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The fog rolled in heavily that night, swallowing the edges of Port Royal like some living thing. Streetlights struggled against the gray tide, their bulbs flickering as if uncertain of what they were illuminating. Windows shuttered, doors bolted, and the few late-night wanderers clutched coats around their bodies tighter, breathing shallow. Somewhere beyond the mist, a low growl cut through the air—a sound that made even the most hardened men pause mid-step, ears straining for the source.

Jodi Daniels moved like a shadow, enormous and silent. His Dickies overalls swayed around his massive frame, sleeves rolled up to reveal arms corded with muscle, fists clenched at his sides. The black ski mask hid his face, but the patches of hair escaping from the torn edges told their own story—balding scars dug deep from fingernails and torment, hair pulled out in childhood rages and silent screams. Beside him, a hulking figure stalked as well: Err, the abandoned German Shepherd, eyes glinting in the dim light, low growl vibrating from deep in his chest.

They had been waiting.

The gas station sat at the corner of an abandoned road, fluorescent lights flickering overhead. Inside, a clerk stacked candy bars behind the counter, oblivious to the world outside. He had spent years mocking, smirking at the ones he deemed weak, the ones like Jodi. Now, the figure in the window made him freeze mid-reach, a chilling awareness creeping down his spine.


Jodi stepped up to the glass door, hand brushing against the handle. He didn’t speak.


He never did. A gesture, a tilt of the head, a simple nod toward the shelves. His finger pointed to a soda, a candy bar, nothing more. The clerk fumbled, nerves unraveling. Jodi placed the coins on the counter, watched silently as they clinked. The air was taut, suffocating, as if the space itself knew what was coming. Err stayed just behind him, low and coiled, watching the clerk like a coiled spring.

The transaction ended. The clerk swallowed, muttered a hesitant thanks. But Jodi’s gaze lingered. The moment stretched, a heartbeat too long, until the world outside cracked open with the violence of inevitability.

A truck barreled past outside, startling the clerk, and for a fraction of a second he turned, distracted. That was all it took. Jodi moved with impossible speed, one hand wrapping around the man’s neck, the other guiding his head down. Err leapt, teeth

bared, snapping at anything that moved in panic. The clerk barely had time to register the cold, suffocating pressure of Jodi’s grip before his vision dimmed, the edges of reality curling like smoke.

By the time the other patrons noticed, the clerk was slumped on the floor, lifeless. A metallic scent of fear and blood filled the air, Err’s low growl vibrating the tiles beneath their feet. Jodi remained silent, taking a step back, surveying his work, the way one might inspect a painting or a ruined canvas. There was no triumph, no satisfaction—only the methodical cold of someone who had lived in pain for too long.

Outside, the fog swallowed them again. Their silhouettes vanished as effortlessly as they had arrived. Port Royal didn’t hear the hiss of tires or the soft padding of paws—just an empty street and the quiet hum of fear settling into every shadow.

At the edge of town, a figure watched from the darkness. The man’s coat collar rose, shielding his face from the wind. He took notes, scribbling observations with precise, deliberate strokes. Police had interviewed him countless times, leaned on his insights, and he had given them answers with a calm, measured authority. No one suspected him of knowing more than he let on. They trusted him because he was the guidance counselor, the one adult who had seen Jodi as a child, the one who understood him.

He didn’t interfere—yet. He watched, always watching, waiting for the perfect moment. A small smirk touched his lips as he marked the page, noting the precision of the strike, the silent coordination of man and dog. This was more than a monster; this was evolution, survival refined by pain and memory.


And he would be ready when the world finally tried to destroy it.



The clerk’s lifeless body was discovered hours later by the morning crew. The cameras had caught nothing, the streetlights flickered in testimony to nothing, and the town murmured with fear. Who—or what—had done this? Rumors spread, a whisper of a hulking figure, a beast-like dog, a shadow moving without sound. Parents pulled children close. Windows stayed closed. The air felt thicker, heavier, pregnant with a terror that had teeth and eyes and an intelligence that made it worse than any ordinary killer.

And somewhere in the fog, Jodi and Err watched again, waiting for the next moment, the next mistake, the next heartbeat of fear to claim. The observer noted it all, silent in the shadows, knowing, anticipating.

By the time dawn crept over Port Royal, there was only one certainty: the monster had returned.
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Fog clung to the outskirts of town like a shroud, curling around abandoned trailers and sagging fences. The forest beyond Port Royal seemed alive, leaves whispering secrets to the wind, shadows moving where they shouldn’t. Somewhere deep in the trees, Jodi Daniels waited, motionless, watching. Err crouched beside him, growling low, muscles coiled and ready.

A group of teenagers had decided, foolishly, to test the legends. Flashlights cut through the fog in jerky beams, laughter brittle and nervous. One tripped over roots, another whispered a curse under her breath, trying to shake off the creeping fear. They didn’t know they were already seen.

Jodi moved without a sound, each step deliberate. Err followed, silent as a ghost, ears twitching, eyes glowing faintly through the mist. The first laugh died in a strangled gasp. A flashlight rolled across the ground as a hand clawed blindly at the dirt, then nothing. The second teen spun, catching only a flash of black overalls and a mask. Err lunged, teeth flashing, and the scream cut short by a sharp snap.

The forest seemed to swallow their terror whole. Twigs snapped underfoot, but never in the rhythm of Jodi’s steps—always after, always too late. The remaining teens tried to run, panic propelling them into unseen roots and rocks. Jodi’s silent shadow fell across the trail; one by one, they fell to precise, brutal methods—strangulation, slashing, the dog’s intervention.

Back in town, the Observer appeared at the perimeter road, notebook in hand, pretending to interview a shaken witness. No one suspected that his calm demeanor masked a mind cataloging every detail of the slaughter. His eyes, hidden beneath a brimmed hat, followed the trajectory of Jodi’s movements from the surveillance feed, noting patterns, pauses, tendencies. The observer understood the monster better than anyone, yet he did nothing to intervene—not yet.

By the time the fog thinned, only one teenager remained alive, dragging herself through brambles to the highway. Her screams tore through the morning, a jagged warning for the town. But even as sirens wailed in the distance, Jodi and Err had vanished. Their silhouettes melded into the shadows, leaving behind a silence that smelled of iron and fear.

Authorities arrived to find only the aftermath—blood, shredded clothing, flattened grass, and terrified survivors barely able to speak. Cameras caught nothing but fog and distorted light. Panic rippled through the community. Parents clutched children, store owners locked doors, and the whispers grew louder: The monster is back.


And somewhere, unseen by all, the Observer scribbled one final note: Methodical.


Efficient. Silent. Preparing.
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
/

i

\






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





