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Chapter One
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“Did you see the lights go out, just a short time ago,” I asked? “They do it often. I’ve been here so long it doesn’t bother me anymore,” her words seemed truthful. With how I perceive things I’d find out before long. I had no idea how right I would be in the coming weeks.

Things went on quite normally that day. I was just, well you’ll think I’m seeing things, but when I took a quick glance at the glass door of the big dryer, and it wasn’t me looking back at myself. Before I could make it out fully, this sharp pain struck my eyes. It hurt like I looked directly into the sun. When my vision returned to me, all I saw happened to be me. Strange?

The feeling kicked up once again right prior to my night’s sleep. Dreams plagued by a great buzzing noise, haunted me. Speaking to others was impossible. The sound over road everything. At times it appeared to be coming from them.

The longer the dream went on, the more I was shackled with the feeling of dread. The room became elongated, the people turned to stone. From inside the closest one to me, burst out a hand. Dirty nails, bloody, chipped, many colored.

The hand tarnished from years dedicated to hard labor. Moving it was welcome by another. I wanted to run. Run legs! Damn it move! The stone cracked right down the middle. Exposing white bubbling foam, it gushed, steaming the whole way. Flooding everywhere, it seared the bottoms of my shoes, smoke bellowed up from them. 

My eyes watered, my throat clogged. The buzzing sound stopped. By God I was more afraid with the noise gone. Busting through it all came at me. Screaming, dripping sweat. I found myself in my bed. The covers though, they were off me. Quivering my attention turned to my right. Someone was in the bed.

I live alone! Who is in the bed? My hand shook, my breath trembled. I all but cried. Snatching the blanket at the top, I pulled. Better to rip the bandage off quickly. No one was there, I mean no one. The blankets deflated to the mattress. I was overcome by relief. A dulled sense of it. This was still the dreamlands. A clawed hand pushed through my chest, from under the bed.

(The voice of the Nightener)

“The voice which fills the room now, the one coming to your ears, is that of the Nightener. Your sleep is where I reside. How long can you stay awake?
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Chapter Two
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Two government agents stand over the dead body of a gray haired twenty-two-year-old male. A young female coroner looked over the deceased, while other agents walked from the small apartment. Closing a word Doc on his phone, one of the two agents, an aged looking forty something guy, inquired, “What can you tell us Cor?” Listening as his partner asked, the other old timer waited.

“He’s exhibiting characteristics of extreme fear,” Cor informed. Puzzled, he asked more, “You mean he was scared to death?” Just then, a blonde haired physically fit, Five-foot eight-inch woman walked into the one room apartment. She had on a black done up blazer, baggy pants of the same color accompanied them. Her hair was in that of the cyber punk style. One side shaved, the other left long to the shoulder. To advance her eccentric persona, both her K9 teeth were silver, having one very expensive diamond in the center of each.

Noticing her, the agents nodded to her and kept paying attention to Cor explain the cause of death, “I’ll have to run more tests at the lab, but essentially yes. He was scared to Death.”

––––––––
[image: ]


THE SOFT EXHALE OF a silencer firing accosted their sensibilities. Blood splatter sprayed everywhere. The quiet agent could see right through to the side of his partner’s head. From it he saw the blonde pointing her RCO maxim right at him. The round traveled directly through the chasm; the blast made.

Letting out three more, to make sure the second man was dead. She aimed her weapon at the coroner. The thumping of the bodies hitting the floor deafened all conversation. Raising both of her blue gloved hands, the coroner announced, “It’s about time you got here!” Lowering them she relayed, “I mean what the fuck! After how long you took, I started to have to...” “Traffic was a bitch, and I left my gun at the laundromat again. This nice guy helped me find it,” looking at the dead man scared to his end, she continued, “Hey, that was him.” Pulling her gloves off one-by-one Cor spoke, “He could have been, his file said he worked at one down the block.”

Snapping her fingers to remember, the Silver Fang commented, “Blinko’s right?” Placing the two dirty gloves in her back pocket she remarked, “It used to be that Chinese food place.” Confirming her recollection, the gun wielding woman said, with a tone of enjoyment mixed by satisfaction, “Oh yeah it was, when the dryer runs it smells like them crab Rangoon’s.” Standing the once Coroner brushed off her hands on her pants, cluing herself in, “That’s why you go there to do your clothes. When we have two machines.” Holstering her weapon, her friend divulged, “Besides that your boyfriends a dick.” 

“Come on,” Cor laughed. Resentful of his actions, the blonde voiced her problem, “I told him not to stomp, or make any loud noises. What does he do? Turns on the football game and starts yelling at the screen! He’s a dick, there I said it!” Standing, her companion rebuttaled, “Artimis, he took us out to eat to a pretty costly restaurant to make up for it.” Turning to the door, while her friend stepped over the agent’s bodies, Artimis made crystal clear, “I didn’t want to get dressed, and go out. I wanted to stay home and eat mother’s soufflé recipe Corenthea.”

Having made it past the two corpses, Corenthea told her, “You know sister, your impossible.” Heading out the door one after another, Artimis conveyed, “No. I’m conventional. I cook my own food; I mean we don’t hunt it much anymore.” Hinting at one aspect of who they truly were Cor commented, “It’s leftovers, from when we were gods.” Joking in her own way Artimis stated, “Is that why I get territorial at the supermarket? I was fighting with that biker over the last rib eye.”

Chuckling prior to her speaking, her sibling questioned, “You took him home after?” Scoffing the hunter goddess’s reincarnation stated, “It was my food, I wasn’t going to share it for some meaningless sex.” Stopping in the hallway outside the room the murderous blonde remembered, “Almost forgot.” 

“That’s right,” Cor said, coming to terms with something. Retrieving a white soap bar sized object from her blazer’s front left-hand pocket, Artimis snapped it in half. Tossing the block in the room, she watched it burst into a ravenously hungry flame.

It traveled through the room in seconds. “Time to get rid of the evidence,” Cor eluded. Disrobing their shirts, pants, and footwear, her sis commented, “You better have something on this time.”

Pitching the clothes in the lit room, the two ladies showed they were both wearing bikinis. Corenthea’s was black, and Artimis’ red. “That should do it,” Cor remarked. Agreeing her sister walked off with her, pulling the fire alarm as she did. Going to a door which read pool, they left the crime scene.
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Chapter Three
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Tied to a chair, beaten half to death, was a lifelong street soldier. Gold chains, face tat’s, blue durag, favorite team jersey, the whole nine yards. He was seated in an old empty garage. 

A small light shined upon him from above. Dressed in a fresh tailored black suit, a six-foot African American man walked into the light.

“Let’s get things started,” he sounded well educated. Oxford from the way he carried himself. Tapping the button on the clicker in his hand, he tossed it to the floor. To the echo of the raising door, more light showed it was morning. Placing rimless sunglasses on he waited. 

What was revealed to the man in the metal chair scared the hell out of him. The Oxford graduate knew what was coming, he set it up. Now revealed ten hard line skin heads waited to walk in. Coming in they heard a welcomed tone. “I have what you were looking for.” Following a single white male in, his men proudly accommodated. His strong southern accent came through utterly, “What do we have here?” “What we agreed on,” he told him. Waving up a young sixteen-year-old, the group’s leader informed his proprietor, “This is my boy. We’re bringing him in today, and there’s only one way for us to do that.” 

Smiling back at the elated boy, the Oxford alumnus said, “The payment came in about an hour ago.” The three of them looked at the man who only glared at the brother. His face said it all, “How could you do this to your own kind?” Shaking his head, the man the anger was directed at leaned down to the ear of the one seated. 

The cruelty with which he would speak would boil the blood, “for all their talk of equality, holidays, and parades. The truth is no one likes niggers, not even other niggers.” Furious with his statement the hurt man attempted to attack him in any way he could. Pulling away, his betrayer walked off, out of the garage.

(The voice of the Nightener)

“I have hunted you waking dreamers for the eternity of my existence. Yet nothing sates my hunger such as that of criminals. The worse they are the more I am filled. Like that of the laundry boy pedophile. More will come, real criminals sleep so soundly.”

Laying poolside behind a burning four-star hotel on beach towels, they got from the onsite dispenser. Corenthea, and Artimis sunbathed, while the emergency vehicles fought the green flames. Her eyes closed, Cor remarked, “You know humans think Greek Fire was lost when the library of Alexander was burned?”

“It was,” her bathing buddy conveyed. Continuing she said, “Until six years ago, when that youtuber recreated it on a livestream.” Staying in on the back, and forth Cor relayed, “Yeah now he works for us.” Half joking, the Silver Fanged of the pair said, “I just wish he’d stop hitting on grandmother.” Ignoring a
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