               Vanessa was a 24 year old college drop-out who’d just found her career path in life-a stripper at a local nightclub.  She was the star of Pitch Black, an average adult nightclub with nightly shows and 24 hour liquor service. She’d been going to college to become a professional hair stylist. The classes she took were just too much for her. She’d never had any fun time to go out with her girlfriends nor her boyfriends. She started slacking, and just being lazy after awhile. The only classes she was passing were the ones with male instructors.  If she couldn’t make the grade using her mind, she could damn well use her body to get it. She actually preferred to get the grade the latter way.  It was more fun that way. Yet, even fucking for a grade became a hassle. So she just said the hell with it and stop going to her classes. She knew her English professor would definitely miss her bad grades.   Professor Rambler was an incentive to make bad grades using the mind, though. She’d probably miss him as well as he would her.



It was an ordinary night at the Pitch Black, the strobe lights were dancing across the room, there was the drunken ramble of the alcoholics and the girls were on stage.  Vanessa had a solo show and would be performing afterwards. She sat a table now, wearing a black mini skirt, and black tank top shirt. It was obvious she was wearing no bra. Sipping on her sweet wine, she watched the beginner girls try and put on a show. They were just starting out and didn’t know all the right moves like she did. She laughed as one almost tripped and fell off the damn stage. Some of the more drunk people started shouting their disapproval of the show. Some even began to throw things. Cups, ash trays, even bottles of booze. It was just another night in the joint. One brownish half empty bottle of whiskey smacked a blond girl who was taking her time, right in the face. The bottle spilled a little of its contents and it dribbled down the girl’s chin.  The bottle bounced off her face and shattered as it hit the floor. The girl just kept on doing her thing and licked the spilt whiskey from her lips and lower lip in a sexy manner. Then the real commotion started.  A few men over the corner where some pool tables were set up had been playing a rigorous game.  From the stack of cash layer out on one side of the table, Vanessa knew they weren’t playing for fun and games.  She watched intently now because the girls on the stage just weren’t much entertainment.  One man, the handsomest of the bunch, was up next.  All that was left on the table was the 8-ball. The man lined his stick up with the black ball.  He took his time, while the other man watched impatiently.  The man struck at the ball, and it shot across the surface of the table.  It rebound off the back center, then rapidly rolled into the right side and then once more changed its path and found the left corner pocket where it sunk out of sight.  The man who had impatiently been waiting now clenched his teeth and fist in anger.  The handsome man without missing a beat after the 8-ball sunk grabbed his winnings and went to depart.  He found a queue stick shattered across his left shoulder as he turned to leave.  Grabbing the half of the stick that had broken off in the front, he snapped it loose from the rest of the stick. Turning around in another swift motion, he impaled his next attacker with the sharp end of the stick.  It was an act of defense.  The man wasn’t going to die though; the stick hadn’t even gone in an inch. But the man was stunned and frightened by this man who had just shoved a shard of queue stick into this chest.  Another man stood up from a table on the other side of the pool table, and he retrieved a switchblade from his black, leather biker’s jacket.  Strobe lights gleamed off the silver blade as the man came forth to assault the rightful winner.  The biker approached him and without a word began to slash at other man.  The defender grasped another pool stick from the table to block the silver blade that licked at his throat and chest.  The blade wasn’t going to stop until it tasted blood.   He used the pool stick like a staff and parried the blade. He jabbed at the man with the improvised staff, and at it was obvious that the blade wielder was slightly drunk.  This gave him an advantage to slip behind the man before the biker could react; he had the man in a choke hold with the queue stick.  Then lowering the stick to the man’s chest he pushed the man’s bulk forward while pulling back on the staff and snapping it across the chest of the biker.  The biker fell to the floor, but was not unconscious.  The other man wait for him to stand back up, he just walked away.

                 Vanessa was amazed at this scene of movie-like brawling.  The one man, the handsome man, had put two men to the floor and left with a wad of dough. . She rose from her seat and began to hurry over to the man.  He looked to be in his mid 30s, or early 40s. He was wearing a black, dark night blue shirt, with some writing on it. He wore a light, black leather jacket over that... Blue jeans covered his legs, down to brown leather hiking boots. His face was white, no tan at all, with brown eyes, and shoulder length black hair.  He was walking out the door, and pulled some dark shades from his leather jacket, and slipping them on. She approached him from behind, and laid a tender hand upon his right shoulder. He stopped and sort of tensed as her touch. His head turned to look at her azure eyes. She didn’t know what to say, she just wanted to meet the man.  He had kind of mesmerized her. 

 “Hi.” She said without thinking. She felt kind of dumb after she had.

 “Hi, what do you want?” He asked bluntly. He sure didn’t like foreplay. She grinned. She still didn’t know what to say. 

“Well, umm, I liked your little performance.” She exclaimed, maybe a little bit more cheerful than she would have liked. The man’s face showed signs of what could have been a smile. The corner of his lips moved outward a little then returned to the sullen expression of before. 

“Maybe you like to see a private performance of mine.” He whispered to her. She felt somewhat careless. She knew she had to be on stage soon, her career…     If she didn’t show up they’d fire her. But something else seemed more important now, this man’s offer. He was like a magnet, pulling her into him.  She sighed.  

“Oh fuck it, if those girls up there is all they got, then they’ll never get rid of me.” She said mostly to herself. The man turned and opened the double doors. She stepped out in front of him.  He walked out after her. 



The parking lot was full of cars, pick-up trucks, and motorcycles. The bikes were all lined up in a row like a nest of mechanical insects just waiting to swarm the roadways.  Beams cast from the moon caused shadows to form around the ground on the walls.  A car alarm went berserks and a man fled from the parking a lot. A car screeched to a halt on the street as the man bolted across. He rolled over the car’s hood and ran off to the other side of the street. The driver was hollering out his anger fear. It wasn’t the kind of language a person should have been using when a lady was present, Vanessa thought.  The man led her off to a black Grand Prix at the end of the rows of cars.  He brought out a key ring from his coat pocket and it held an electronic key pad on it. He pressed a few buttons and all the doors opened. She had made it to the passenger side and   could open the door by the time he’d unlocked it. She slid inside, and was greeted by leather seats. The man shoved a key into the ignition and started the car up. As they were leaving, she saw a man come out of the club and looking out at his car trying to see if anyone was breaking into it. A few seconds later the alarm was silenced and they were pulling out on the highway. 

Chapter II



Vanessa peered over a jet black dashboard to see the constant stream of glowing streetlights to either side of the car. A dark street lit with only the dim streetlights and the full moon’s luminous beams. The man’s right hand was resting on the automatic gear shift in the center, between her seat and his. He thrust it into a higher gear as the red light they had been waiting to change, did. The car smoothly slid out into the intersection and made an even smoother motion as it whirled into the turn off on the right.  The man, who she had not even asked his name yet, now rested his right arm the compartment located behind the gear stick. He used it as an arm rest.  Vanessa became bold and reached out to place her own left hand onto his hand. At the touch of his skin, she felt a chill.  His hand was frigid and stiff.  The man’s head made a slight turn toward her. He had no smile, nor did he have any other expression upon his face.  

  “What’s your name, Mister?” she asked, not knowing what else to say or do.

“Adams, Adam for short.” He said in an emotionless tone, as though he was not even aware he was in existence.

 “You’re a lovely lady Miss. Vanessa.” He added after a few seconds. Vanessa’s spine shivered when he said her name.

“H-how did you know my name?”

“You’re the only reason I keep summing back to that damn club.” He looked at her and a faint smile crossed his face. “Every time I play some pool there, I always have to beat the shit out of the losers before I get my money.” His smile had vanished as quickly as it had appeared. 

“Oh, yeah, I guess I am pretty popular at the Pitch Black.” She said a little embarrassed by her previous overreaction to him knowing her name.  She’d never been accused of being the brightest apple on the tree, nor did she deny she wasn’t the brightest apple from the tree.  Which is probably why she had flunked her college classes?
         Her Calculus teacher, some bitch who she couldn’t ‘bribe’ for a good grade, had already flunked her. And had now kicked her out of the class a week before she dropped out. Ms. Gwaine was her name, she was this fourty-something year old  witch  who was already gray-haired and wrinkled flesh. Her face was pudgy and looked like it was molded from  lumpy,   cookie dough. She wore these big granny glasses, and was always picking her nose and then scrapping food out of her teeth.  She was one sick puppy, Vanessa had thought.  The worst thing was, the woman didn’t even realize how nasty she looked, and was always dressed mini skirts, spaghetti strapped dresses, tight shorts, or some over revealing attire. It was rumored around campus once, that some freshman jock  had did right there in her classroom after school, for extra points a   failing grade he had acquired.  Vanessa had nearly  puked when she heard that rumor the first time.  She’d gotten improved grades from female teachers before in previous years, but Ms. Gwain was repulsive.  

        Vanessa  realized she’d been daydreaming, and glanced out the window. They had ended up on the outskirts of the city.  There was some vast, open farm lands on each side of the car.  The car then pulled off into a private drive that snaked off into the hilly woodlands.  It became darker  from all the trees blocking out moonlight and no streetlights.  Adam had turned the radio on to some peacfull classical music. She wasn’t very informed on classical music so she wasn’t sure what exactly  it was playing. 

“Do you live back here?” she asked, breaking the long silence that had  crawled into the vehicle. 

“The only place to live, when you want privacy from the society.” He said with a little more life this time. 

“Privacy from the society?  Why would you want that?  Don’t you enjoy people?” Vanessa became very inquisitive at this point.  Adam’s lifeless demeanor was being replaced with a more lively, sly nature. 

“My dear, when the society  condemns you, you must condemn it. Otherwise you will  inevitably loose. Society is always stronger than you, one person can do no harm. Many can kill.”

“I don’t understand, why do the condemn you?” Vanessa asked in confused and puzzled tone of voice.

“You will understand sooner than you wish to, m’dear.” He chuckled and the car made a smoooth stop.  The structure in front of her was astonishing. It was a three story mansion. The whole thing was made from a dark redish-brown wood. Several chimneys rose from different areas  on the roof. The front door was accessed by a long ro of gray stone steps.   It was a  goth style structure, Much like the kind from 12th century Europe. There was pointed archs, and rose windows made from stained glass. At the top of the highest peak she could tell there was a bell tower. 

“Listen here Mister Adam! I don’t even know why I’m with you, I had work to do.” She shouted in annoyance to his last statement. 

“You didn’ have a choice you stupid little girl.” Adam replied to her in a confident, and insuring voice.

“What? What are you talking about? I came with you, I had a choice….i couldn of stayed.”  Vanessa began to try and convince herself.

“You’re so dense. I baited you, like a  fly to a corpse.  I  forced you to follow me.”

“What? You made me follow you? How, you didn’t even touch me!”

“I didn’t have to, I justed mesmerized you. A little trick. You couldn’t resist, you just had to come to me.” He said and then popped the door opened and stepped out. He took a cigarette.  Vanessa follwed his lead and got out of the car too.  Adam began to walk to the door, with Vanessa not far behind.  He pulled a skeleton key from his pocket and  eased it into the keyhole.  The lock made a clicking sound and he pushed the door open.  Stepping into the dark room with the girl behind him.



The room was a large  dimly lit room.  Candles were buring on   tri-chandelier candle holders, upon the wall.  There was a stairway, with dark, red carpeted steps leading up to the next floor. Brown oak  staircase banister with   pattern carvings, and engravings.  At the end of the railing was an oaken ball.  There were gargoyle like creatures etched into  them. (one on the right and left banister)  The staircase spiraled upwards, instead of leading directly up, and was located in the  right corner of the room.  On the wall that ran vertical to the right side of stairs, were paintings.  

           A  square  picture of a shadowy outline of what looked to be the devil. He was coming  into the shadows from a door that could be seen in the background of the painting.  Looking closely you could see on the door was a carving of the same gargoyle creature from the  banister balls.  The next picture was a long rectangular picture.  It was of a stormy, night scene that looked upon a crumbling mansion.  You could make out cracks, stains, and warps in the  mansion’s structure.  The light was completey dark, and would  seem to be deserted, if not for the one light on in the upper right room.  You could just make out a figure standing in the window. The painting was quite detailed.  The next painting was another square one on the right of the rectangular one.   It depicted a morbid scene of horrid proportion. A nude woman was lying on the floor with a dagger deep in her chest.  Blood was seeping out around the blade, and the woman’s right hand was lying on her chest near the entry wound.  Her fingers soaked in the blood.  Her other hand was pinned to the floor with an iron spike through the wrist. Her  Her fingers, also covered in blood, reached upward as though trying to  pull away from the spike.  Dirty brown hair covered  the right side of her face. There was blood stained in the hair as well.  It fell short of her  glossy red lips.  The gloss was caused mostly by more crimson blood that seeped from her mouth.  The left side of her face was masked in a thick layer of blood and gore, the cheek was  slashed opened and her eye was bloody red.  The forehead bruised and  bright blood under the flesh was very visible.  The whole scene was surrounded by blackness and an unseen figure was standing behind the woman in the shadows.  

 

Vanessa shuddered at the sight of this painting.  She had looked over all three in only a few seconds.  The man grasped her left hand and pulled her  along. He had walked away from her before realizing she was staring at the paintings. 

“Are you an art fan?” He asked with a grin on his face. 

“Uhhh, no but-“

“Oh well, art comes in all forms. You may find interest  of your own one day.”

“Yeah, uhh, maybe.” Vanessa said.  The man walked  her to the far left side of the room and opened  double wooden doors.  It opened into a large dinning area.  A long table dominated most of the room.  13 chairs were  at the table, and 13 places were set at the table.  One candle holder was in the center of the table. It had six prongs that held one candle each.  It gave light to the room, enough to see the painting at the far wall.  This one was very simple.  It was just that of a man in a tuxedo.  It looked very old.  

“Have a seat, Vanessa dear.”  Adam offered her a seat he had pulled out from under the table.  She was hesitant but accepted the offer and sat down.  She looked over the contents on the table.  There was a large platter, several spoons, forks and different types of knifes. A wine glass, and mug. The mug she suspected was for coffee.  Adam disappeared into the next room, exiting through the door  at the far end of the room directly under the tuxedo-painting.   Vanessa began to get nervous.  The house was kind of creepy, the paintings were just sickening,  and she felt as though there were thousands of people in the room watching her even though she was all alone.  Finally Adam returned carring a bottle of wine and a  platter with a silver cover lid.  He placed the platter down in front of her and popped the top off of the bottle with a cork screw he’d retrieved from the  kitchen.   He poured her a glass first then him.  He pulled the lid off of the platter to reveal a steaming plate of what seemed to be  smoked slices of some sort of meat.  It smelt delicious.  

“What is it?” she asked puzzled at what the meal was.

“It  is an old family recipe, try it you will like it. Promise you, you will like it.” He had put an emphasis on “you will”   Vanessa felt a little uncomfortable, but she had that feeling to just do it anyway. Without even thinking  twice she reached out and grabed one of the pieces of meat.  She began to eat it, and surprisingly found it very delicious.  She ate another, and then another.  At the same time drinking her glass of wine, and then another.   Adam was drinking but very slowly and conservative.  He only ate a couple pieces of the meat.  After about five glasses of wine, and uncountable amount  of meat Vanessa was  intoxicated.  She was giggling and rocking in her chair.  Adam smiled at ther and continued telling her the story  he’d been telling for the last few moments. 

“…..so after the old bastard  finally died,  and the will was read, It came to be that this here mansion was given to me. I’ve lived in it for over 20 years now.”  He said.  

“Wow!  Really now. That’s amazing.  So how big you think this house is anyway?”  Vanessa said, her voice had been a bit slurry and over enthusiastic. 

“This mansion  holds over  150 rooms. Several master bedrooms, study rooms,   lavatories, game rooms, bar room,  a grand library, and  several different attic and basement chambers. “

“Whoa, that’s a lot of goddamn rooms.  I hate to play hide-and-go-seek in this place!” She laughed at her lame joke, but Adam just smiled at  her. Growing bored with this masquerade he was keeping up.  He sighed and then took her  left hand.  “Come with me, I have more to offer you.”  He help her rise from the chair.  As they went to step away, she stumbled clumsily and fell to her knees.  Adam shook his head in irritation at  her drunken state. He had decided he had given this one a little much wine. He would have to limit them to  only three glasses.  Hr lifted her up into his arms. Cradling her in his arms, the bend of her knees hanging over one side and her back over the other.  Her head hung limply downward, and her dirty, brown hair loosely wavering below her head.  She was still giggling uncontrollably and  couldn’t stop  squirming.   As small as she was, she would probably only last a week, if even that long.  Must have been an anorexic, the stupid bitch.  He thought. She only weighed about 100 pounds probably. He carried her across ther room, to the left side of the table.  There was a door there that he opened with one hand while keeping Vanessa’s body carefully supported.  He pushed the door open with a foot and as he stepped through the doorway,  pulled it to with the same foot.  It was a dark, narrow hallway that lead to the right.  The left was just a wall with a  round mirror hanging on it.  He carried  through the dark  passage and as he walked a furry rat scurried across the floor.  

“I’ll deal with you later” he said under his breath.  At the far end of the dark passage was a heavy, iron door.  Etched in the center of the  cold, grayness, was the same gargoyle creature found on the banister balls, and the door in the painting. He reached up above the door and took a metal ring that held several keys on it.  He selected the right key for the door and opened it.  

“Urrr, is this your master bedroom?” Vanessa asked, putting a sexy  purr into the word “master”

“Yes, yes, I guess you could say that.”  Adam replied and pushed the door open with his shoulder.   After the door swung open he began to descend the hard, cold, cement steps.  There were 13 of them leading downward into a dark basement chamber.  At the bottom  was an non-cemented floor, bare stone walls and a fire place built into the back wall.  In the center was a table,  a hard, rough, wood table.  He laid Vanessa upon the table.  Then walked to the fireplace and took some matches from the mantle above it.  He lit it, the old  firewood that was in it caught ablaze very quickly.  He returned to Vanessa.  

“My dear, I’m afraid I have not been quite honest with you tonight.”  He said looking down at her. 

“Oh really?  What do you mean?  Are you not into girls?”  she asked with the still slurred voice.

“I’m afraid it’s much worst, especially for you my sweet.  See I like girls, it’s all I like.  An exclusive of mine.   A prey-exclusive.”  He said with a chuckle.  Vanessa copied him and she too began to make  giggles and chuckle.    Adam quickly back handed her across the face.  Her lips becoming glossy red from the blood that came from her busted lip.  She made a yelp like a poor, helpless puppy who had just gotten it’s first whipping for  chewing up new shoes.  Tears began to shed from her eyes and she went to rise from the table. Adam repeated his action and slapped her across the face again. She was forced back onto the table.  

“From now on, I’m your master, and you’re my prey.  Untill your usefulness has run out.  You will not speak, you will not think, you will not look, or touch anything without my permission.  You got that bitch?” He said in a calm tone as though he was having a normal conversation. 

“Let me goooo!! Stop it,  I want to leave!”  She began to scream.  Adam grabbed some leather straps that were attached to the sides of the table.  He tied her down to the table by tying her  wrist to the table’s legs, and her ankles to the table’s legs.   She was sceaming and trying to resist the entire time.  After she was bound and unable to move her hands or feet she stopped resisting.

“It’s about time,   you will learn to appreciate it here. I  promise.  How did you like your dinner?” He asked her.

“What?! Why are you  doing this?!”  she shouted.

“Your dinner, how was it?” he asked again.  She didn’t reply.  He snatched her head in his hands and shook her violently.  “How was the dinner?”  he asked again. 

“Stop it!! Stop!  It was  good, it was real good!” she answered.  

“Ahh, yes I knew you would like it.   Now let me share my secret, but first let me tell you the secret of my secret recipe.”   He walks over to the far side of the room, the side he had not explored yet.  He lit a few candles on the wall.   Vanessa turned her head to look at him.  He reached down to the dirt floor.  He dug around a little.  Then begann to pull something up out of the ground.  He pulled out a human arm.  Vanessa went mad and screamed in a fit of panic and horror.    Adam began rotating the arm  to show how the meat and flesh had been scraped away from the bone.  The fingers were still atached and still covered with skin and the nails were  painted a bright blue.   Vanessa squirmed and did her best to try and escape her bondage, but to no avail.   She was trapped.  Adam walked over to her, still  toting the arm.   He hovered over her for a few seconds.  “Who knew?  I bet you never thought about cannibalism before?  Not so bad now is it?   In fact I bet you would like more, eh?  Maybe even uncooked? “  He jammed  the middle finger of the severed, skinned hand into her mouth as she screamed.  He crammed it in deep.  Deep into her throat where the muscles began to  pulse around the fingers.  The throat muscles were having spasms on the deeply  embedded hand.  He  pulled it out just before he thought she woul pass out.  She choked and gagged.  Adam bit off the middle finger and chewed it up.  After a few seconds he grasped her chin and head. Forcing her mouth open and spitting the chewed up finger into her mouth.  Then forced her mouth shut.  She began to choke and gag again.  He saw the lump of chewed meat go down her throat.   He took the hand with the missing finger and wiped the bloody stub across her face.  The hand was emaciated, and the little bit of blood that was  still in it was almost dried out.  He looked down at the beautiful girl with the blood stained face, and busted, bloddy lip.  Her hair had fallen across the left side of her face.  He  walked behind her then took the arm and beat her in the head with it a few times.   The tough, cold fingers  hit her forehead hard.   

“And now for my second secret.  Society has   titled my kind, demon, monster  a creature of nightmares, The Damned.  Now the latter may be true, for I am damned!  I’ve been  damned since the 12  century and maybe even earlier!” He was in a rage now, walking back to her left side.  She was staring at him with wide open eyes.  The eyes were blood shot and strained.  “ Just because I feed upon blood, and have no reflection in mirrors! They think I deserve to die?  Do they call spiders demons? Or monsters?  No! Only vampires!”  he looked down at his new victim.  She was staring at him with those blood shot eyes, and her mouth gaped open.  She had vomited some of the chewed up finger, and a   gooey pile of it was on her neck and shirt collar.  He raked the  putrid, partially digested, chewed  finger, up on to one of his own fingers.  Then devoured it himself.  Licking his lips like a dog that had just finished a sirloin steak.  

“Unlike what you’ve heard before.  I do not feed straight from my  victim, nor do I consume their entire supply of vitae fluids. I will only consume enough to nurish my body, and keep you alive to produce more  blood for me.”  He smiled and revealed a small, 3’ letter opener in the shape of a bronze hilt dagger.  He took her hand that was tied to the table's leg and slit the wrist of the arm.   A   fine red line appeared down her arm. From the wrist, and almost to the bend of the elbow.  It was a deep incision.  Blood began to stream out of the cut, and  Adam  brought her arm to his lips.  He began to suck the blood from the deep, fine, incision.  It wasn’t much, but if would suffice for now.  

“Pleassse… ‘lemme go.”   The girl’s pleading tone of voice sent pleasure throughout Adam’s body.  She was begging for her freedom, pleading for her  life.  

“No bitch.”  He said with  authority. “I’ll come back to check upon you later. Don’t’ go anywhere.”  He  laughed and walked back to the stone steps that lead up. As the door closed behind him, the fire and candles went out.  The basement  was  flooded with pitch black darkness.

Chapter III



It was the next  morning when he finally returned to the basement dungeon.   He promoted her from the table to chains that were bolted to the far, corner.  The slack in the chain allowed her only to move halfway across the room.  She couldn’t even get three feet near the stone stairs that led out of the room.   He brought more food with him, this time it was only a plate of bread.   He sat the plate on top of the wooden table.  

“You will eat, and keep healthy.  If not, then your time  here will be shorter than I would like.”  He walked over to her, she was slumped in the corner.  Her knees against her chest and her arms wrapped around them.  She shivered, and sobbed lightly.  Adam had taken her  shoes and used them for fire kindling.   Her toes were painted a light blue, but the paint was starting to rub off.  He’d ripped the left shoulder strap of her tank top during the process of chaining her up. She’d tried to escape and he had snatched her shoulder.  When she pulled away, the  clothe  ripped.  He just grabbed her around her waist and threw her to the floor, then  shackled her feet.   



He reached down and grabbed a handull of her  chestnut colored hair and  dragged her to a standing position.  She screamed when he had pulled her hair.  There was dried blood on her face, and her hair had streaks of red in it.   Taking her  chin in his right hand he looked into her tired, stressed eyes.  She took the opurtunity to spit at his face.  He opened his mouth and caught  the glob of  saliva.  Then spit it into her  left eye.  It stung as though it was an acid eating through her eyeball and straight into her brain.  

“I have  controll over you, I  have  tasted your blood and   you are mine.  Think I don’t know what you are going to do?  I know, I know so much about you.  I have tasted your soul.”   

“Why me?  Why did you choose me?”  she asked, the first clear minded thing she had said since preceeding dinner.  

“There is no straight answer to that question, poor girl. You were just the one who was drawn to me.  I did not choose you, you chose me.”  

“How?   I wasn’t suppose to leave that club, I had a performance to do!”   Vanessa became infuriated with the man.  She was so confused and exhausted from the last day.  

“It was time for me to feed, so I went to the club looking for prey.  After the pool game, I merely used my  powers to attract anyone who was willing to follow me to my car.  Only the weak willed would have been affected.  You must not have  wanted to stay at that club as bad as you thought.  Otherwise you’d have still been there. “

Vanessa sobbed, and shook her head.  “No,  I wanted to go with you.  I was hoping for, for something else.  Not this!  I  was foolish to follow a stranger!”  

“My dear, isn’t everyone a stranger?  You never know everything about a person.  No matter how close you are to them, everyone has secrets.”  



She was trapped. A rat in a cage.  Four walls around her, and the door right in front of her, but she couldn’t open it.  The fire place still had a few cinders.  She had found the spot on the dirt floor where Adam had dug up the severed arm.  At first she was horrified.  What was buried in this room?  This room with dirt floors.  How many holes had been dug in here? And how many things had been buried in those holes?  What kind of things were buried in those holes?  Maybe more severed  arms, more severed body parts,  maybe even whole bodies.  She just sat in that corner all day.  Her knees buckled to her chest, and her arms fastened around them.  She had gotten a piece of of glass in her foot earlier when she had walked to the table for the last piece of bread.  She spent  about an hour trying to tear that shard of glass out.  Digging into her flesh, her  tender, white  foot.  The glass was buried deep inside the heel of her foot.  It had taken  a lot of scraping and tearing of flesh before she plucked the shard out.  It was coated in a light layer of blood.   She dug a small hole in the corner of the room with her  fingers and nails.  It was about 3 inches deep, and as wide as her fist when she finished.  She dropped the glass in it and then lightly buried it.  She didn’t pack it down, she would use that same hole to bury any other shards of glass that got into her feet.    Adam had put a thin layer of transparent tape over her slit wrist.   She could see the blood that had  seeped out from the cut over the night.    She hadn’t taken the time yet to stop and think about what was happening.  If she had, she’d have realized that she was the prisoner of a vampire.  A vampire who was using her  like a milk cow.  She was a  blood vessel to him.  



Later on that day, after the glass shard burial and a disturbing nap, she awoke in a panic.  Something cold ran throughout her body, and she thought she could actually  feel a cool breeze sweep over the room.  But that was impossible,  the room was closed off, no windows, or any kind of air conditioner.  The fire was completely burnt out now and she was left in a pool of darkness.   It had been dark before, but with those chunks of embers in the fireplace, it had not been this dark.     The door opened and Adam came down the hard, stone stairs.    She felt sick, thinking she was about to vomit.  He rekindled the fire and lit some candles on the east wall.  He snatched her by her hair again, she did not attempt to spit this time.  He ripped the tape from her arm.  Then applied more.  He threw the old wad of tape into the fireplace and that’s when Vanessa snapped.  

“You crazy son of a bitch!  I’m gonna kill you, you fucking creep!  You goddamn faggot, why don’t you just rape me!  You know that’s what you want, you sick bastard!  Your not a fucking vampire.  Vampires arent’ real!  You’re a  nutcase! A fucking loony! Die! Die!  You sick fucking bastard!”  She screamed and  scrambled forward towards him. He kicked a pile of hot ashes onto her thighs.  Some of them burnt through her skirt.   Some  stuck on to her leg and she fell to her knees.   Adam approached her and he kicked her in the ribs.  

“I am the master of this mansion.  You will not come  at me in anger ever again! You got that, you little slut?”  He  walked away from her collapsed form and before shutting the door behind him he had a final statement.  

“Maybe I will take you up on that raping before it’s all over.” 



She had passed out from the abusive treatment from  the ‘master’ .   Vanessa’s eyes flickered opened, she blinked several times before she opened them fully and looked around.   Her right  side was sore and bruised badly.   Her head ached where her hair had been pulled, and her feet hurt.  She crawled back to her corner and took her knees to the chest, arms wrapped around them.   She had burns on her shins, and  her side ached to the  point of tears.  She broke a nail, the nail off her right hand, index finger.  She painfully dug at the hole where she had buried the glass.  She finally  felt the tough, untouched ground where the pit ended.  She didn’t feel the glass shard anywhere, but it was probably there.  She dropped the fingernail into the  indentation, and then shoved the loose dirt back into it.  When it was filled up, she packed it down gently.  As she scooped up the last remains  of loose  soil to apply over it,  wiggling, brown, earthworm began to squirm about in her hand.  She plucked the worm from the dirt with her other hand and dropped the  earthen matter onto the concealed pocket in the ground.  She smoothed it out, as though it was a compulsive thing. Making sure all the grains were nicely packed deep and hard.  All the time, holding the worm in her other hand.  After her compulsive packing job, she leaned her back against the corner of the hard, gray, stone wall.  She sprawled her legs out in fron of her.  She dropped the worm in her lap.  She watched it squirm around for awhile, but then grew bored of that and she placed it on ther  ground.   It began to  squirm, and jiggle.  She watched it for a long time.  She was much like the worm, she thought.  In a very distant way.  She had been randomly plucked up from her ordinary  night, and then thrown  away to squirm and jiggle, but no where to go. She wondered, she really did begin to wonder after awhile:  Could this worm get back to his home? His haven.  Or would it be forever lost, squirming, and jiggling untill the life was drained from it, turn to dust and be forgotten as though never actually existed?  Is that what would happen  with her? 

                      She had some how drifted off to sleep that evening.  Her head was filled with crazed dreams, or more like nightmares.  She was running down a lonely, deserted road.  There were no lights, there were no cars, trucks or   traffic at all, there was no asphalt on the road, there were no street signs, there were no people.  But on each side of the road were trees.  Thousands of trees, a forest of thousands of towering trees.  The trees were all screaming.  They all screamed in pain, and agony, with dying strength, and despair.  They all began to bleed, bleeding from the cracks made from axes, and the holes made by birds.  Birds began to fly from there holes, and nest all caked in blood.  They began to fall to the road, and immediately maggots would began to swarm around the dead bird carcass.  If that was not all weird and frightening,  even more began to occur.  Giant spiders began to fall from the towering branches of the screaming, bleeding trees.  The branches were swaying and throbbing in pain.  Spiders with big, bloated abdomens fell to the dirty road and burst into puddles of gorey blood and innards.   Then, smaller spiders began to rise  from the gore and feast upon it.  They began to eat away at the blood and innards like ants eating  their prey.  She stopped running and just fell to her ass.  She began to cry and  moan.  Then a spider fell on her head and burst gore and blood all over her.  

                    She woke  up to find herself covered in filthy, slimy muck.  Adamas stood over her with a pail in  his hand.  

“I did not give you permission to sleep. “ He said shaking his head.   It didn’t take Vanessa long to realize he had just gave her a wake up call with a bucket of sewage water over her head.  She was covered in it.  It was dripping off her hair, and into her face.  Soaked her shoulders and formed  a puddle around her.  She stunk horribly.  She couldn’t take the stench, or the disgust of the whole event,  she vomited.   Then, the realization of what she  had just chunked up, made her puke even more.  Finally she was covered in her own waste, and the  former contents of the bucket Adam held.  He smiled at her disturbing reaction to his punishment for her sleeping.  

                              After he was finished forcing her to feed upon her own vomit, and suck on the stands of her hair that she could,  he ripped the tape that had been on her wrist off.  She  moaned a little in pain.  He back handed her for that. “Learn to deal with  the pain.” He had barked at her.  Her cheek red, and aching.   She had to hold back from crying.  She felt sick to her stomach, and her mouth was stinging with the after taste of her own barf she had just been forced to devour.  She was only given the sewage water in her hair, to drink.  Sucking the filty fluid from   several strands of her brown, tangled, hair.  

        Adam took out a butcher knife from his pocket, he took her right hand into his own.  Using his left hand he sliced away at her index finger.  Vanessa was screaming and kicking in ultimate, unimaginable pain.  She could feel the knife’s initial piercing of the  out skin, to the warm of her own blood flowing out.  Then the crucial pain of it reaching to her bone and being slowly, and purposely sawed through.   Then The upper part of her index finger fell to the ground.  Adam picked it up and put it  in his mouth.  Then took the bloody stub of her hand and began to suck the blood from it as though it was a straw In a fountain coke.  She could feel the flow of her vital fluid transfer from her finer to his mouth.   When he was finshed, he got a mouth full of blood and spewed it all over her face.  Then spit the chewed up remains of her own finger at her face. It landed on her nose and a  bit of spit ran down to  the corner of her lip.    Adam then turned and left  the room for the night.  

Chapter IV



A storm rolled in during that night.  The crashes of thunder outside caused the whole mansion to rumble like it was about to  topple over.  Luckily the commotion woke Vanessa from a deep sleep.  She didn’t want be caught sleeping anymore.  A few candles were buring in the room, but the light was scarce anyway.  Her face was stained with dried blood, that  she scraped from her skin with fingers.  She could hear the crackling of the rain as it pounded away outside, even though she was in the celler of the old  manor.  She was just starring off into the darkness and watching a candle flame flicker till it died away and she was left in darkness.   Another clash of thunder vibrated the ground.  She shivered as a cool air whooshed through from somewhere.  Without warning the fire place lit up in a blazing inferno.   The flames licked at the mantle.  Vanessa was scared to death from the uncanny  flames.  They were life like, and very bright.  There was no smoke, but the heat was strong.  She stared at the fire, hypnotized by it.  After  what happened next, she wished she’d never  been awakened.  A  human skull manifested within the orange-red, yellow, flickering, lifelike flames.  The skull  still had blood shot eyes, and burnt flesh desperately clung to the charred bone.   Vanessa’s mouth opened to scream bloody murder, but nothing came out.  Not because she was too frightened to scream, just nothing came out.    Like a thief had came and stole her voice during the night.   The skull began to laugh at her incompetence.  It was a human laugh, not like that, but more like the flames  themselves were laughing.  It was a dry, crisp, crackling laugh.  And the skull then spoke.  It spoke not in this dry, crisp, crackling tone, but in Vanessa’s own voice.  

“Climb the chimney dear, you’ll find you way out but only when it is time.”  It spoke. The teeth clicked together with every word spoken.   Then it it just went away, back into the flames.  

“…..how do I get free?”  she asked as the skull vanished into flames.  But there was no answer.  She was chilled to the bone after hearing her own voice from the skull.  Seeing those blood shot, dead eyes.  As the flames died away a gold skeleton key fell into the ashes of the fireplace.



She would have thought the whole scene had been a dream, if she didn’t hold the skeleton key in her right hand. It was warm against her palm, and she just held onto it for a long time.  After the  realization that she had the key to her shackles, she quickly popped open the lock. She tossed the chains from her ankles and ran to the fireplace edge.  Crawling into the ashy, soot filled indention in the wall, she looked up.   To her surprise there was  mettle rungs going up into the dark chimney that had to lead to the roof.



Clint had follwed the man after he’d beaten the shit out of his friends that night at the bar.  The man had taken the stripper into his house and Clint drove on past.  It was three days later now, and he’d brought the recuperated  James, and Scott with him.  They were all ready to pay the pool shark a visit. They had not only lost a hundred bucks a piece, but James had even ended up with some medical bills from fractured bones.  James sat in the back of the extended cab pick-up truck.   He was sharpening a hunting knife on a whet rock.  The tip of the blade made a slight curve like a claw.  It was a knife you would use to skin  large game.    Clint licked some left over dinner from his  jet black mustache.  He whiped the car into the man’s drive and hit his lights off.  They coasted the truck  near the house.   Scott loaded the last slug into  the cylinder of a .44 magnum.  He pocketed it into his sleek, black, leather biker jacket.  

“I say we just blow the jerk’s head clean off his goddamn shoulders and take what’s ours and some.”  James commented as they all slowly, and quietly opened their doors and stepped onto the wet ground.  Clint sighed, pulled a  large pocket knife from his pocket and pulled out the failry large   blade that was tucked away inside.   “Let’s just go easy first, if he opposes our little  idea, then we skin him alive.”  


Adam was just  coming down the winding staircase in front of the door near the three pictures that hung on the wall.  There  one showed a mansion in a dreay night scene, with a flicker of lightning behind it, and a faint outline of a man’s face in the background of the darkened sky.   One was of a girl who’s face was masked in shadows and blood, her  right arm was scarred and she had bruises all over her. She was sitting on her   rear in the corner of a stone wall, and her knees were against her chest.  Without warning, as if one was even needed anyhow, the  front door exploded open almost tearing it from  the hinges.  Three men poured into the small room.  The smell of blood was heavy in the air, and something was cooking that smelt delicious.   

 “Hello m’friends.”  Adam greeted them as though he had expected them  to come over.  The door slammed shut behind the men, but in the rush of adrenaline they didn’t even bother to notice.   

“Give us our goddamn money back, you scum sucking asshole!”  James shouted waving the large hunting knife so the man could see it. 

  “Aren’t you guys a bunch of  sore loosers.”   Adam commented without an ounce of fear in his voice.  James rushed at him slinging the blade at his throat.  Adam backed to the wall and retrieved a  narror but long sword from a sword mount on the wall.  Side stepped the hunting knife blow, and it plowed into the wall. 

“Idiot.” Adam said, swinging the blade he held down across the man’s neck.    Almost severing the  head from the body, if only the sword had been sharper.  The body of James collapsed to the floor in a puddle of his own blood.  

“Goddamn you, you crazy sons’a bitch!”  Scott hollered at the man steping in front of Clint and  pulling the trigger on the .44 six times.  Unloading  every slug into the target. But only five holes were made in the man’s black tuxedo suit.  Two bullets had both entered the same  hole-straight through the heart.  Adam stumbled forward in a fake dying despair.  Scott started to smile and then turn to Clint, “Damn that felt good as good.”  Adam stood up straight, only a foot from the gunman and his sword was driven through the man’s chest and Adam charged  into the wall where the man was pinned right next to the door-Just where Clint was grabbing the door handle. In his last breathe, as his head tilted toward the door, Scott muttered.

“Damn, that hurt like hell.”   Clint grabbed at the round door knob but when he did, eight legs sprouted from the knob and clung to his hand. He jerked back ripping the knob from the door and the doorknob was eating away at his fingers. 

“Ahhh! Get the damn thing off my hand! Ahh!”   Adam was mumbling “That felt pretty good too.” As he plucked the hunting knife from the wall across from where Scott was  pinned to the wall.  Clint  shook the door knob from his hand and it crawled back up to the door knob.  Clint headed for the stairwell and climbed up  them two at a  time.  The stairs turned to the left  then then at the top of those , more went up. 

Adam grinned.  “Run you fool, there’s no way out of this place, never.”   



Vanessa was almost midway up the chimney when she heard the basement door open from below her.  There were some footsteps and then she heard a loud crashing sound and some cursing.  Atleast she figured it was cursing, she couldn’t really here what Adam was saying.  Then she heard him loud and clear when he poked his head  into the chimney.  

“Get your ass back here you bitch!”  

“Go screw yourself!”  She shouted spitting down the dark chimeny hoping it would land right in his eye.  She could see the opening, but their was a screen over it.  Probably to keep birds out.  She  cussed under her breathe and holding on to the run with one hand and her feet firmly on the rungs below, she pushed up with her other, wounded hand.  It took a few seconds, but the screen finally  popped off.  She went to climb out, but then the rung her feet was on broke and she slipped.  Grasping the rungs with her hands she  was suspended for a few seconds before she brought her feet up higher to the next set of rungs.  Then she pushed herself out onto the roof.  
“Damn you,  there’s no way out of here!” 


Lightning struck, ripping the sable sky apart but as if by magic the sky mended immediately.  She collapsed onto the rough, black shingles that formed the roof’s surface.  She heard the thuds of Adam’s footsteps stomping off, and then the door to the basement slammed shut.  He was going to come after her, but there was no way she would ever let him have her again.  She pulled herself to her feet.  Her tank top hung only by one strap, and her bare feet were filthy from the dirty based dungeon below.   None of that mattered right now, she was only a few steps and a climb down from freedom.  She Stubmled forward, her body ached, her head pounded, and she smelt of thousand different foul  scents at once.  As though she had showered in  sewage water-which she sort of had- and wiped clean with a skunk, and applied  urine and feces  body care.  Vanessa took a deep breath and made another step.  She was only feet away from the edge, another step, and another.  She paused, took another breath.   Then another step.    Merely a foot or so from the ledge.  She  found herself smiling, and then her right foot went through the roof. She yelped in suprise, and went to pull it up, out of the hole.  But something grabbed her leg and pulled her down, then the  section of the roof that supported her, gave way and she went crashing through the roof.   



She had hit the hard wooden floor with a thump, and thought she had broken her leg.  She remembered something had grabbed her, but she did not see anythin. There was no one around.    She was frozen in fear, when she realized the roof, the section she had fallen through, was  still there.  As though it had mended the same way the sable sky did when the lighting ripped it apart.  The room she had  landed in, was pitch black.  She could hardly see  her hands in front of her.  She went to stand, and a candle exploded to life in a corner.   It cast off more light than a small candle could of ever produced.  The room was filled with dolls, and stuffed animals, and monsters, and  the such.   A friendly looking, life-size, skeleton doll was sitting in an  rocker against the wall.  It’s eye sockets had eye balls, and they were big and blue, it’s mouth in a smile and it’s hands laid upon the rocking chair’s arm rest.  The candle that had started  on it’s very own, was mounted in a tall bronze candle holder.  It  danced like a  child, lighting up the room with it’s  joyfulness. It was quite an ironic flame though.  For this room was all but joyfull.   The walls were decorated with more poppets.  Some were sitting peacefully upon oak  shelves, or standing on the matle that was over a fireplace which  had obviously not been used in awhile.  Yet, others were nailed to the walls.  Large iron nails drove through their wrist and ankles, some pinned to the wall by wooden stakes through the heart, and others were hanging from ropes tied to iron nails or wooden stakes.  Vanessa glanced around the room, but did not like anything she saw.  She had been frozen in fear for several seconds, her feet nailed to the floor.  Her eyes finally adjusted to the  lack of light, and a door was spotted at the far end.  It laid between two tables which were piled high with discarded dolls and figurines. The old cedar door looked heavy, and rigid.  A face was carved into the wood, it’s eyes made of crystals that were deeply embedded in the sockets of the eyes.  The teeth were made of stone, it’s mouth wide open in a toothy grin.  She also noticed a window behind her.  It was  a Victorian traiangular windo, with   frames creating a cross through the window.  A dark red curtain was opened and splayed on each side of the window.  Tied with golden ropes that had frayed, frilly ends, the curtains laid dead still.  Vanessa wanted nothing more to do with  this house, this prison of horrors; yet she could not bring herself to go near the window.  Instead she bolted for the door.  When she did, their was an explosion from behind, actually it was the window bursting to thousands of shards.  She stopped, and spun around.  There was nothing there though. No beast from the forest lay in wait, no killer with an ax or machete stood  there, nothing was there.  When she thought she was imagining the whole thing, the blood began to drip from the windo sill and make a pool among the pile of glass shards.  The blood seeped out of the window sill, and dripped out of the curtains that now lightly moved as though a wind shook them.  The blood began to bubble and pop,  and create a bigger pool.  Every time a bubble popped it made more blood drops.  The bubbles began to get more aggressive and they grew bigger and popped louder.  Vanessa had enough of this obscene sight and returned back toward the door. She charged forward as though she would run right through it.  Her right hand reached out to grab for the heavy brass door knob, but she stopped inches away  when the face’s eyes went red.  

Chapter V



Clint had entered a room at the far end of a dark corridor, anything to escape that mad son of a bitch. He realized in full horror now, that Scott and James were dead and he was trapped in a house  of strange horror.  His breath was heavy as though he had been running miles.  It was probably all the smoking he had been doing.  On that thought, he pulled a pack of cigarettes and a refillable Hard Rock Café lighter.   The  cover snapped  up and a flame appeared, he lit the cancer stick and shoved it in his mouth.  He puffed away on it for several minutes, he had rested his back on the door, but not after  applying the chain lock and a dead bolt.   He looked at his hand that had been bitten by the door handle, atleast that is what he thought he remembered at happened.  It was impossible that a  brass door knob could have come to life and   bit his hand.  His kncukles were bloody and jagged with torn skin.  He had almost forgot about the pain in  his desperate attempt to escape from that crazed maniac.  He finally looked up to see his surroundings and realized he was in a study or something.  There was a table in the center of the room with  one of those fancy candles that had the three wicks on it and the middle one was higher than the other two.  The one wasn’t lightened by those candles those., past the table he saw a large, wide, rectangular window.  On either side of it was black curtains with  scarlet sashes tying them into elegant ribbons to hold the curtains open.  Lightning flickered outside, splitting the sky open and rain began pounding the widow.  Moonbeams sifted into the room to cause enough  illumunation for clear observation.  He dropped the butt of his smoke onto the floor and stomped it with his  right boot.  Standing up after a few minutes he decided it was time to investigate more into this mansion in hopes of finding an escape.  His life depended on  finding an escape.  He finished taking in the view of the room upon approaching the table.  There were book cases surrounding the room.  Hundreds of leather-bound books were on the shelves.  He began to scan the tiles on the spines of some of those books.   Vietnam Experience: In the Fields,  Vietnam Experience: Photography,  World War II: Europe in Turmoil, World War I: The War to End All Wars,  Facts about the Korean War,  Battle of the Bulge…..
He concluded that  the books must have been in topic ordder, and this was war-books section.  He turned to another shelf. 

           Nibelungenlied, Children of Odin, The Oddesy,…..  

    Clint had never heard of those books before, they sounded like something a snob would read, and the  size of this house was a fine example that this guy  had to be one hell of a snob.   More books he found were such  familiar titles, even though he had never read them: War of the Worlds,  Time Machine, Adventures of Tom Sawyer,  The Catcher in the Rye, The Scarlet letter, Moby Dick…..and many more. 



He grew tired of looking at the spines of old ragged books and stood from his chair at the table to find more interesting things in the room.  That is when he noticed the  trophy case in the back of the room, and upon it was a golden gargoyle.  The creatures wings were spread and it’s arms parallel with palms up as though it was offering something…or waiting for something to be given to it.  Clint shuddered at the horrid beast and walked back to it.  He hocked a big wad of  salviva and phlegm then spit onto the creature’s face.  The white goop ran slowly down the creature’s face and begin to drip in front of it’s chest, between it’s out stretched arms.  The spit fell to the floor….and splattered  as blood.  Clint hurriedly stepped back.  The saliva kept dripping down although he had not spat that much onto the statue.  It fell and and fell, creating a pool of blood the size of a man’s  hand.  Clint now became chilled although the room was quite warm.   If   though the statue had not frightened him enough the sound of music started just to the left of the statue behind a book case.  It wasn’t like a cd, or tape quality sound, but like a toy.  It was playing  a creepy tinkering bell song.  He shivered but was drawn near to the sound.  He stepped over the pool of blood, and hoping with his life it didn’t get on him.  He slipped   past the statue and behind the book case.  On a small night stand was a music box.   On the center was a girl who danced to the rhythm of the  music.  Her back was to him for the moment,  but as the childish song continued the dancer turned toward him….  He really wished it had not.  The face of the dance was  white as a ghost, and her eyes hollow.  Her chest was bare except for the bloody cross carved into it.  Her teeth was speckled with red dots which he assumed was also blood.  Two teeth stuck out further and over laped her lower lip.  They were sharp like those of a cat-fangs.  He shivered in horror at the irony of this music box.  How could such a  childish music  toy bear such a demented figure at this dancer?   He started to back up the same way he had done when the gargoyle dripped his saliva-blood.  He forgot about the latter and slipped in the blood falling backwards and crashing into the floor.  His back became moist with the  fluid.  He looked up just in time to see a big drop of the saliva come cascading into this own mouth. It splashed onto his lips the same as it did on the floor, as blood.  He screamed in  disgust and leaped to his feet, banging his head on the statue’s out stretched arms.  

 “You piece of worthless shit you!”  he scowled.  Just at the brink of insanity he realized something.   What would belong in the outstretched  hands of a  crazed demon statue?  A crazed music box? He grinned wickedly at his  clever thought.  He just had to go get the music box.  He felt disgusted as he walked toward the music box, and felt the wetness of the blood on his shirt clinging to his skin.  He shivered  at the creepy feeling he brought to him.  He didn’t think much when he reached the back of the bookcase.  He just snatched that music box and rushed back to the demon sculpture.  

          Vanessa screamed and backed away from the door.  The face etched into the door had decided to follow the window’s behavior and start bleeding.  Blood was seeping out of the  etched face as if they were scars in the door.  Then flies begant o buzz around the room. Horrible flies with big green eyes and large heads.  They flew around the room in swarms  drinking from the blood pools that  were forming in the room.  Vanessa had enough of this, this was impossible, she had to get out of the room.  She closed her eyes and reached out  to grabbed the door knob.   As she did she remembered her severed finger that Adam had taken off earlier. She clenched her teeth in sudden  agony while her fingers wrapped themselves around the door knob.  Her finger began to bleed from the  strain of opening the door.  


   


She screamed in misery and dismay as  the door opened up.  On the other side was nothing, nothing but a wall.  In the wall there was nothing.  There were no faces, no paintings,  not a single thing.  Just a dirty old paneled wall.  She slammed the door shut ,enraged, she began to scream bloody murder at the walls.   Blood had dripped from the face while it had been opened and had ran down the wall.  The swarms of  flies had all collected at a pool of blood by the window.  Vanessa began to turn and spin around the room frantically in search of a way out, any way out that would get her away from this damned  house. The window was still shattered, she thought she could crawl out of it.  Approaching the  window  hesitantly she peered outside.  It was a straight drop down a couple of stories.  At the ground below she saw  several stakes in the ground.  One had a small dog impailed upon it. The stake went through  under it’s neck and out of it’s cranium.  The pointy tip of the stake was purely visible and so was the blood that stained it.   A grim expression crossed her face and she turned away from the window.  Jumping from it could result in her own impaling.   She searched the room even more frantic than before.  Not noticing that she had been standing in the puddle of blood by the window.   When she felt the delicate touch of a fly crawl about her  shins she began to scream again. Swarming around her bare feet now, they began to bit at her ankles and toes. The blood bubbled up between her toes and her toenails became stuffed with it.  She jumped back away from the  bloody puddle.   When she backed away she brushed against the wall and felt something press into her back.  She spun around and searched the wall expecting the worst and instead for a change found the best.  It was a handle that opened a chute into a laundry or trash deposit.  Either way, it was a way out and she was willing to try anything at this moment. She pulled open the handle, it was cold in her sweaty palms, and yanked  it open.  Several moths fluttered out from the dark tunnel and one bumped her face leaving it’s dusty on her lip.  She spat even though none of the powder had gotten in her mouth.    She stared at the dark salvation she had discovered, and knew it was her only method of escape from this nighmare manifestation of a mansion.  About this time her thoughts of despair were interrupted by the loud screech of some animal.  She spun away from the laundry chute and stared at the window sill. The crimson’s curtains flapped about on either side of the shattered window, and a large crow was now perched on the window sill.   His  blackened feathers held  scarlet chains of blood. The strands of the red fluid dripped off it’s feathers and ran down the window to join the puddles of blood there.  She shivered in fear and disgust at the sight of the bird.  The crow was not  complete with his presentation of terror. It’s beak opened wide and  it dropped a bloody finger.  The finger landed with a “spat”  in the pool of blood on the floor.  Then a fat white maggot began to crawl out of the crow’s left eye.  It pushed the  bird’s eye aside as it wriggled out and blood began to squeeze out from around the eye.  Finally the maggot popped out of the bird’s eye and so did the eye.  The crow immediately swarmed downward to fetch the maggot as a meal, but instead devoured it’s on eye.  The maggot did just as the  finger did-fell into the lake of crimson.  It squirmed around untill it was drowned in the blood.  The flies surrounded it.  Vanessa had seen enough to convince her that the  chute was a better off place to be.  She climbed, hoisting her feet in first to slide down.   When she was all the way inside, she realized the old chute was to dry  for her slide down.  It was covered in dust and was as slick as a sheet of sandpaper.  Slowly she started her crawl down.  Pulling with the heels of her feet, going down and down.  The further she went the less light there was.  The surrounding walls were made of a smooth wood, it was too dark to tell what kind.  The tunnel sloped down but it was so gradual  you’d have barely noticed it.  Her heart made more noise than anything, even her heavy breathing from exhaustion and the lack of fresh air was no match for the thundering of each heartbeat.  Her skin crawled all over itself from fear, she began to cry and did not know why.  The stress she figured.   Unaware of even how long she had been missing from society.  How come no one knew she was missing?

Chapter VI

           Detective  Kane Carnson read over his papers, taking in every word of the file.  

           October 29 2002

           Classified Files  File #: 13760

            I spoke with some people at the Pitch Black nightclub this evening.  They all knew the missing victim.  Vannesa D.   Valstien.   She seemed to be a superstar of the joint, nightly stripping routines and from  the interviewees she knew what the hell she was doing.  Unfortunately no one remember seeing her leave that night.  No one remembered much of anything that night…it was very strange.  Most blamed it on to much to drink, but I think  there is more to it than just alcohol.  It’s a natural intuition of mine to know these things.   These people don’t remember a thing and yet  I found a broken que stick?  A know this stick didn’t just break from to many shots, it was a brand new stick.  Even  Sam O’Rallen, the owner,  told me he just bought them.  The way the stick had been broken would hint that it was used in a brawl.  The funny thing is, no one remembers a brawl that night.  

         Extension to file #: 13760

              Seems a couple of the local boys from Pitch Black disappeared.  They were overheard discussing plans on getting revenge on that  shark.  O’Rallen  quoting one of them saying” That sunsvua bitch owes me for some doctor bills.”  The only connection I can make to this and stripper is the brawl in the club.  Those doctor bills could have been the result of that broken pool stick.  Those men left the club and haven’t been seen since.    It was brought to my attention when Clint Cougar’s wife, Eliza called the station today.  I believe these men are somehow connected to the disappearance of Vanessa  Valstien.

                 Barry pulled the car into the edge of the woods and killed the engine with a jerk of the key.  The illumination  from the car lights were now gone and left him and Jessica in the dark.   

“What  are we doing?”  Jessica asked in a nervous voice because she already knew the answer.  Barry simply smiled a wicked grin at her and then popped open the door.  He quickly  made his way to the back and unlocked the trunk where he removed a large blanket.   

“Stay in the car,babe. I’m gonna’ go find us a real nice spot.”  He chuckled an started walking towards the woods. Jessica was left alone in the car, and was shivering due to the lack of clothing she had worn and from the nervousness of the situation her beauty had gotten her into.  She reached over and  turned the key slightly to get the radio to crank on.  


Barry had walked a little ways into the woods when he suddenly had the urge to take a leak.  He thought about just saving it for his girl, but then decided he couldn’t wait that long.  He dropped the blanket and went  to stand behind a tree.  He began to relieve himself and listen to the sound of the crickets, then  it knocked him in the head that there were no sounds of crickets.  He zipped his pants back up and turned arround to look about.  There was no sound at all.  

“Jesus Christ you big scared dumbass, who cares about crickets.”  He walked back to find where he had laid the blanket.  He found it, it seemed to have been moved a little.  He decided it was just his mind playing tricks on him and he smiled when he bent down to pick it up.  A  sharp pain pierced  the back of his hand and then his palm.  He stared in disbelief at the pike through his hand. He followed it up with his eyes to meet the cold stare of a man in a black medieval executioner’s outfit.  The man pulled back the mask of his costume to reveal his entire face now.  

“Trespassing is punishable by death in some countries.”  He smiled. Barry began to cry from the pain of the  sharp weapon pinning his hand to the ground.  

“What  in the name of  Jesus Christ are you doing!”  Barry screamed.   

“Not a big a boy as you thought you were, huh?   Well, I guess trespassing is  punishable by death here to, just not legally.”   Adam removed the pike from the boy’s hand.  Barry backed away and ran into a tree.  Adam  threw the  spear-like projectile at the boy and it pierced his heart and he slumped against the tree.  Adam fetched the spear and carved the boy’s face up with the pointy end of it.   He then licked the blood from the same sharp end.  




Jessica was laid back in the passenger’s seat listening to the local pop station, wondering what was taking Barry so long.  She thought she heard something and her weary eyes popped wide open  and scanned the perimeter of the vehicle.   The radio burst into static and the went dead.  She leaned forward and saw the antenna had been ripped from the car’s hood.   She began to search frantically for Barry, and  as she went to open the door his head rolled down the front window and landed at the base staring in at her with dead cold, bloody face.  She began to scream and  the window to her right shattered and the door fell open and she landed on the ground.  A  boot stomped down on her hair and she was fastened to the ground.  A hand that probably belonged to the master of the boot grabbed her hair and pulled her to her feet holding her off the ground.  The man wore  black, she thought it looked pretty out of style by her standards.  She was weeping from the pain of her beautiful hair.  

“Another little bitch in heat, eh?”  the man snorted.  He  shoved her to the ground where she found the blanket and the  headless body of Barry.  She could only close her eyes and scream in hopes someone would here her.  But no one did.  Adam had her clothes ripped from her body in a matter of seconds.  He shoved her to the ground, where Jessica discovered the blanket and even the headless body of lover.  Adam forced her onto her knees.   She was slightly over Barry’s  mid section, and she felt the impossible erection of his dead sex.  Then she felt the man’s hand pushed her down.  Barry’s supernatural erect tool penetrated her virgin cunt.    Pain shot up through her body, and blood seeped out like a natural lubricant.  Even though her mind was screamin in extreme freakish dread, her body was beyond her control.  She felt the same unmistakable  shudder surge through her body as when she had caused it herself dozens of times before.   She was having an orgasm.   As she screamed in both mortal terror and  erotic pleasure, she heard the sound of ripping.   Her head hung low she saw  Barry’s stomach began to tear open as maggots began crawling out of it.  They were emerging like worms out of the earthen soil.   Cloaked in blood and internal fluids, they wiggled out and squirmed around.  She leaned back to escape the hideous things and she felt Barry’s  cock break loose and she hit the ground.   Looking first at the body, she saw that Barry’s scrotum was leaking blood upon the ground and maggots   writhed out of it, like a sworm of insects out of a nest.   Jessica was about to scream, but the sudden realization that her dead lover’s erect  sex was inside her, crawling into her,  like a  living entity searching for something.  She fell flat  on her back.   The dead  prick squirmed up inside of her untill it reached her young womb.  She felt the pain as it began to change inside of her.  Adam watched as he leaned against the tree, his own massive, pale  hard-on throbbing in his hand as he watched the  scene of mad erotica unfold before him.  He watched as a bloody, placenta covered baby ripped out of it’s mother’s stomach.  Crying as it’s lungs inhaled the foul odor of death and decay.    It’s moth opened wide as it hungered for it’s first meal.   Adam released his load of bloody cum into unnatural baby’s gapping mouth.   It swallowed accepting the worm, crimson cream.  Jessica, still breathing, but dizzy, and almost unconscious from the massive blood lost of her womb and stomach being ripped open, tasted some of the bloody jism as it dripped from her offspring’s mouth and chin.   

“You want some too, eh bitch?”  Adam grinned kneeling down beside her. He stuffed his cock into her mouth and she began to gag for breathe as he rammed the back of her throat.    He spewed another load of bloody sperm into her mouth and she chocked on it, swallowing most of it while some oozed out  from between her lips.   She collapsed and closed her eyes.   Adam took the baby, and took a bite out of it’s  face.  Licking the bloody placenta from it’s body.  He laid the baby across the car’s hood.  Taking out a large pocket knife, he began to flay the baby alive.  Skinning it like a small animal.  The baby cried and screamed, but Adam continued shedding the  new born’s delicate epidermis.  He would devour some of it, while  licking the blade clean as well.   When the baby was completely skinned and dead, he opened the car’s hood and placed the body on the burning out  engine.   Then closed the hood.   He walked back to Jessica.  She was almost dead, just the perfect time to rape a young girl……

                Clint sat the music box onto the statue’s out stretched hands.  Immediately the eerie music begant  to play as the demented dancer followed the rhythm.   The gargoyle began to move and slide away from the wall, at the same time it revolved  so that it’s back faced him.  On the back was a compartment holding a small key, a skeleton key. Clint no longer worried about the blood and the  all present  bizarreness of the whole place, snatching the key and getting the hell out was his only thought.  He did just that, taking the key and for the first time notcing the door that had been behind the statue.  It was like something out of a mystery novel.   They key fit the door’s rust speckled, bronze door knob.  He opened the door, and found another door.  It also was locked, and the key opened it.  It creaked open into a small space where he yet again found another door.  He stepped inside the space and the door behind him slammed shut. 

“No turning back now, gotta’ get the heck outa’ here.”   He unlocked the final door and it presented a flight of stairs that led downward in a sort of spiral.  He could see the flickering of lights beyond the first spiral.  There must have been candles lighting the passage.  He would have hesitated  during any other time, but  his desperate desire to escape with his life and leave this place forbid him from turning back to the slammed door.  He did not even want to know if that door could be unlocked from this side.  So he forced himself down the stairs, flung himself into the darkness.  It was slightly cooler in the passage than the other rooms.  The steps were made of stone, carved right through the walls of the corridor.   Fetching another cigarette he lit up a joint and began to smoke his way down.   He found the first candle that was flickering off light. It was sitting inside a cubby hole in the wall exclusively for the purpose in which it was serving.   He decided to bring this candle with him in case he found a lack of them later downwards.  The candle was about a foot long and had an iron  cylindrical grip that fit into a hollow  tube.  He removed it and held it by the iron  pipe-like-holder.   Descending the stairwell was not going to be an easy task, he could tell that now.   Taking one step at a time and every step making that same old “thomp..thomp..thomp..thomp”   He thought the sound would drive him crazy, then he thought the silence excluding his footsteps would drive him crazy.  He never expected the painting on the wall to send him over the  ledge of sanity.  The canvas was a  depiction of a man in  silhouette.   He was walking down a flight of stairs, a torch light in the background was the only  bright color on the entire picture, and even it was a dull orangish-puke yellow blend.  The man’s face was distorted in pain, and a knife was burried in his chest.   The detailed and realism of the blood seeping out of the wound and the shimmer of the torch light on the silver blade sent chills down  Clint’s spine.  He began to try and seek logic within  his mind that was under pressure from the fright.  The picture was obviously a cruel joke for anyone who came down the stairs.  He had almost convinced himself of that untill the red paint of the blood began to run down the canvas and drip to the floor making a “splat” that was to realistic to blame illusion.  The shimmer of the  torch on the blade seem to shiver, and the torch itself seemed to dance with a rude mocking toward Clint.  He began to scream and ran from the picture.  He tripped over something that laid in the path and tumbled down the stairwell. .  



Vanessa had crawled down the laundry chute pulling herself further along with her  bare heels.  She had never known laundrty chutes could be so long.  This one extended forever and ever.  She was in pitch darkness the entire time.  It had been atleast thirty minutes since she had gotten in the tunnel when she reached to obstacle in her way.  It was a sack of something, or maybe a bundle of clothing.  She couldn’t really tell what is was, even after being in the dark so long, her eyes had not focused.  She was able to lean forward some what, reaching down she began to push with her hands at the blockade.  Her hands felt along the cloth material, outlining the  obscure structure.  Her hands finally reached a recognizable shape-a head.  She began to scream, not much came out though due to the lack of voice power she had left from all the previous screaming.  She managed to scream enough that the lack of oxygen in the chute caused her to black out.  





Adam opened the door and stepped back into his house.  His clothes splattered with blood stains, but his anger of loosing his previous captive was somewhat at rest for the moment.  He knew she was still in the house somewhere, and now, he had trespasser somewhere in the house.  They wold both most likely end up dead before he found them, which by now that was fine with him.  He looked at the paintings on the wall to the right.




One was of a great sprawling mansion with elaborate architecture.  A steeple  reached up to heaven, and   Victorian style windows decorated the walls.   




Another picture showed a beautiful woman dressed in an evening gown, her eyes wide with joy and anticipation for something lovely to happen.  The red gown flowed down her body like a glowing aura of magic.  Making her look like a goddess who’s mastery was lust.   Adam smiled and turned away, not taking a look at the other picture.   He hurried off into the dinning room, where he pulled up a chair and collapsed.  He retrieved a cigarette from a  glass in the center of the table.  He lit the cig in a cinnamon apple incense candle.  He smelled the sweet and spicy scent of the candle’s aroma, while puffing on the cancer-stick..  He hadn’t seen that bitch since around noon, and expected she had gotten herself killed somewhere in the house.  And now it occurred to him that he had another rat wondering loose in the maze.  He reached out and placed his fingers on a cold glass plate.  The plate was covered with a dome shaped metallic covering.  He slipped the cover off and displayed the fillets of finely sliced meat.  Taking one of them he began to chew slowly on the delicate piece of meat.  After  the mass of food had slid down his throat, he stood up, knocking the rest of the cig out on the  ash tray that laid on the table.  Without another moments delay he proceeded to the kitchen, the double doorway at the end of the table led there.  He pushed his way into the room and directly afterwards went to the counter near the sink.  The water turned itself own and he began to cleanse his hands, wiping the blood stains from his cold flesh.   Then he went to the fridge and removed a bottle of whiskey. 

“You crazy bitch, you won’t make it out of this damn house.  Not over my dead body.” He grinned and began chugging the liquor down..

                 Clint landed at the base of the stairwell and hadn’t broken any bones.  He was in a basement….or more like a dungeon.  It was an underground chamber whatever it was.   The air had become  much cooler and a scent of what could only be compared to spoiled fruit filled the room.  The stairs ended at a stone archway that had two torches burning on either side of it.  He was begging to feel more shaken up and freaked out  ever moment he was there.  He stepped out into the large room, the floor was bare soil and the walls were carved  from the earth.  He took in the surroundings and saw that in some parts of the wall there were twisted, gnarled faces etched into the stone.   It appeared to be a circular  room, and torches  cast light upon giving it the clarity of pure daylight.  Though it felt somewhere like a minute after midnight.  Clint had never been more creeped out in his life and was about ready to  piss his pants.   In the center of the  chamber was a collection of torches aligned in a circle around what appeared to be a  rectangular box on a  raised pedestal.  Curiosity got the best of his simple mind and so he foolishly approached it. Subconsciously knowing all alone what it was, but the reality of everything was blurred by the abstractness of it even being real.   He was correct, it was a casket.  A black, fine looking coffin, with an elegant golden stripe painted down the sides of it.   A rose was drawn into the center of the lid, and wrote under the rose was the words:  “Even The Most Beautiful Rose Can Bleed”

Clint was unexplainably compelled to open the lid…and his hands clutched at the edges raising it high over his head and back behind the coffin.  He gasped, both at what he had done and what he found.  A body was inside the coffin!  An elderly man with gray, bristly facial hair, and neatly combed back gray  hair.  

“What in the hell is this doing down here?!”  Clint began to scream to himself. “Who the hell is this guy, what the hell is he doing! Sunsuva bitch!  He’s a goddamn psycho! I’m going to kill his ass, and fed him to the  fucking fish!”

Clint looked down at the poor old man in the coffin. “What a sicko!” he thought.  He was about the close the lid, when the man’s eyes popped open revealing black slit pupils, like a reptile’s eyes.  His lips parted to display the rows of sharp canines.  

“Oh my God!  What in the Hell is going on here!’  A yellowish glob of fluid began to seep from the man’s parted lips.  It smelt of rotten meat and eggs combined.  Clint began puking up his own stomach linings and acid all over the ground.  He turned to flee, run from the  casket man, but the man grabbed Clint by the back of the arm.  Clint turned around and began screaming franticly. 

“lettmee goo! You piece of shit, you let me the hell go!”  He tore away from the man’s grip and stumbled forward falling down on his knees.  He looked over his shoulders to see the old man pushing himself up and out of the coffin.  

“No you bastard! Stay the fuck inside that coffin!” Clint jumped to his feet in astonishing speed and ran towards the  corpse lumbering out of the coffin.   The old man didn’t have much coordinates because he fell out of the coffin and landed on the ground.  Clint began thrusting the tip of his boot into the man’s rib cage and neck.  There was the satisfying feel of his feet sinking into the flesh and the moaning of the man.  He was killing the man. He then took a steady aim and put all his might into it, kicking the man right in  back of his head.  The head  popped off and smacked into the stone pedestal where the coffin was.   Clint turned his back on the  gory scene.   Not noticing the snake-like tendrils that seeped out of the severed neck.  The chest area began to rip open as a bloody overly grown insect’s head peeped out.  It was covered in blood, looking like a new born, deformed baby.   It had  a long snout like appendage with two slits on the tip for breathing.  It  was licking at the blood with a hollowed  out, narrow tongue.  It’s huge bug eyes were located on the top of it’s head, one on either side.  It looked something like a mantis.  

          Clint could only stare in stark-horror and amazement at what  unfolded before him.  A gruesome scene of metamorphosis.  The corp’s arms began to shed the flesh and form exoskeleton appendage with spiny edges and tipped off with pincers.   This was not happening.  This was totally impossible!  There was no way a corps could move, and there was no fucking hell way a corpse could change into a giant insect.  But it  was happening right there in front of him.   The flesh melted away and was replaced with a new form. The form of a bug.  He became frozen to the ground in absolute fear, suddenly realizing he was unable to move even when he sent the message to his muscles.  Everything went a little blurry and the mantis-creature leaped onto his face digging itself into his flesh, ripping him to shreds from the inside.  Clint was screaming in pain and desperation knowing he was about to die.  And everything went black.  



His eyes flashed open to a a lighted room, and then he slammed them shut again.  Opening then up again, blinking a few more times.  He  finally focused on the room.  He was lying on a table, a cold metal table.  A large dome light was hanging from the ceiling above.  Adamas stepped  up beside the table.  

“This isn’t a hotel, boy.”  He was holding a pair of scissors and  flexing them  with his thumb and index finger.  

Chapter 8  



Detective Kane Carnson had found enough information to get a good start on the case.  Some people from the club had mentioned a man that Vanessa had left with the last night she’d been seen.  Some others mentioned  some guys who were sore about a lost game of pool to  Vanessa’s escort.  Seems one of those sore men had followed the man and Vanessa to his place and a couple days later they  all went looking for  a refund on that pool game.  Hadn’t been seen since then.  That was a good start, it was his only start he thought.  Word had passed around the club that the man’s house was out in the middle of nowhere, somewhere on the outskirts of town.  That was just great, he’d have to go out to Green Acres looking for  some  mystery man, a stripper and some  pisses gamblers.   




He flipped through the radio stations untill he found a nice easy listen rock station that was playing one of those old Eagle’s songs.   He’d been driving for at least ten minutes down a deserted highway and hadn’t seen the slightest sight of an established home.  Nothing but a blur of  pines, oaks and variety of weeds.   He would need to find something soon, or it would be night and his advantage of light would be lost.   Crusing along, he spotted a convertible parked along the side of the road.  Only teens would be driving one of those out here, although he guessed driving wasn’t their main priority right now.   Sliding his old-man’s, cream colored, Oldsmobile into the graveled  roadside, he killed the engine and popped the door open.    He  pulled on his old detective hat, one of those rounded leather hats, and holstered a sidearm into his hip.   

“Sir! Over here sir!”  he heard a male voice call out.  He turned to look at the edge of the woods towards the back of the car.   Approaching them, he saw they looked a little distraught.  

“What seems to be the problem, kids?” he asked suspiciously of them. 

“Our friends, they’re missing, and we can’t find them!”  the young boy screamed even though he was only  a few feet from Kane.  

“What were they doing out this way? And how long they been missing?” he asked interested now, maybe there was some connection to this and the other disappearances. 

  “It’s..it’s the hang out spot. Ya know, man? The place..”

“They were out here fucking, is that what you  mean?’  

“Umm, Yeah.”     Detective Kane looked out onto the woods.  If those two teenagers had been out here, they’d probably have gone to the woods.  He had once been young himself and knew that if he had sweet, innocent girl in his car, he’d head for the woods for some privacy.  He  walked into the edge of the forest, and at first had no idea which way to go first.  So he just guessed and slanted to the right.   It didn’t take long  after walking for him to began to smell that familiar  scent of death.  The worst was coming to his mind.  It was probably his missing kids….
