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    Mark, Sophie & Louix, I love you dearly and thank you.
Susan, you old trout, I miss you.
And to all the nasties in the world, including the people, who have been the inspiration for my darkness. 
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Chapter 1. Fear.
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The sound of light shoes padding on a tiled floor echoed and my pulse became visible through my skin. He was coming and I knew all the pleading in the world wouldn’t stop the pain, it was too late for that.

My fingers found the hard metal that was beneath me and I gripped it tightly wishing it was over. 

Hearing the door squeak open I turned my head quickly and watched as he walked closer. Why was he so calm? I found out soon enough. 

His touch was light and his voice was mellow. 

I knew immediately that he enjoyed what he did and with a wonky smile he told me, ‘It’s going to hurt.’ 

I gripped the metal tighter while acid arose in my throat.

He looked down at my body and I felt his fingers on my naked legs. I didn’t recognise the sound that came from my mouth as it opened wide to release the agony. I couldn’t describe the sense of dread when I saw the blood. 

I screamed and I screamed and I screamed for the pain to end. 

Finally it did.

My children were born at 3.47 and 3.51pm, in time for tea. 
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Chapter 2. The Waiting Room.
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A dimly lit waiting room was quiet, except for a crackling fire in a murky Victorian grate. It was still, except for the darting red flames that breathed up the nostril of the coaldust scarred brick chimney. With its dark corners, grotesquely carved mahogany furniture and flitting shadows, the room emitted misery. 

The musty space was filled with worn wooden shelves, upon which were jars. Except for the odd tip of a pale nose brushing the glass and the odd point of a sharp fingernail scratching the glass, the body parts, within those jars, were obscured by yellow cloudy liquid.

At the end of the shelf of smaller parts such as tongues and ears, immediately after an empty jar, was a pot half full of gold coins. The tiny glimmer illuminating from them was the only bright amid the gloom.    

Silently a door opened and a bright rectangular light crept onto the old dull parquet floor. It was followed by the shadow of a man, of an unfortunate size, who was shown into the room. 

‘If you would like to find a seat Mr. Griffin you will be seen shortly,’ a small man with dark eyes and pure white skin told him.

As he nodded his reply Mr. Griffin’s overweight body rocked unsteadily, which is why he found himself walking with a cane. His legs were swollen causing his ankles to disappear and he had considerable pain in his feet, therefore he hobbled and clicked over the wood. 

His previous doctor had warned him many times over the years not to eat meat in such large quantities anymore. Doctor Holmes even attempted to instil fear by telling him he would eat himself to death if he didn’t heed his advice. However, the obese man was not at all anxious about his proposed fate and when the door was closed behind him his thoughts immediately turned to food.

The old-style brass gaslights burned dully and his shadow trembled on the wall as he moved slowly between the lustreless flames to find a place to sit. 

The room seemed longer than it did from the doorway. It was almost tunnel-like and felt as though the floor was sloping slightly downwards. On the stone walls that surrounded him hung ancient tapestries, grimly depicting the seven deadly sins. The air was a little musty as he passed them like the smell of forgotten wet blankets. Though through it he could smell something familiar and he followed the meaty aroma, without noticing the jars on the shelves as he passed by them.

He did not notice the eyes that watched him through a yellow haze. Nor did he hear the whispers that bubbled in the cold liquid. He was only aware of a low rumbling sound in his belly and it spoke hypnotically to him. He followed the call of hunger and the smell of cuisine to the end of the room. There, a table laden with copious amounts of food caused him overwhelming temptation. 

He hobbled over the echoing wood and, moving alongside the table, he brushed the black raw linen table cloth with his ballooned sweaty fingers. He gulped involuntary at the sight of numerous fancies, cakes and trifles that were dotted among great white plates laden with piles of roasted meats. 

The venison, quail and chicken were giving off an aroma so strong and tempting that he was forced to gulp the spittle that pooled in his mouth.  

His feet jerked with pain at the mere sight of the meat, at the mere thought of eating it. However, he ignored his senses while he gazed at the cooked flesh. It was spread along the centre of the table, reminiscent of a voluptuous woman laying seductively on a welcoming bed. He glanced back toward the door, surely no one would notice if just one slice of chicken went missing. 

In the quiet of the gloomy chamber, and certain that he was still alone, he reached his greasy hands toward pale breasts when the door opened.

'Mr. Griffin,' the man with dark eyes said tonelessly. 'Your test results will be a while longer.’

'Oh I see,’ the large man replied whipping his hand to his side.

'I'm instructed to suggest a plate of food for yourself, as it is lunch time. After which we should know the outcome.'

Oh it's alright. I can wait,’ Mr. Griffin lied.

'Nonsense, the food is there. It should not be wasted.’

'Well, if you're sure,' Mr. Griffin said smiling.

'Of course,’ the pale man replied and turning to leave he spun back. ‘Erm.. Perhaps you should avoid the meat.’

The door closed and the man with dark eyes was gone. 

Mr. Griffin turned back to the table and trembling with anticipation looked for a plate. Unfortunately, or fortunately in his case, the only empty one on the table was a huge turkey plate and so he shrugged and took it.

He walked along picking slices of this, disregarding any advice, and dollops of that until his plate was full and he looked for somewhere to sit. There was a single chair at the end of the table which he pulled out and sat down on. Resting the plate in the perfect sized space on the tablecloth he licked his lips. 

Picking up several pieces of chicken he began to eat ignoring the pain that was beginning in his feet.

He took a breath and happened to glance at the body parts on the shelves that surrounded him and for a split second he wondered if it was a good idea to have pieces of human beings in a doctor’s waiting room. Picking his teeth with his tongue he looked back at the meat, not once wondering why the food or the body parts were there.

The grease around his mouth smeared onto the back of his hand with one swipe and his teeth gnashed and gnawed through the growing pain, brought on by eating the meat. 

He sat back momentarily in the chair and belched, the sound echoing through the long room. He gazed at the body parts and at the chicken and again at the body parts and again at the chicken. 

He shrugged. 

He smiled.

He ate.

A voice in his head cried out that he did not know what he was, in fact, eating. Another began to whisper ‘do you know for definite that its chicken?’ another voice whispered 'stop! You'll kill yourself' yet another was voicing its opinion on the matter of waste if he did not eat it. 

His eating became frantic with the increasing speed of the argument and all of a sudden he snapped.

'Shut up!' he bellowed.

Food and saliva spat from his mouth and sprinkled the table. The world seemed to suddenly stop at his fierce growl and in that moment of silence, while in great pain, he listened to the hypnotic tone of his belly once again.   

Sucking a tiny string of chewed meat from his back tooth he stared at the piles of food for mere seconds, while he calmed his breathing. Once quiet returned he proceeded to take great mouthfuls again. 

He did not stop even when he began to choke from eating so quickly. Fork after fork he shovelled meat into his mouth, through the increasing pain, until he felt the need to burp again. The sound was loud much like a fog horn and echoed again, rudely, around the room. 

He sat back to rest for a few minutes wincing at the agony that had by then crept up his body. However, he felt more satisfied than an hour before and upon patting his stomach in appreciation it felt sticky. Raising his fingers he saw they were wet. Unsure of what it was in the dimly lit room his instinct was to taste it. 

Recognising the flavour he looked down and his eyes widened in horror upon finding that the meat from his feet and his legs and several pounds of fat that once enveloped his stomach were gone. He cried out as his eyes stared and his heart raced and he was quiet apart from the throaty breathing that came from his open mouth.

For a few moments he glared at his fingers and the blood on them. His gluttonous eyes moved slowly toward the table and he looked over the plates of food. Salivating, he gulped. 

He gawped at the jars lined, bubbling in a frenzy, on the shelves... He looked at his fingers... His belly... The food. 

With fearful wide eyes he glanced at the tapestries on the walls and the sins they depicted. On the depiction of gluttony, that he was facing, the words, previously hidden by the piles of meat, stood out. ‘To eat yourself to death’.  

Looking back to the food on the table he recalled his doctor having uttered the same words and suddenly he understood. 

He was terrified. His heart boomed beneath his ribs. His breathing was fast. His eyes moved around their sockets erratically, though merely for a moment. Sighing he read the words on the tapestry again and lowered his eyes in thought.

‘What am I to do?’ he mumbled as he stared at the stringy sinew and bloody bones that was left on the lower half of his body.

He could have called for aid, cried, thrown his plate... instead he shrugged.

'Well,’ he said. ‘Waste not want not'.

He laughed hysterically and ate while in agony. He ate and watched his hands disappear. His back disappeared... Shoulders... Neck... Arms until his head began to fall apart but still he was not deterred. With merely his face left he ate and ate in panic, worrying that he might not finish all the food before he completely disappears. After all, he could no longer be satisfied for he had no stomach to fill and so he slurped and slobbered as much as he could in a greedy rage. 

Just as his eyes fell from his head he spied the jar with the gold coins in. He could not wonder at it, however, because his brain was no more.

Minutes later the man with dark eyes and pure white skin walked into the room. Pulling out a pair of black latex gloves and eyebrow pluckers he walked to the table and picked up the only thing left of Mr. Griffin, his lips. They snapped at him like a ravenous dog while he placed them in the empty jar and labelled it ‘lips’. He placed the jar on the shelf where the tongues and ears and other small remnants of people were kept and he put a gold coin in the jar of gold coins. Turning toward a shadow, quiet among other shadows, he spoke with a sigh.

‘Well, we now know the test results and it seems I have lost the bet once again Lucifer.’

A deep laugh echoed from the dark just as there was a knock at the door.

The dark eyed man perked up and the sudden appearance of a clipboard in his hands made him smile. Perusing it he spoke. 

‘Ah. Mrs. Hall,’ he said. ‘Last of today’s gluttonous... Hmm. Weak woman. Two gold coins says she won’t get past her big toes.’
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Chapter 3. Gary Bridges.
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Gary Bridges hated people. He would much rather be alone in the world, but obviously he couldn’t kill eight billion beings. He would just have to wait for nature to do it. In the meantime he spent much of his young life researching the origins of the fountain of youth. Finding it meant that he would outlive everyone and eventually the world would be his alone. 

In his late twenties he worked out, through research, where the fountain could be found and bought a plane ticket. 

Arriving at his destination he hired Sherpa’s, under the pretence of searching for his lost friend. Once they were close to the fountain he left the men to set up camp while he wandered through the snow. 

Having found the place he was searching for he realised it wasn’t a fountain but rather a trickle running down the inside wall of one of the few hidden mountain caves. Nevertheless he greedily drank the water and immediately felt the immortality growing within him. 

On his journey home he found that his monetary luck changed when he received a message to say his father died and left him a substantial inheritance. With it he bought shares in a company that made him a great deal more money and soon he was one of the wealthiest men in the world.

He chose to live in the highest hotels he could find and before bed he always stood at the top of the one he was staying in and looked down upon the people scuttling around beneath him. Always wishing he was alone in the world and always knowing that one day he would be. 

Sure enough his wish was about to come true when he learned of an asteroid that was heading for earth. He smiled knowing that it would kill everyone... except for him. 

The days went by and eventually the asteroid came closer. People said their goodbyes and wept and mourned while Gary became giddy at the prospect of his new world. However, when the asteroid did arrive it did not hit the earth but merely grazed the air around it barely doing any damage at all. 

Gary was stood on the highest point of his favourite hotel when it happened. In his disappointment, at the entire human race not being wiped out, he began to jump up and down in a rage. He did not see the tip of the asteroid as it bore down on him until he felt the ice-cold stone scoop him up. Taking him silently. 

And so Mr. Bridges found himself a passenger on that asteroid floating in space and eternally gasping for air, because even the lack of oxygen could not kill him. 

Filled with fury he watched while the earth disappeared from sight.  

Well. At least he wouldn’t have to endure the company of people anymore.
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Chapter 4. Perfect Life.
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In the quiet of a lightly falling snow dull green eyes, puffed and coated with wires of blood, opened slowly and blinked several times against the ice-cold flakes. A moan erupted from pale aged lips and a cough tore into the peace, spattering red saliva lightly into the air.

The man’s bloody hand, wrinkled and dotted with freckles, moved slowly to wipe the snow from his face before it flopped wearily onto a lifeless arm that rested on his hip. The old man had woken in deep shock for this to disturb him entirely, instead, struggling, he sat up and looked around at the mangle of bodies and other things. 

He gazed ahead entranced by the white haze that tumbled lightly and peacefully in front of him. His eyebrows met while his eyes grew large and he whispered incoherently until the sound of a dog barking, in the distance, abruptly silenced him.  

‘Hello?’ he called.

For a moment he listened intently and when he didn’t hear the dog again he returned his gaze to the snow, believing that he imagined the sound.

With that moment of hope dashed he sighed.

Seeing no further than his feet, which were engulfed in the flakes, and though he was disorientated, he knew he must find shelter quickly. 

Looking about at the stiff bodies strewn around him he wondered how long he had been laying there among those people and items, which must have kept him warm. 

With aching arms and cold fingers he pushed the first body off his own. The man was young, thirty or so perhaps, and he was large, almost as straight as a board and would serve the old man’s purpose. The old man did not have time for sentiment as the snow deepened and he would not allow it to dissuade him in his attempt to stay alive. 

With tired aching limbs he got to his feet one testing movement at a time and with the little energy he had he found another body whose face was protected by frozen hands and he dragged and placed it at the side of the first one. He couldn’t help but glance at the face of the third which unnerved him, though he knew that he also needed his brother’s corpse or he would die too.

He dug a shallow grave in the snow with his hands and stripped the bodies of coats and jumpers and lay the coats in the bottom of the hollow. He dragged the frozen bodies over the top to use as a roof. He knew that if he was to be lucky enough to make it through the snow storm it would only be because he was sheltered well.

He crawled into his refuge as the sky darkened slightly and while he settled himself beneath the jumpers he looked up to see the familiar scar on his brother Lucian’s back and recalled the scooter accident that gave him it.  

It seemed like a long icy silence while he raised his fingers hesitating to touch the childhood mark. He didn’t know why he felt the urge. However, quite abruptly the sound of howling winds, inconsiderate of his emotional state, screeched through the narrowing gaps between the bodies and moved Lucian’s hair bringing him to life. The old man shivered and pulled his hand away quickly. 

Folding his hand under his armpit he turned to the side and closed his eyes, glancing up after a few moments to make sure his brother was indeed dead. Pulling his coat collar around his neck he ignored what sounded like Lucian’s voice slithering through the gaps. 

He knew the snow would soon cover the bodies and fill the spaces between them and then there would be silence. Content with that he fell asleep.

‘Turn the blasted telly off!’ he heard Lucian, in his dreams, say. ‘Or I’ll take it off you. Do you know how much electricity they use and I’m the one having to pay for it!’

With his eyes still closed the old man shuffled his body trying to move the snow with his hip into a more comfortable position. 

He missed the TV when it was gone. He missed wildlife shows and by extension he missed his neighbour Arthur who invited him around a couple of times a week to watch them. Together they enjoyed a bottle of stout and some salty crisps and Arthur was just as grateful for the company. 

Not long after the TV had gone Lucian decided to move his brother to a small cheap home over a hundred miles away. 

‘It’s not a very nice place to send your brother,’ the old man heard Lucian’s wife whisper.

‘He’s fine,’ the old man heard Lucian whisper back. ‘Fact is he’s no clue about anything half the time anyway.’

Lucian and his wife left in a rush that night, late for dinner at Le Caveau and the old man was left to sit alone at his table. 

The old man woke suddenly and opened his eyes. Scowling at the back of his brother’s neck he closed his eyes again.

What with the freezing weather and those memories dashing around his mind the old man couldn’t seem to get comfortable and he woke several more times. 

It was not long into the cold night, and his broken sleep, that he felt the paw of a dog clawing his foot and he opened his eyes. Without question he moved to the side of his cramped space and allowed the dog entry. It felt like a natural thing to do. 

The brown fur of the St Bernard was damp and the old man brushed off the snow. While the dog lay next to him he pulled his coat open and shuffling the jumpers around he covered the dogs back, before closing his eyes once more.  

He couldn’t really tell what
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