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INTRODUCTION

Welcome readers to Volume One of Other Dimensions.  This is a short story series told by two creatures from the dark underworld.  These story are a work of fiction, and therefore should never be taken literally.  Because they are short stories, you don't have to worry about reading them in any particular order.  Nor, do you have to finish them all at once.  Just take your time and be glad that there is finally a series that fits our life styles, where there may just not be a happy ending.  Enjoy readers.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Something Happened
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Something happened alright.  But what happened to a one Mr. Herman Doyle couldn't be found in any one of your local urban legends.  Nor would it have been experienced by you, your friends, family, teachers, or anyone else that you may have known, heard of, cared about, or incidentally ran into.  It could only have happened in the legendary archive of Other Dimensions, where the impossible becomes possible.  What do you think about that introduction Julie?  I ask the co-host of these great stories.

She sits in a big comfortable chair and crinkles her nose at me.  "Don't we have like another story to finish before we start a new one" she calls me out.  "Just stick with this one.  Besides the other one isn't finished yet.  So get over yourself already" I bark back at her.  "Fine.  I thought your introduction was great.  Now stop ruining it and get on with the story already Charlie.  Like the readers I got stuff to do too today" she snarls.  I can't help but smirk at her.  "You know the rules readers.  Sit back relax.  Get your drugs ready, and enjoy all things demented." I say and now begins our story.

Mr. Herman Doyle wasn't a very nice man.  He was actually quite rude and obnoxious.  I wouldn't say that he was a bad man, just let down too many times in life.  But you could, and some people do say, that he was a real jerk on all accounts.
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The year was 1958 C.E. and the world of Mr. Doyle was different.  Not because it was just different in the conventional sense that we think and relate things today, but because everything really was in black and white.  Not metaphorically readers.  Literally.  Flowers, trees grass, sky, bodies of water, Fido with his little puppy paws on the white picket fence barking at the neighbor Mrs. Lawrence as she walks her poodles in an airy manner.  She displayed the type of behavior that gave the impression that she was better than everyone else in the world.  Her polka dot dress was of some concern to all those around.  Yes all of this was in complete black and white.  You get the point let's move on.

Herman brings his 57 Chevy Bel-Air convertible to a screeching halt at the drive way that occupies his house where Fido is barking himself crazy.  "Shut up ya mangy mut, or I will call the pound."  He shouts at the dog kicking grass at him.  Mrs. Lawrence rewards Herman with a snotty "Hmmp.... Not even your dog respects you."  She comments to him.  Mr. Doyle sneers at her and snarls back at her "Get out of here Mrs. Lawrence before I call the pound on you, ya stuck up..."  "Utter another word, Dear, and you will be sleeping in the pound tonight.  That I promise you.  Now get in the house and eat your dinner before it gets cold."  His wife shouts back at him from the porch steps.  Her cold glare would even silence Death himself.  Mrs. Lawrence let out a little snotty chuckle just to mock him further.  "Ok" Herman replied sheepishly.

He stood for a moment looking around with no hope at all for his lousy existence.  He lit up a Camel non filter because he was just too lame to smoke a real cigarette, like a Marlboro red or a Luck Strike.  He loosens his tie and unbuttoned his collar as he wander on into the home that he and his wife shared with the dog.

He dropped his briefcase by the front door, as was his normal habit.  They lived alone, and never had children.  Married for fifteen years, since he came back from the war in 1943, it was his and Betty's greatest day of their lives.  His job was radios and electronics.  He believed that it was the right thing to do.  Everyone else was doing it, why not him?  

"Are you going to stand there all day, or are you going to come in here and eat?" Betty shouted impatiently from the kitchen at him.  Herman froze for a moment during the process of taking off his coat.  The Camel dangling from his mouth.  He resumed the disrobing which ended in him hanging his hat next to the long black coat that he liked to wear all the time regardless of the seasons.  "I'm coming.  Just give me a damn minute.  You're worst than that Lawrence bitch down the street." He snarled back at her. She comes out of the kitchen with a look that he is completely out of his mind for talking to her like that.  She points the Chef's knife at him.  "Get in here and eat.  I don't have all day" she orders.  

It was steak, potatoes, buttered rolls, green beans, and cheap beer.  He dived right into it.  She sat beside him smiling with her hands beneath her chin watching him eat.  "What" he asked worried.  She calmly picked up some papers and placed them right in front of him.  "Sign it, it's a divorce" she said simply but in a tone that suggested that he shouldn't argue with her.  She placed a stack of money on the table in front of him.  The car, your personal things, which I already packed up, and the $ 7,500 is all yours. The house is mine.  You can stay the night, but I want you gone first thing in the morning" she explained sternly while rising from her seat with both palms firmly on the table and body leaning forward.  

Herman's face was that of shock and disbelief.  It looked even more pathetic with his mouth gaped open, trembling, and his fork up next to it with a big chunk of meat stuck to the end of it.  They were silent for a moment.

"Ok.  But why? He finally asked.  Betty sat down again relieved before answering him.  "Because you are lazy and worthless.  You lost your job six months ago and all you do is cry about how bad you got it.  Bad luck is what you call it.  It's not bad luck that you have dear.  You are just a worthless dumb ass, who is dragging me down with him.  And I won't have it."  She exploded with disgust.  She was proud of herself for finally standing up to this reject of society.  It had been far too long.  He blinked a few times.  He couldn't believe it.  He knew that his marriage was bad and had been for some time now, but how did it come to all of this?  And so fast.  "But Betty you know how Dave Mertall had...."  "Oh, shut up Herman.  Dave Mertall didn't do anything but fire you because you refused to do the work.  It had nothing to do with us being together" she snapped back at him.  

Herman wasn't stupid.  But he was being a spineless bum about the whole ordeal.  Sure, she cheated on him and yes besides laziness and not showing up he refused to work and make his boss Dave more money for banging his wife.  Now it was clear that he had been set up by both.  They knew that he would react that way.  It lasted two days of noncompliance to make electronic switches that got him permanently fired. He spent the last six months desperately trying to do the door to door routine of selling home appliances.  He made $200 during that time.  Hardly enough to be named the bread winner of the house.  Grounds for any divorce in this black and white world of existence.  

"Fine!" he shouted as he slammed down his fork onto his plate.  He snatched up the papers and signed them as he glared at his soon to be ex-wife and threw them at her.  He placed his elbows on the table.  His head in his hands.  He started crying.  Finally after a moment, he sighed and spoke to her.  "Betty... I don't regret marrying you.  It was my fault that you cheated on me.  No.  No.  I'm not trying to get you back.  I'll leave as soon as I wake up tomorrow.  You're right.  I need to get away and start over.  You deserve better and Dave is better.  Oh by the way... I'm sleeping on the bed tonight so find someplace else.  You might want to try his house.  See you later Bets."  He got right up and walked right passed her feeling a little bit lighter for some reason.  Perhaps it was the excitement of a new adventure and the beginning of a new life for Mr. Herman Doyle.  Hell he didn't even have to pretend to like the damn dog any more.  Yes life was certainly looking up for this shameless idiot.

He slept well, all the way until 1130hrs. the next morning.  He woke up feeling great, better than ever before in his life.  He padded his way to abuse the bathroom that no longer belonged to him but to his estranged wife Betty.  He left the seat up and the pile of shit in the toilette. No sir there would be no flushing today.  He shaved, brushed his teeth, showered, ate a big breakfast and didn't bother cleaning up the kitchen after he was done.  Grabbed his bags before exiting out of his former domain that Betty was courteous enough to packed for him the night before. Out the door and into the back seat of the 57 Be-Air is where he placed his earthly possessions.

He threw the car into reverse and slammed on the gas and immediately almost hit Mrs. Lawrence.  He locked the brakes up leaving a big skid mark from the drive way to the street.  Mrs. Lawrence slammed her hand down on the back of the convertibles trunk and told him to watch where he is going and if he was insane, and that she will be informing the Mrs. of his recklessness.  Herman lit up a cig the Camel kind.  He took a long drag and looked at her with some amusement.  "Oh my Victoria!  May I say that you look just exquisite today?  My god I was wondering if you were available for dinner tonight say around the time that Hell freezes over?" he retorted back.  Her face turned a dark red and she had trouble breathing.  "Stuff it you twisted perverted freak." She snapped back at him and walk off.  Mr. Doyle pulled out into the street and drove right up next to her.  "Hey Victoria!"  "What?"  "Mrs. Doyle is with Mr. Mertall now, you disproportional cow.  Have a good life." He said laughing as he drove off giving her the bird.  No one ever from that town saw him again and no one cared.

The following weeks were the best times of Herman Doyle's life.  $7,500 and no one to answer to, nowhere to be, yes reader breaking the band of oppressive chains of marriage was a godsend to this unfortunate fool.  He was a kid again.  He looked twenty-seven instead of thirty-seven.  Hell he even had the energy of a youth.  Partying in one club after another.  Going to the movies, and on dates every couple of nights.  He drove from California to the east coast just because he could.  He was even inventing a new form of computer chip that he was going to patent and become insanely rich of off.  He was beginning to enjoy life again.  He was still selling home appliances and pulling in over $200/week, but suddenly he was good at it now.  You could say that Herman Doyle was somewhat a good guy and not so much a worthless jackass.

One morning at a cafe diner he was reading a paper when he saw an ad for an electrician.  It proclaimed that there would be steady work for whoever was lucky enough to receive the job.  Mr. Doyle was nothing less than intrigued.

The mansion of Dr. Isaac Ector was either in Utah or Oklahoma.  No is for sure, nor can anyone who does know of its existence tell how to exactly get there.  Herman couldn't be sure either.  It was an old-style Plantation home out on the prairie.  Legend had it Dr. Ector's great grandfather fought Indians for the land and now it was cursed with all those dead souls.  Herman didn't believe in that type of nonsense. A few trees lined the dirt road that lead up to the mansion.  As much as they should have looked out of place they weren't.  This created an uneasy feeling for Herman that something was wrong.

A few servants in lab coats greeted him when he arrived at this house of mystery.  They took his things and brought him inside and showed him his room.  The room was equipped with a large bathroom with toilette and showers, a rarity anywhere in those days, especially out in the plains.  The servants had told him to make himself at home and that Dr. Ector will join him at dinner that following evening.

Dinner arrived faster than Herman could believe or anticipate.  The dining room was something that belonged in a museum, or in a nobleman's or king's castle.  Fit for royalty, not the common peasants place of living.  The china was of the highest quality, as was everything else.  

Mr. Doyle sat next to the host of the evening, Dr. Isaac Ector.  He wore an unusual lab coat, in fact everyone who resided there did.  As if it was something from the future or an advance race of some sort.  Possibly from explosive imagination of the worlds greatest science fiction writers of the day.  At first glance, or no common knowledge of what a proper lab coat should look like, you wouldn't notice anything strange about these clothes.  But needless to say that our subject of this story most certainly did.  He couldn't place what it was, but he just knew that there was something way off about the whole situation.

"Now Mr. Doyle, how was your trip in?  Ah good.  Glad to hear it.  Now how is dinner and the rest of your accommodations here?  Suitable and up to your standards I hope.  They are?!  Excellent.  If there is anything of need, please just ask and it will be provided to you immediately.  Mr. Doyle...excuse me... yes as you wish Herman.  Herman, I must ask that whatever you see or hear or even experience here, that it is to remain a secret for all time.  Meaning no one must know what goes on here or that this chateau even exist.  Needless to say that, that is non-negotiable Mr. Herman Doyle.  Do you understand?" asked Dr. Ector sternly.  Herman said that he did, and he meant it.

They sat for hours and talked about all sorts of topics and debates.  One by one the other residences retired to their rooms to sleep off the booze.  Soon it was just Herman pouring out his life story to Dr. Ector, which ran far into the night.  By then they were all dead drunk and ready for bed.  The next morning Herman woke up hung over and hating life.  His head was screaming, the world was shimmering, and the toilette never looked so good.  A violent knock on the door startled him by giving his heart a good kick in the ass.  "Come in" he ordered.  An attendant came in carrying a silver tray with a glass of water, coffee, orange juice, two aspirin, eggs, bacon, sausage, hash browns, bagel, toast with butter, and a jelly donut.  He was definitely not going hungry living here.  

"Good morning sir.  Some breakfast and aspirin for the hangover sir.  Is there anything else that you desire sir?  My name is Vincent sir.  Well you are quite welcomed.  Call if you want anything.  Enjoy your meal sir." the servant informed.  

Herman ate like he never had.  The food was beyond excellent.  The aspirin he took first and within seconds he could feel it working by the tie he had finished all aches and pains were gone he stood standing on the balcony enjoying the warm summer breeze and morning sun.  An odd smile of contempt came across his face as he looked out over the horizon enjoying the Marlboro red and drinking his coffee.  Life really hadn't ever been so good in Herman's miserable life.  He was beginning to love his new job and his pathetic existence.

The following days were about learning the lay out of the house and surrounding areas.  There was an elaborate garden out back with a salt water pond in the middle of it.  In that said pond was lobster, shrimp, crabs, fish, and other forms of life that you would find in the sea.  All of this was something that you would find in the legendary stories of Atlantis or ancient Babylon.  There were Greek statues of the gods and goddesses throughout it.  It would easily take you a few hours just to see it all.  But the most impressive thing was the arrogation system.  Flying machines sprayed water onto the plants and then retreated back into the ground.  Herman tried to discover the portal that allowed the machines to come and go, but couldn't.  

The whole house had technology that seemed to be something out of one of those science fiction movies that he enjoyed seeing so much, the kind that Betty laughed at him for.  And with the type of pay that he was receiving, $100/day, he could go watch movies every day and all day long if he wanted to, and he did.  

Thank god that Betty left him.  Herman bet that she regretted it now that he was making $3k/ month.  Who was the loser now?  Certainly not him.  It would be safe to say that the loser was Mr. and Mrs. Mertall.  

Then the day came where Dr. Isaac Ector told Herman about the reason that he was here "Mr. Doyle...I haven't showed you the..... basement for the past few weeks because I wanted to be sure that you could be trusted.  No doubt that you have seen the technology that I have around here.  Sadly none of my servants are electricians.  Here is a stack of manuals for you to read, study, and learn them.  I'll give you two weeks to accomplish this task.  At that time, I expect to hear one of two things from you, yes you can work on the equipment such as I have here, or no you can not.  Failure to do so will result in immediate termination.  No hard feelings will be administered.  You are not the first who has come here and attempted what we do.  Everyone else has failed at it, because the job is not easy.  What is down below is a complex system that has the most advance technology on the planet and it goes on for miles.  I only hire the most capable.  Here are the manuals.  Use my library up stairs for any research that you may need.  Is that understood Mr. Doyle?  Good.  Thank you.  I hope that we can work together.  Keep me up dated on your progress, and again Mr. Doyle, you have two weeks."  Dr. Ector was pleasant and sympathetic in his explanation as always.  He could charm a witch if he needed to.  Herman admired such an individual, and was determined to not let him down.

Herman took the old worn out manuals up to his room and began to read.  After a period of time he whispered in astonishment, "No way.  That's impossible."  But something told him that it wasn't and someone had already accomplished it.  But he still couldn't believe it.  The next few weeks went by in a blur.  Fueled by high octane adrenaline, coffee, cigarettes, fascination, and a sense of achievement, he began to understand the manuals, but still struggled with some of the material.  But the most important part was he could perform the material in real life, and he was going to keep his job.  

The technology described in the manuals was pure science fiction at the beginning but as he became more knowledgeable with it, it just became the science of tomorrow.  Things that never existed like the Easter Bunny, or Santa Claus, was in the manuals.  He began to use the schematics in the books to create working miniatures of them.  Not only did they work, they were alive.  The creations became alive and obeyed their own will.  Machines that interacted with humans.  They could pull static electricity from the air or any other source and use it to recharge themselves.  But the most interesting one was the down in the underground complex that Dr. Ector showed him after not only accepted the job, but also proved that he could perform the job and replicate the high technology.

The room was of fair size.  Two operating tables sat side by side.  Cables snaked their way from them to the large computer and reactor that lined the wall.  A ring of light kept swinging back and forth along the table.  A few assistance continued on with their work as if a new face down in the basement was nothing new to them.  Their mannerisms made Herman a little uncomfortable around them because of their robotic movements.  The room somehow spoke of doom.  

Dr. Ector turned to look at Mr. Doyle with slight amusement on his face.  Mr. Doyle could do without it.  "It is a device to transfer the regeneration genes of crabs them in a human body to revers aging.  But it is malfunctioning Mr. Doyle.  My offer to you is $1,000,000 if you can fix it again, so that we can continue with our work.  Do you accept my offer?  I sure hope you do."  said the man with an endless wallet.  The main character of this story didn't know what seemed more impossible.  The scientific wonders claimed by this strange man or the fact that he seemed to have more money than the U.S. Treasury.  Herman shouldn't have been surprised or shocked by this proposal, Isaac Ector was a man of his word.  The technology had been something that he had read and replicated...somewhat.  Actually very crudely was his version of it.  What he was looking at was a symphony that some genius composer had crafted, god only knows when, that scientist could only fantasize about while having an acid trip.  He had heard that some amphibian creatures could regenerate or was that reptiles, you know like lizards and stuff like that.  He wasn't sure anymore.  In fact he had heard that sea turtles could survive for hundreds of years.  But was it true?  Again he couldn't say what was real or even possible anymore, because things were certainly different.  "I'll give it a try" he choked out.  The Dr. smiles and squeezes Mr. Doyle's shoulder.  "Good I'm glad to hear it" he replies.

A few weeks later and a few tests later the machine was working properly in the world of black and white.  Various, and anonymous volunteers had showed up.  All males between the ages of 18-25.  They would lay on their backs on one bed and a crab from the backyard pond was placed on the other one.  The light rings would move along the tables where their bodies laid, all the while picking up speed going back and forth.  When this happened, their bodies would rise up off of the table.  The rings moved so fast from head to toe that the subjects seemed to glow.  Then the final stage came, which can only be described as an earth shattering cracking sound and the smell of ozone took over the room.  Then, without warning, the rings would switch bodies and slow down and lower the patients back to the tables.  When the light rings stop you could definitely see a younger resemblance and the crab a little older looking.

All twelve volunteers then became servants in Dr. Ector's mansion.  They never left and they never had contacts with the outside world.  This occurred over a period of a few months.  Various tests were conducted on the patients by the good Dr. while Mr. Doyle kept the amazing machines in the underground complex in top shape.  There were hundreds of workers down there now.  Sometimes at night you could hear them singing.

Dr. Alisha Pericula caught Herman's eye the first day that they met.  She was a marine biologist and veterinarian.  She bred the crabs and other aquatic life in the pond.  They were first friends, then they started dating.  Like Herman, she had no ties to the outside world either.  Life was going good.  

One day Alisha met him for a lunch date, she looked extremely young.  "I did it and it was amazing!  You have got to do it too Herman!" she pleaded.  Herman liked the idea and was going to try it but was just too busy being Mr. Fixer around here and all.  Besides he didn't know if Dr. Ector would allow him to go through with it.  Although, they were good friends now so maybe he would let him give it a try.  "Yeah.  Ok.  I'll try it.  I'll ask the Dr. later on today.  I don't think that you'd want to be dating an old grandpa for the rest of your life.  So yeah sure, I'll do it." Herman said ecstatically.  "Oh you're not an old grandpa yet.  That'll happen tomorrow." she replies back bursting out laughing.  They probably laughed for a good ten minutes from that one.  

He spoke to Dr. Ector that evening.  "Sure, why not?  Let us do it tonight.  That way I can evaluate you first thing in the morning.  Let us go now Herman." the good Dr. Isaac Ector said cheerfully.  The room was spinning with ecstasy.  Herman felt like he just won another million bucks and all of his wildest dreams.  How could he be so lucky?  Thank god Betty kicked his sorry excuse giving ass out the door when she did.  He really was going no where with that life.  Now it seemed that he had everything that he always wanted.  What could possibly go wrong?  Something was going to happened.  Something did happened.

Mr. Herman Doyle woke up the next morning with an extreme hang over.  His head was full of thunder and lightning, and no mercy or relief could be found for him.  "What happened?" he thought for no words came out.  His whole body was stiff.  He tried to call for the Dr. but no words came out again.  He tried to call for his lovely Alisha Pericula, but once again nothing happened.  Repetitively he called again and again, but all he could manage was a hissing sound.  "My god, I've lost my voice" he thought in horror.  He turned and his body shifted as one unit and made a "Clickety, Clack" sound, like a dog walking on a wooden floor.  "The hell was that" he thought.  He tried to look at his body, hands, arms, legs, but every time he turned his body, he couldn't make his head move.  He could feel multiple arms and legs moving at various times to balance his body.

An antenna fell in front of his face scaring the living shit out of him.  He threw up his hand and was terrified when a giant red claw answered his call to move his arm.  He backed up swinging and kicking at it to get this monstrous thing away from him, But it was no use it just kept coming after him.  Golden sand was flying everywhere.  "Help!" he tried to scream.  But no one answered his cry to be saved.  "No god No!  What has happened to me" his mind shrieked in terror, as he moved erratically through the sand, until he slammed into a glass wall.  

This event knocked the terror out of him for just a moment.  But a moment was long enough for him to realize a new horror that was completely unheard of in his time.  He was in the aquarium in the kitchen.  The same one that he had seen a hundred times since his arrival here at this amazing mansion of wonders.  It always had crabs and lobsters in it that they cooked up.  

He ran to the side of the aquarium to see his reflection in the glass.  "No...it can't be." his mind screamed.  He saw that he was a crab now.  Herman the crab, not Herman the human the wizard at electricity.  Something happened.  Something bad happened.  He looked at the stove and into the dining room.  A pot was boiling that was for him, he knew it was.  

He saw his former body in the dining room sitting between Dr.'s Pericula and Ector.  They all had antennas coming out of their heads.  "How are you feeling Vincent?" asked Isaac Ector to the body of Herman Doyle now referred to to as Vincent.  "Great Dr. Ector.  Just trying to get use to tow arms and legs" the Vincent avatar replied pleasantly, but looking bewildered at his hands and arms that use to belong to Herman.  "You'll get use to it dear" replied the body of Alisha who too was referred to as Vincent as well.  She continues, "The Lobster King has always taken care of us." she nodded towards Dr. Ector.  

The Doctor takes a bite of steak laughing, "That's right.  When I woke up in Isaac Ector's body, I was astonished.  I mean he had rally believed that my genes would rejuvenate his youthfulness and that was all that would happened.  Not only did I take over his body but his memories.  Vincent.  Dow you still have Herman Doyle's memories and knowledge?  Good.  I'm glad to hear it. I guess we can now cook your former tenet of that body of yours can't we?  How does that sound Vincents?" asked the Lobster King to his crabs that are now living in the worlds most talented of scientist.  "Yes master that does sound good master" They said in unison.  Even those in the underground research facility said it in a sleepy drone, looking up at the ceiling.

Mr. Doyle heard it all and began to panic.  He started running his crab body into the aquariums glass walls.  "Oh help, help.  Please someone help me!  Don't let them do it, I don't want to be eaten!  I got to get out of here!  Oh Betty... you were right.  I don't have bad luck.  I'm just a dumbass like you said.  Had I not been so fascinated by the inventions around here I would have noticed that there was something strange going on here.  That the twelve volunteers and Alisha Pericula were different after they rose from that machine.  Alicia was way too nice to me.  Completely out of my league.  Whats that?  Oh no!  NO! Stay the hell away from me!  Get back!  Back I say!  Unhand me you vile creature!" shouted Herman's mind as a gloved hand of one of the servants reached in to get him.  He clawed, kicked, and tried to bite, but nothing helped or matter.  The servants hand lucked him out of the aquarium as if he was nothing more than a child's toy, or a pebble on the ground.  

He moved his legs frantically and then froze.  It had occurred to him that the world was not two colors any more.  No readers, it was no longer black and white for our most unfortunate friend, but an explosion of colors.  His duo colored mind couldn't handle what he was experiencing.  His panic went to shear terror.  What was he seeing?  Why did the colors effect him emotionally?  

The lid came off of the boiling pot in a hurry.  Herman fought drastically to be let lose from his vile captors grip, but his attempts were futile at best.  Then without warning he was falling and the pain that he encounter when his new body, the crab body, met the boiling water was excruciating.  The lid came back down and all of the colors disappeared and what returned was the good old fashion black and white ones that he was accustomed to.  He tread water and tried to jump out, which resulted in him bouncing off of the pots metal walls and back in to the that scolding water of death.  

He couldn't breath, the pressure became too great for our misfit hero.  He began to black out, as the water became a soothing warm bath for him instead of one of hurt.  His body slowed down with his breathing.  The blackness crept in on all sides, everything became so peaceful, followed by the comforts of quiet darkness and all was well for the late Mr. Herman Doyle.  

One by one the Lobster King sent his servants out into the world to build the rejuvenation machines across the United States.  In the span of a few months, the United States was completely infested with the crab people.  After this victory against the human race the crab people and their fearless leader the Lobster King decided to take their fountain of youth machines to the rest of the world.  And in eighteen months the humans race ceased to exist.

Some would say that, that was a good thing.  I would personally agree with that.  An improvement. Of sorts for planet earth, and for America.  I would agree with that as well.  We all know that as soon as people are removed from this planet the better it would be and cleaner for the environment.

"So the next time you find yourselves, readers, are on a road trip across the U.S. and end up somewhere in either Utah or Oklahoma at a nice mansion with trees, a garden, and a pond in the backyard owned by a one Dr. Isaac Ector, and technology beyond anything that you have ever known or heard of, you might want to find someplace else to be.  And if you ever come across an add in the news paper proclaiming steady work for an electrician, inquire with a Dr. Ector.  Remember what had become of Mr. Herman Doyle.  Something happened.  Something bad happened.  And that something terribly bad happened to him.  Ask yourselves this.  What chance do you have?" I, Charlie Savage the host and creator of these demented stories says.  Julie walks in.  "Are we done with this story already? I have crap to do.  Next time lets tell a really good story and stop screwing around with this nonsense.  Until next time readers goodnight." says everyone's favorite demonic humunculous, co-host to other dimensions, and my imaginary best friend.  And exits our story.
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"Welcome back readers to another exciting story from the legendary archives of Other Dimensions.  This is the story that readers, such as yourself, love the most.  I must admit it is one of my favorites but not my very favorite.  Uh Julie, what are you doing?" I ask the co-host, imaginary best friend, and everyone's favorite demonic humunculous.  She is sitting in the recliner and rolling her eyes at me twirling a cigarette in the air, by doing so she spells the word "Dumbass" with the smoke trail.  She leans forward and glares at me.  

"You aren't even trying are you?" she snarls.  I snare back at her and shout "The hell are you talking about?"  She wanders over to the couch where I'm at and pulls a chair up nice and close to me.  "You.  This is the most famous story in the entire archives and the best that you can do is that weak opening?  Are you fraking kidding me?  I know piles of human shit that take their existence more serious than you.  You...make...me...sick." she hissed with venom.  

I stare at her with morbid curiosity.  She is entirely too emotional for a demonic creature that has an amazing background, including how she fought on the Indians side in the French and Indian Wars and later fought in the Revolutionary War.  I take a drag from her cig and she begins the standard form of insults and profanity that would make any trucker or 19th-century brothel worker blush.  I'm so proud of her.  I should be careful around her because she will kill me if given the chance.

"Whatever Julie my pet."  "Pet?!?  Are you fucking trying to get me to kill your sorry fuc....."  She begins again.  "You know the rules readers, sit back, relax, get your party favors and turn the lights down low and let the horrors commence."  Now enters our story.
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The year was 1619 anno domino, and the place was a small starter village of about fifty occupants on the coast of the Atlantic Ocean.  You wouldn't be familiar with this particular town, nor could you go look it up in any library or historical records of any kind.  The reason for this is the same as for Roanoke.  Like there, the village of St. Michaels didn't last very long or leave any trace of its existence.  We don't know and probably don't care to know what happened to those puritans that had once lived there, and what the cause of their disappearance is not the basis of this story.  Rather it was..well let's just get started.

The village was the kind with the wooden spiked walls and in the shape of a star for better protection from the inhabitants of the land known as the Indians.  Attacks were rare, and usually the cause of the warring tribes.  No, this area was claimed by the Nezumi tribe.  A peaceful group that thrived on a philosophical livelihood.  But the walls were there nonetheless because you could never trust the coming high tide of the night or morning.  The fields were inside the walls except for the contributing ones that were grown only for payment to the Nezumi's for allowing the followers of St. Michaels to live there and use the land.  That was the deal and for the past two years, it was always honored.  The two groups lived in peace and were beginning to prosper from their arrangement.  

Most of this success had to do with the current night watchman that goes by the name of George Heimann.  George was a very just and religious man who believed that all things under gods great blue sky were to be respected and treated as if it was an object of divine power and should never be desecrated.  He raised his two sons, Isaac and Ezihal to be the same way.  His wife, Sarah, was as faithful as could be and always did her duties around the house as a good Christian wife should.  Remember readers the year is 1619 and the people of St. Michaels are strictly puritans, and lived very different lives back then.  

Like it was said earlier, George was the night watchman and he took his job seriously.  He patrolled the night with a single lantern and his cloak was pulled tightly to his body to protect himself from the bitter cold and freezing wind.  He walked his way to the town square where a giant oak tree sat enclosed with a circle of bricks and flowers. The flowers weren't in bloom yet, because it was in the middle of winter.  Nothing was coming out in this type of weather unless you were dedicated like George.  The wind blew mercilessly and viciously at George causing him to pull his cloak and hat tighter down and around him until he came upon the tree which offered him protection against it as it always did on nights like this.  

He sat down and pulled out his pipe and tobacco and sparked up.  George liked a good smoke of this earths finest.  The natives introduced him to it and the habit has become quite popular among the Puritans.  No one at that time had the slightest clue about its effects or that three hundred years later the Christians would condemn it and declare that you were going to hell for smoking it, and how much Jesus was going to kill you and send your sorry ass to Christian hell for smoking it.  Funny how fanatical folks get.  But in this epoch, no one cared and it was a symbol of how wealthy you were, or in religious talk, how much God has blessed you with his wealth.  Freaking hilarious.  

George drew long and slow on the pipe.  He listens to the wind and checked all around him for signs of danger.  There was nothing.  The night sky was black as a rats eye.  With the exception of his light from the lantern, there was none anywhere.  He was completely surrounded by darkness.  Which kind of scared the crap out of him.  He pulled the cloak that his wife made him even more tighter, and that's when he heard it.

"Can a lady get a light from the Watchman, or is that a crime?"  The words came out of nowhere and sent icicles down his back even though they had a lovely musical quality about them.  George looked up and seen the Alchemist's wife Bianca standing there looking down at him.  The wind didn't seem to touch her beautiful body just the outskirts of her dress and cloak.  She stared down at him defiantly and determined.  But it was her eyes that caught Georges attention.  They were solid ruby red stars.  Even the white parts.  They seemed to be galaxies of them just floating around behind the skin mask that she wore.  When she moved her face up the stars went down, to the right they went left, and so on.  You can achieve the same effect by cutting a hole in a piece of paper and holding it up to the night sky and moving it around to watch the stars run.  George witnessed this horror for only a split second, but it would last him an eternity even though he was soon to experience the gates of hell crack slightly open and destroy everything he stood for and loved.

"Sure" George stammered as he reached over to give Bianca a light thinking that he had just imagine those eyes of Old Saint Nick.  She was beyond beautiful and men from all over had heard about her, but just assumed that the stories were nothing more than tales from lonely sailors when they came into port and got drunk.  She was married to the alchemist who was a good 40 years her senior.  But no one could blame him for marrying her.  She was just too damn beautiful.  

"Thanks.  What's the wrong night watchman, something got you spooked?" she said in that melodious tone.  George couldn't answer right away.  He was recalling the last few months of the alchemist's life.  He was scared and none of the town folks could figure out why.  He shut himself in and refuse to come out and had Bianca make the excuses for him.  Then one day he was dead.  The priest, who is also the judge and senior watchman of this town, Father Aaron, said that it was an old heart that had finally given out.  But some of the town folks whispered that this wasn't the act of God that did the old man in.  It was really his wife.

"Nothing is wrong Bianca, just a little tired that's all.  I had a problem with one of the cows this morning that gave birth.  Everything is fine, but gave us quite a scare for a few hours there.  What are you doing out this late on a dreadful night such as this?  You'll catch the Devils cold in this type of weather."  replied George.  Bianca let out a burst of mischievous laughter that caused Georges head to swim and almost made him black out and hit the ground.  She blew out a stream of pink smoke from her pipe that slammed his body into a sea of darkness.  His blood was singing with a type of ecstasy that he had never known.  He fell to one knee and fought to not lose consciousness.  He struggled to look up and when he did he seen what he thought that he had seen at the first moment that Bianca had come over to him from this sacred tree of oak and friendship.  Those ruby red stars of her eyes.

Bianca moved in and hissed at George.  "What's wrong darling?  Well you certainly can't be on watch by laying on the ground now, can you?  Maybe you should come to my house for some tea and to warm up what do you think?  Sounds good?  George....are you......there?"  Her voice came from galaxies away.  Every time she exhaled a stream of smoke it was a soft pink color in the lantern light and George went deeper into the abyss of darkness.  He Struggled to not look at those ruby red eyes, they too, pushed him into a deep sleep.

He came to in a warm chair covered in a blanket next to the fireplace.  Bianca sat across from him naked and smiling at him drinking some tea.  There was some food that had been eaten on the table between them.  George turned bleach white when he realized that it was once a person that had now been consumed, probably a child or teenager.  "Dear God has mercy" he croaked in a cracked horrified voice.  Bianca's laughter shook him out of it.  "Oh stop crying you ate most of him," she informed him.  George couldn't take it.  "No!  No!  What have you done to me?  What did we do?  How long have I been here?  I'll have you arrested this instant!" shouted George.  

He jumped to his feet, the blanket fell off of him and revealed his naked body. Bianca burst out loud with laughter.  "You can't and won't do anything to me.  Let me break it down for you George.  No.  You need to sit down right now.  Now god damn it!"  she snarled at him as the whole house shook violently.  George's nerves couldn't take too much more of this.  He sat down unwillingly but also without the strength to continue standing.  Bianca lit up her pipe, got up and walked over to the table and ripped off a piece of meat from the pile.  It was a finger and she began eating it.  Her eyes became those eerie galaxies of stars again.

"This is how it's going to go, George.  First, take a drink of that wine, for it is the blood of Christ."  "Don't you blasphemy, you devil woman!"  "Oh shut up!  You're boring me, George.  Drink up.  There you go.  Good job did it hurt?  Oh, course not.  Don't be pathetic George, it's embarrassing.  So tonight the official story that goes in your log is that the night was uneventful.  You didn't see me, and I didn't see you." said Bianca as she moved in closer and sat right next to the unfortunate night watchman and put her arm around him.

"Get away from me." murmured a terrified Mr. Heimann.  Bianca laughed.  "Shhh, don't be like that.  Now I'm going to tell you what really happened tonight.  We came back here.  I had a couple of drinks.  We had sex, and at the same time, you committed adultery, which is something that this community of puritans will never forgive you for.  Oh what, you going to tell them that I bewitched you?  And you think that they will forgive you for that and not burn you at the stake alive for fornicating with an agent of Satan?  Because trust me, darling, they will.  Aaron will be the first one to bring the torch.  We both know it.  And so do you.  So, we had sex ate one of the natives.  Drank some more, and had sex. Thats what happened.  And then you threaten me.  Witchcraft?  Are you serious?  Do you think that will work?  You cheated on your wife and to get out of it you scream witchcraft.  Yeah, because that will work, right?  You're an idiot.  Heres what's going to happen George.  You are going to sign over your land to me in secret so no one knows but us, otherwise, I'll make sure that everyone knows how you, not me, forced yourself on me.  And as a second thought, I might just kill your whole God damn family if you try to pull anything that is detrimental to my livelihood.  Look at me George." said Bianca in a stern voice that demanded compliance.

George didn't want to.  He couldn't help it.  He had to look and what he saw shattered his mind for the rest of his life.  Those ruby red stars glowed extra bright and went on for eons.  Her face was contorted and spider-like.  Her ears were pointy and teeth like millions of fangs that moved on their own.  She had eight legs like a spider and used them to climb up backward upon the wall and ceiling never once moving her head which kept focused those eyes on her victim.  George was trembling uncontrollably.  He wanted to die and make it all stop.  He wanted so desperately for it all to be just a bad dream and to wake up next to his wife Sarah.  But none of this was a reality for him to have.  God wasn't going to allow it, no matter how faithful he was.  Perhaps karma and reincarnation are real and this is some sort of punishment that he has to pay off from a previous life.  He didn't know.  

"Stop it!  Stop it I command you to stop this at once!" pleaded the broken man.  But laughter was all he got in return.  It made his despair deepen farther beyond hopelessness.  He buried his head in his hands and pulled his knees up as far as they would go.  The blanket was used as some sort of shield that added to the belief that the bad things that go bump in the night couldn't penetrate.  Bianca roared with hideous laughter as she ripped off the blanket and threw his clothes at him.  "Now get out!  And make sure that you bring me the papers today at noon or so help me you will lose your family and everything that you own.  Now get out!"  George complied and was out of there before the Devil's minion could change her mind.

The next morning George overslept.  No, actually he tossed and turned.  His body and mind wouldn't let him have peace.  He had cheated on his beloved wife of fourteen years with a vile creature that had escaped from the deepest parts of Hell.  But even though he did not sleep the morning away, he didn't get out of bed until well after 3 O'Clock that afternoon.  The morning chores that were his responsibility remained unfinished.  His family moved around the kitchen with the routine of daily farm life.

"Father are you sick?  Do you need me or Ezihal to get you anything?" asked his oldest son Isaac.  This was a stab to his heart with throbbing guilt and sickness.  He almost broke down with grief right then and there.  How could his children love him so much after what he had done a few hours earlier?  His wife Sarah put a plate of eggs, bacon, sausage, and toast with a tall glass of fresh cow milk in front of him.  His family loved him and had no clue as to the great sins that he had committed.  God, how could he live with himself?  He was the night watchman and the hero who brought peace to God's great country with the natives of this land.  And yet, he allowed one of Satan's worst creatures continue to live in this magnificent Christian town.  And he could turn to no one to help him out.  He was truly damned for all eternity.  He had no right to belong to his own family.  They deserved better.  God how he wanted to kill that demonic force.  

"Father?" continued Isaac.  George had forgotten that his eldest was standing next to him.  He looked up at his son with tired guilt-stricken puppy dog eyes.  Yes, his sons and wife deserved better, and he knew this deep down.  He didn't deserve the privilege to look at him.  By doing so created even more dishonor to his family.  His family was damned as well.  No one would accept them and they would be outcast into the wilderness where the enemies of them and their native friends would do horrible things to them.  

"No son, I don't need anything just more rest.  Thank you for your kindness and concern you really are a good soul.  God is truly honored to be able to claim you as one of his flock.  Finish your chores and help your brother with his.  You two need to go outside the walls to get firewood so take the muskets, and don't be afraid to shoot true if danger comes around.  God will forgive you both." he told him.  He meant it and felt even guiltier for speaking to him.  

Soon he was alone with his wife and couldn't bring himself to look at her.  He just wanted to cry.  He was too exhausted to even begin to comprehend as to what he had done and was experiencing.  Sarah came up behind and wrapped her arms around his neck and hugged him passionately.  George felt really sick now.  Sarah didn't deserve what he had done to her.  She deserved to know.  His actions had destroyed his whole family and their namesake.  They would be burned at the stake every last one of them.  "Get some sleep George you look like you had a run-in with the Devil last night." his wife said as she kissed him on the cheek.  

This last comment hit too close to home for him.  He broke out into a thick cold sweat.  Had Bianca been here?  Had she told?  Did Sarah have a run in with her and knew what she really was and couldn't speak of it like him?  Oh God have mercy on us all.  She wanted his land, but for what purpose?  What made his land, twenty-five acres of farmland and wilderness, so special?  He just could not understand any of this.  

"I'm going to bed, my love.  Just let me sleep until my shift tonight.  Sarah, I just want you to know that I love you with all of the heart that God gave me.  If there is anything that I can do for you and our children, believe me, I would do it." he told her with a tired and weak voice.  "I know" she replied back kissing him on the cheek, and then told him to go to bed and helped in-courage him by giving him a little push.

He fell into the direction less abyss of unconsciousness of deep sleep.  The kind where after a long exhausting day of work and you finally hit the bed you are completely out at that exact moment.  You don't have a care in the world.  This is what George had experienced before the frantic banging on his front door and lots of shouts screaming "Night Watchman George Heimann open up right now!"  Georges' heart skipped a few beats.  Did they know?  How could they?  Did Bianca tell in hopes that she would get the reward of his property?  But then again she would have to tell on herself too.  Unless she cried rape.  George grabbed the tomahawk that the Nezumi tribe gave him as a gift when they negotiated peacekeeping terms.  

"Who is it?" demanded George.  He climbed out of bed and walked up to the front door.  "It's Father Aaron.  Now open up George there's a serious problem."  George immediately complied.

Not only was Aaron the town of St. Michaels priest, but also like was stated before the Judge and top night watchman.  In other words George's boss.  In came the Father and another night watchman Jeremiah.  "Wheres Steven at?" George inquired.  The other two gentlemen's faces grew grave.  Father Aaron stepped forward.  "We should sit down George may we?"  George obliged.  He didn't know what was going on or how he was going to get out of it if it was about him.  They sat down at the kitchen table that was by the fireplace.  They were silent for a moment listening to the sound of the fireplace soft hisses and pops.  

"George..we have Sarah in the courthouses cellar."  Started the priest.  George was taken aback by this statement.  "But, Aaron thats for holding criminals, not people like Sarah.  What's going on here?"  Jeremiah lit up his pipe and the others followed suit.  

"It's like this George...Sarah was found coming out of Steven's home and kissing him goodbye on the doorstep as he was buttoning his shirt up again.  George, she has denied this, but Steven has confessed to having premarital with your wife.  It's not good for you, your family, or this town.  You have to be the executioner to save face with the town folks and God, adultery cannot be tolerated in this age." said the priest.

George knew the truth.  It was Steven.  It was not Sarah that was standing on his doorstep after sex.  It was Bianca the witch.  George couldn't exonerate his wife with this information.  They would crucify him as well for knowing about a witch in the town and doing nothing about it and for committing adultery with an agent of Satan.  George was screwed.  Then a peculiar thought enters into his mind.  It was one word.  That word was murder.  He could kill Bianca before she had a chance of telling the town of what he had done.  Yes, he could claim that she confessed it all to him and was trying to blackmail him for his property.  Kill her before she had a chance to ruin his families lives any more.

But the problem was this; where was the proof after he killed her?  Would the town folks buy his story?  Or would they believe that he had just chosen the Alchemist's widow as a scapegoat?  George was at checkmate and he knew it.  

He had asked Aaron and Jeremiah to take him to see them.  It was close to midnight by the time that they got to the church which acted as the courthouse and dungeon for all evil doers when it needed to function as such.  He had to concentrate extra hard to keep his lantern still from his shaky hand.  He wanted to throw up.  He felt that he had killed numerous people and the fact of the matter was that he had.  Three of them.  Himself, but who cares about him.  His wife Sarah who is a saint by all standards.  Finally his best friend Steven, who has always had his back no matter what. Now..dead.  Every last one of them because he fell under Bianca's black magic spells.  She would die by his hand, he just needed to find a legal way to do it.  

The old church doors creaked opened as if to accuse him of all the things that he had done against God's holy kingdom.  His stomach turned a slow sickening somersault, but he did not lose his breakfast that he somewhat consumed earlier that day.  The same meal that his faithful wife had cooked him.  

"Let us through," demanded Aaron to the guard who quickly did as he was told.  Aaron didn't much care for guards they were fat, out of shape, and arrogant to all hell.  Many of times he had to curse at them for doing something incredibly stupid.  They moved to a cell in the back, down the far right side of the corridor, where they met George's faithful friend.  Steven just made a quick surprised glance at his former best friend and began to cry his apologies.  Steven confessed everything.  George barely heard a word until Steven made the following statement.  

"She's a witch George, a witch I tell you.  She came over after I got off of my shift and told me that you sent her over there to borrow some sugar.  That's not too uncommon for Sarah to do, she has done it before.  But this time when I turned around from the counter to give her it, she had ruby eyes, like countless stars in the sky even the white parts were these stars.  My head began to swim and my blood starting singing.  I became dizzy and started to black out.  The next thing I knew where we were kissing outside of the door and my shirt was unbuttoned.  After she left I remember everything.  We had sex most of the afternoon.  I'm sorry George."  was the remorseful response of his last friend on earth, who was now no more.  George knew without a doubt that he was innocent and could do nothing about it.

"Tomorrow you will be tried and executed for adultery and fornicating with an agent of Satan,"  George said as he walked away from the pitiful man.  The dungeon echoed with desperate pleas of a doomed man who will be wrongfully convicted the following day.  Again, George wanted to puke.

They slowly made their way to the other end of the jail cells, where they came upon George's wife.  She was crying softly in a pile of hay that acted now as her last and final bed on this earth.  When George stepped up and called to her she jumped up with excitement and rushed to the bars.  

"Oh, George!  I'm so glad to see you!  You wouldn't believe the lies and horrible things that they are accusing me of.  Please, you got to help me.  They are saying that they will execute me tomorrow.  George you can't let them do that.  George, please tell them that I'm innocent.  I would never dishonor you as they say I have George you know that."  She went on and on like a desperate kitten locked in a cage and whacked out on catnip just bouncing off of the bars.  George couldn't take it anymore.  His mind was racing and he had to tell the love of his life that she was a liar and in the Devil's personal circle of friends.  Then, a look of betrayal that came upon her face did it for him.  He turned around and ran upstairs and outside throwing up as he went.  He couldn't handle it anymore.  He was being tormented by his own guilt and no one could help him.

"There there George.  Take the night off and just be here tomorrow at noon.  If the town folks see that you are willing to take out your own family members for being sinners you will have their support and sympathy for it and.... What's that?"  "I said where are my children at Aaron?  Isaac?  Ezihal?  Where are they?"  Shouted George.  Aaron looked at Jeremiah with full realization and shock.  George was right.  It was now after midnight and his kids should have been home hours ago.  

George told them that they were to go outside of the walls to take care of their chores and yet they weren't in the house when the priest and night watchman strolled on in.  They ran into the tavern and shouted the boys' names. Then, when that didn't work they called on volunteers to help
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