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Detective Alex Hunt moved through it all with the heavy, deliberate stride of a man who’d long ago stopped expecting the night to give anything back.

The alley was narrow—too narrow. Brick walls leaned inward like conspirators, choking out what little light tried to slip between them. Garbage overflowed from dented bins, slick with rot. The smell hit him halfway in: spoiled meat, stagnant water...and beneath it, unmistakable.

Blood.

Alex paused, one hand resting beneath his coat, fingers brushing the worn grip of his .44 Magnum. His jaw tightened. Dispatch had called it in as a disturbance—possible assault. He already knew better.

Then he heard it.

A faint sound. Wet. Broken.

A whimper.

It came from deeper in the alley, somewhere past a rusted dumpster tagged with layers of peeling graffiti. Alex drew his gun, the metal cold and familiar in his hand. He slowed his breathing, every step measured, boots barely splashing as he advanced. “Police,” he muttered under his breath, more habit than warning.

The whimper came again—quieter now. Weak.

Alex edged around the dumpster.

And stopped.

For a moment, his brain refused to make sense of what he was seeing. It tried to turn it into something ordinary—a mugging gone wrong, an animal attack, anything that fit into the neat little boxes his training provided.

But there was nothing ordinary here.

The young woman lay twisted on the pavement, her limbs bent at angles that suggested a struggle she had lost badly. Her throat was gone—torn open in a ragged, brutal ruin. Blood had soaked into her clothes, pooled beneath her, and run in thin streams along the cracks in the concrete.

Her abdomen...

God, Alex thought. She had been opened. Not cut—ripped. Flesh peeled back, organs exposed, glistening under the sickly glow of a flickering overhead light.

And something was eating her.

Alex’s grip tightened on the gun.

The thing crouched over the body like a starving animal, shoulders hunched, spine twitching beneath taut, purple skin that shone wetly in the dim light. Its limbs were too long, its joints bending with an unnatural looseness. Each movement was jerky, eager, wrong. It dug into her with clawed hands, lifting strands of flesh to its mouth. The sound it made—wet chewing, punctuated by low, satisfied growls—echoed obscenely in the tight space.

Alex swallowed hard, bile rising in his throat.

Then the creature stopped. Slowly—too slowly—it lifted its head. Strings of blood and tissue stretched between its jaws and the corpse before snapping loose, slapping wetly back onto the woman’s remains. The creature turned, its movements deliberate now.

Aware.

Its face came into full view. No lips. Just a wide, torn mouth lined with jagged, needle-like teeth. Its skin was stretched thin over sharp cheekbones, pulsing faintly as if something beneath it was alive and shifting. And its eyes—

Alex felt his heart stutter.

Milky white, like cataracts...but at their centre, a single crimson pupil in each eye pulsed softly, rhythmically. Like a heartbeat. Like it was watching him in a way no human ever could.

He felt it then—that cold, invasive pressure. Not fear exactly. Something deeper. As if those eyes were peeling him apart layer by layer, exposing everything he was. Every regret. Every sin. “Jesus...” Alex whispered.

The creature rose. It unfolded to its full height—easily seven feet, maybe more—its elongated limbs stretching with quiet pops. Its head tilted slightly, studying him, the crimson pupils narrowing. Then it smiled. A low hiss slipped from its throat, vibrating through the alley like a warning.

Alex didn’t wait. He fired.

The Magnum roared, the muzzle flash lighting the alley in a brief, violent burst. The shot struck the creature square in the shoulder—and passed through it.

No resistance. No spray of blood. Just a hole that closed almost as quickly as it formed, the flesh knitting together with a sickening, fluid motion. The creature didn’t even flinch.

“Oh, you’ve gotta be kidding me—”

It moved.

One second it stood across the alley. The next, it was on him.

The impact hit like a truck. Alex’s back slammed into the pavement, air exploding from his lungs. His gun skittered from his grip, clattering uselessly somewhere in the dark.

Claws raked across his chest, tearing through fabric, biting into flesh. Pain flared hot and immediate.

Alex grunted, struggling beneath the creature’s weight. Up close, the smell was unbearable—rot, blood, something ancient and foul that seemed to seep into his lungs.

The thing leaned in close, its breath hot against his face. Its eyes burned into him. Mine, something whispered—not aloud, but inside his skull.

With a snarl, Alex drove his knee upward with everything he had.

The blow connected.

The creature shrieked—high, piercing, furious. Its grip loosened just enough.

Alex twisted, shoving hard, rolling free. He scrambled to his feet, slipping on blood, grabbing blindly until his hand found the Magnum again. He fired. Once. Twice. Three times. Each shot hit.

Each one did nothing.

The creature straightened slowly, its grin widening, jagged teeth slick with red. Then it laughed. The sound was wrong—grating, metallic, like rusted blades grinding together. “You cannot defeat me, mortal,” it said. The voice didn’t come from its mouth. It came from everywhere. From the walls, the ground—inside his head. “I am eternal. I am hunger without end.” It stepped closer. “I have worn a thousand nights and devoured a thousand souls.”

Alex’s hands trembled—but he didn’t lower the gun. “Yeah?” he rasped. “You talk too much.”

The creature lunged.

Alex dropped the empty gun and moved. His hand went to his boot, fingers closing around the handle of the concealed blade. As the creature came at him, jaws opening wide enough to swallow his face, Alex surged forward instead of back. “Then choke on this.” He drove the knife upward into its chest. This time—

There was resistance.

The blade sank deep with a wet, grinding sound. The creature froze, its body going rigid. Its eyes flared, the crimson pupils expanding wildly.

“No—” it hissed, the voice cracking. “You... cannot—”

Alex didn’t stop. He grabbed the handle with both hands and twisted hard.

The creature screamed. Not a hiss. Not a whisper. A scream. High, sharp, filled with something that sounded dangerously close to fear. Its body convulsed, limbs jerking violently. The pulsing crimson in its eyes flickered, stuttering like a dying light. “Foolish—human—” it choked. “I am the Crimson Eye... I am—”

Alex twisted again. Harder.

The scream cut off.

The creature collapsed, its weight hitting the ground with a heavy, final thud. The purple sheen of its skin dulled rapidly, turning grey, then ashen. The red glow in its eyes faded...faded...gone.

Silence rushed in.

Alex staggered back, chest heaving, every muscle screaming in protest. Blood soaked through his shirt, mixing with rain and sweat. His hands shook as he wiped them on his coat, smearing dark streaks across the fabric.

For a long moment, he just stood there, staring at the corpse.

Then the distant wail of sirens began to rise. Growing louder. Closing in.

Alex bent, picking up his gun with stiff fingers. He checked it out of habit, though he already knew it was empty. Holstering it, he reached into his pocket, pulled out a crumpled pack of cigarettes, and lit one with unsteady hands.

The first drag burned going down.

He welcomed it.

His eyes drifted back to the thing on the ground.

The Crimson Eye. The name echoed in his mind like a warning. One of many, it had said. Alex exhaled a slow stream of smoke into the cold night air. “Yeah,” he muttered to himself, voice rough. “Figured it wouldn’t be that easy.”

The sirens were almost upon him now.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t look away.

Because deep down, beneath the adrenaline and the pain, he already knew the truth settling into his bones— This was nt longer just a case. It was a war. And tonight?

Tonight had only been the opening shot.
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The city smelled different in daylight. Not better—just... exposed. The rain had washed the grime from the streets, but the stench of what had happened in the alley lingered, stubborn and clinging, like a scar that refused to fade.

Detective Alex Hunt stood in the alley.  His trench coat hung damp and heavy on his shoulders. The memory of the creature, of its eyes, still burned behind his eyelids, making the sunlight feel almost hostile.

Yellow tape now flapped in the morning breeze, cordoning off the scene. Two uniformed officers—young, pale, and jittery—stood by, holding notebooks like shields.

“Morning, Hunt,” one said, voice trembling. “You’re early.”

Alex grunted. He didn’t bother responding. His gaze was already on the alley, on the puddle-strewn pavement where the horror had unfolded.

Forensic techs in blue gloves and white suits were already at work, snapping photos, bagging samples, and muttering in low tones. The body had been removed, replaced by a dark, glistening smear on the concrete—the outline of something too terrible to fully erase.

Lieutenant Marissa Kane approached, coffee in hand, frowning. “Hunt. You saw this last night?”

“I saw it,” Alex said, voice low, rough. “Up close. Not just...whatever you’re thinking.”

Her brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

He glanced at her, eyes dark and serious. “That woman didn’t die from a mugging or some street fight. Something...something else killed her. And it’s still out there.”

Kane’s fingers tightened around
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