. Until she slipped, right before the final jump. Keller did not. Laying on her side, she looked up at him pushing people out of the way. Flying through the air, Artimis crashed into the church roof. Coming out the other side of the building she kept going. An oncoming hoverer window, and a frozen over lake. Bursting from the frigid water, Artimis pulled herself out of the thick ice.

Forcing her body to her feet, she wiped the blood from her nose. “What the hell was that,” she said in confusion? Looking around, she thought aloud, “Where am I?” Getting her bearings, she internally confided, “This is lake Haven.”

Turning right, the hunter spoke to herself, “He knocked me two hundred feet. I should have suffered more damage. What was that energy?” Taking a step, she felt pain all over than nothing. Preparing for what would come, the Silver Fang broke off into a sprint. 

Reaching her paws Corithea, saw Keller grab the little girl. “Let her go,” she yelled at him! Caring not, he tossed her over his shoulder, and made a break for it. He went straight for the back. Giving chase Cor leapt onto the stage! People were in a panic, damn near stepping on her! Going in between legs, she dodged a falling candlestick!

Thankfully, nothing was in it. Coming to see what all the commotion was, a lady of the faith got a swift shove, from the Ox, when he ran out of where he came. In hot pursuit, the Nightener hopped over the distraught woman. Whatever Bicmen had in mind, he would not lose this little tag along.

Down a back hall tossing, pushing, and hucking what he could to stop Cor, the Ox ran. The life of this little twelve-year-old girl was in her claws. Ducking a pulled-out shelf she slid on a wet floor. Regaining her footing, Corithea vaulted over the plastic tank it came out of.

Pushing her feline physique, she traveled the obstacle course. A filing cabinet, bats, from the youth league. Flashlights, cans of food, for the drive. Two coolers, their spilled content, and finally a stack of papers. Coming through the falling pages claws first, Cor clung to his leg. Shaking them into kicks, Keller was a flutter of emotions.

Amazement, Pain, as well as aggravation, struck him all at once. It didn’t matter how he kicked Corithea was climbing up his leg, clawing, and biting the whole way. The child on the Ox’s shoulder, fought for her life. Whoever this woman, and her bloody cat were, they had found him. He knew some organization would be after him sooner, or later.

Maybe the City Police, a
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