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‘’ In every man sleeps a prophet, and when he wakes there is a little more evil in the world.’’   

Emil Cioran   

















 






PROLOGUE   

ODE TO THE WORLD   




This  world...  contains  things  that  your  regular  folk  just considers myth or a hoax, itś a world full of eye candy... 

Nobody can deny that:   

From Imponent deserts to sprawling prairies, gigantic snowy mountains, majestic woodlands, oppressive tropical rainforests, evergreen swamps and freezing tundra. 

But beneath and above all that eye candy lies macabre dangers, that may be waiting for the careless traveller in every street corner, hanging from trees, inside unexplored caverns, maybe even an abandoned holy church, don´t be surprised, you don´t know half of the things that could happen inside a holy place. 





















  



``The  thing  that  hath  been,  it  is  that  which  shall  be;  and 

that which is done is that which shall be done: and there is 

no new thing under the sun.``   

Solomon   




CHAPTER I   

OX   




An Ox eats away peacefully at a pile of straw that was stacked up for the harsh mountain winter, it looks up at a trio of villagers curiously as they approach the fence, when theyŕe inside of it, the animal alarmed runs away to the other side of the fenced area. 



-  Quick! Get him! - One screams. 

-  The leash! 



A villager gives chase with the laço while the other two block the OXś only way out of its closure. After some futile struggle, the laço is thrown into the air landing right on target. 

They guide him a few miles making pull on a small wagon filled with supplies, the animal blissfully unaware of what awaits him, theyŕe dragging him into an underground prison, as they make their way inside glowing eyes follow their figures from the darkness. 

Finally, they reach a larger cell, as they do so multiple pair of arms with pale hands that feature long sharp nails reach hungrily for them. 

 

So, they had the OX into a small tunnel that leads to the side of the cell, while one of them stays behind and produces a piece of meat from the small wagon and throws it onto the other end of the room to ease the pressure on the side door, immediately the glowing red points had been staring thought the metal bars give away to the darkness as they turn their backs to the metal barns running in the direction of the meat. 

Inside  the  tunnel  the  bull  squirms  while  the  duo  pushes  it forward, itś as if it knows what awaits him on the other side. 

Using a metal rod with a hook attached to its far end, one of the villagers unlocks the door and pushes it open, they proceed to give the OX a final push and close the metal door behind him, locking it as quickly as they can. 

The men watched thought a small window found at the upper centre of the door as thosè`THINGS`` jump on top of the animal, the poor beast can´t do much more than whimper in pain... 





















  












CHAPTER II   

THREE BROTHERS   






Under the torrid sun lies a prison in the middle of a plain surrounded  by  desertic  plateau,  orange-coloured  mesas,  it was a quiet afternoon the slow-moving wind carried sand that annoyed  the  prison  guards  as  they  carried  out  their surveillance duties. 

Inside  a  dark  cell  three  inmates  gather  themselves  at  its most isolated corner sitting down and whispering among them while trying to act naturally. 

-  Did you finish it Juarez? 

-  Si... Carlos got it inside his shoes... 

-  Bueno... so time to put my plan into action... 

-  Gonzalez (The leader) says while grinning conspiratorially. 

After a few dozen minutes itś lunch time so an unfriendly looking  guard  places  three  barely  edible  looking  soups  in the ground near the cell bars. 

The aforementioned trio were known as the Salinas brothers. 

The  brothers  take  the  bows  and  eat  for  some  moments  until Gonzales whispers. 

 

-  Ok amigo hit me... 

Carlos does as heś told and they engage in à`fight`óver the food. 

-  You dropped my soup puto! 

-  You took my POLLO! 

The guard notices the commotion and frowns while approaching the cell bars. 

-  Hijos de puta! Cut it out before we beat you to a pulp! 

Despite the warnings they don´t stop their mock quarrel, so the  guard  in  charge  Senor  Emiliano  gestures  to  two  guards that were patrolling the corridors, and the three men enter the cell, armed with paddy whackers ready for a beating. 



After  a  good  two  minutè`correction``,  Gonzalez  falls  onto his  knees,  despite  his  position  his  usual  sassy  behaviour doesn´t fail to show itself as he lifts both his arms, blood oozing out of the corners of his mouth. 

-  OK! OK! We got the message now... no... no... not quite yet 

– He chuckles – Is that all you got!? - he flashes a smug grin showing his bloody teeth. 

Emiliano  gets  enraged  by  his  display  of  defiance  and  lifts his  paddy  high  up  in  the  air  and  swings  it  down  with  full force aiming at the inmate. 

Right before the weapon is about to hit its target, Gonzalez grabs it and uses it as an impulse to plunge himself up and forward  and  cuts  Emilianoś  throat  with  the  shiva,  the  man immediately  drops  his  weapon  and  both  his  hands  go  to  grab the severed neck in a futile attempt to stop the blood from flying out of his arteries like a geyser, as Emiliano falls 

  



to his knees, Gonzales acts more quickly and throws his shiva at  the  seconds  guard  as  he  was  taking  out  his  revolver  the sharp  improvised  weapon  penetrates  his  throat  deeply  and Juarez  lunges  at  him  punching  his  in  the  jaw  launching  his onto the ground, so he takes the knife out of the squirming man and finishes the bloody job by stabbing him multiple times in the chest in ferocious succession. 

Carlos wasn´t so lucky when he tried to tackle the third guard in  the  precinct,  who  acted  faster  than  him  taking  his  .38 

short  nosed  revolver  off  his  holster  before  grabbing  Carlos in a choke holder, aiming the gun just above his ear. 

Then  he  goes  ahead  to  point  the  gun  at  Juarez  whoś  still knelling next to the body of the second unfortunate guard. 

-  Get away from his puto! Hands up!! - He says visibly nervous as he tries to get control of the dire situation. 

Juarez gets on his feet and raises his hands high above his head in ``surrender``. 

Then  the  distraught  guard  aims  at  Gonzalez  whoś  already aiming at him with the revolver snatched from the first guard holster seeing no other choice, the desperate man points back at Carloś ear. 

-  Drop it! Drop it! Or I will shoot your friend! 

Gonzalez  aim  doesn´t  wave  one  centimetre,  such  perseverance surprises the guard more than he would like to admit. 

-  I-I thought you were friends!? 

-  We are... brothers... 

Carlos  closes  his  eyes  in  anticipation  for  whatever  was  to come, finally Gonzalez pulls the trigger and to his brothers surprise the guardś grip loosen up followed by a loud THUD. 

 

Carlos looks at his own hands as if surprised at still being alive, he them looks up at Gonzalez smiling. 

-  You got him! 

-  Of  course,  I  did  hermano!  -  He  replies  trying  to  sound confident  and  sassy  as  usual,  but  the  truth  is  his  also surprised at him own feat. 



After a moment they hear loud whistling in the distance, the whole  prison  has  been  alerted  because  of  the  gunfire.  So, they  hastily  make  their  way  outside  the  cell  holding  the stolen revolvers. 

-  Carlos! Cover us! 

Carlos  nods  and  fires  at  four  guards  that  approach  by  the corridor  to  their  left  and  proceeds  to  open  several  cells using Emilianoś prison key with trembling hands. 



-  Rapido rapido Cabron!  - The inmates shout from inside the cells. 



The prisoners flock into the corridor and arms themselves with anything  they  could  get,  broken  table  legs  and  even  some paddy’s  that  hanged  from  the  prison  walls  and  soon  they fighting approaching guards, screams and gunfire can be heard as Carlos runs up the stairs to the encounter of his brothers in the upper level of the prison. 

A few dozen meters from there a sniper grips his rifle tightly in an observation tower, the unforgiving sun makes the scope shine like a star itself, a drop of sweat rolls its way down his olive-skinned forehead and just when heś about to pull 

  



the trigger it falls on his eyes making him fire a half blind shot that lands on Carlos's shoulder. 

-  Carlos!? 

Carlos groans in pain before answering. 

-  I´m fine! Vamonos. 

The  trio  exchange  some  fire  with  the  federales  down  at  the patio, but soon they have to the deal with the incoming horde of enraged prisoners. 

Gonzalez looks down across from the prison walls and to his joy  he  spots  a  group  of  horses  conveniently  protected  from the sun by a large stall, stretched out by wood beams. 

-  This is our way out hermanos! 

As Carlos and Gonzales take some space to jump, Juarez gets behind the medium sized prison wall overlooking the patio to provide suppression fire. 

After  a  short  sprint  Carlos  and  Gonzales  land  on  the  tent sliding  thought  it  to  the  hot  sandy  ground,  not  the  most comfortable landing but enough to keep them alive, soon they rise to their feet after some uncomfortable groans and run to the horses that are scared and mistrustful of them potential riders. 



-  Come on Juarez jump! - Gonzalez screams. 

Just  as  Juarez  makes  his  jump  a  bullet  travels  from  the observation tower hitting his head making his brain in pieces and  making  his  body  spin  before  hitting  the  ground  with  a loud Thud followed by the rosy pieces of his brain. 

 

-  Hijos de putaaa! - Screams an enraged Gonzalez as the prison gateś  being  to  open  with  a  whining  nose  of  rusted  binds revealing  the  Federales,  so  he  gets  Juarez  revolver  from the  ground  combining  with  the  power  of  his  own  and  makes bullets rain on the gate hitting several men. 

The  duo  gets  on  their  horses  and  speeds  up  for  their  very Life’s and cut thought the desert making the yellowish dust fly on their trail. 

Carlos  is  losing  plenty  of  blood  from  his  shoulder  injury while doing his best to hold on to his horse with is good arm, his vision begins to fade to black as he drifts in and out of consciousness. 

-  You go on ahead Gonzalez... 

-  Que passa?! 

-  I´m a goner. 

The duo stops stop their horses for a moment and Carlos jumps off his ride holding his while his gripping his revolver. 

-  No, you won´t! 

-  Yes,  I  will  –  Carlos  points  his  revolver  at  his  brother struggling to even keep his eye open. - Ride! - He orders. 

With  some  reluctance  Gonzalez  kicks  his  horse  into  gallop, tears swell up in his eyes as he leaves his brother behind but he refuses to them roll. 

Carlos takes shelter behind a rock with extra effort because of his wound, waiting for the approach of the FEDERALES, when they  appear  in  his  field  of  view  he  hides,  so  they  come closer. 

When he senses the ground trembling slightly, he gets up and unload his revolver until it goes CLICK CLICK CLICK. 

  



All  the  while  Gonzalez  makes  a  lot  of  distance  from  his pursuers, but the distant blast of rifles leaves him with no doubt that the last one of his brothers was taken down... 

When the sun starts to set, his horse is too tired to go on, in  a  moment  of  compassion,  he  gets  off  the  animal  removes his saddle and pats his back. 

-  Gracias amigo!... Go on now. 

The horse looks in his eyes for a brief moment before walking away slowly and disappearing behind the long shadows of the rocky terrain cast by the sunset. 

Gonzalez  rests  his  head  on  the  saddle  that  he  set  up  as  a pillow inside a small cave. 

Ind the middle of the night heś awaken from his slumber by some suspicious noises, as his eyes get used to the darkness, he  sees  moving  silhouettes  approaching  the  surroundings  of the cave in the nearby rock formations. 

-  Gonzalez! Come out or youŕe a dead man! 

As  the  moonlight  shines  upon  the  once  strange  faces  he recognizes them, they were called LOS LOBOS. The most famous bounty hunting group in Mexicali. 

He grips his revolver tightly one last time but decides on finally surrendering himself to his fate, he has walked on a tortuous path for too long. 

He throws his revolver out of the small cave and raises his arms above his head... 







 














CHAPTER II    

MAXIMILLIAN ``MAX`ÀTTERBURY   






REPUBLICAN TIME NEWSPAPER ISSUE N 220   

HIRING INVESTIGATORS TO IMPERIAL BUIDING   

MADAN AXFORD a 70s something lady has fallen ill and has been showing disturbing behaviour, her worried helpers already have tried the help of the church but to no avail. 

Max sits in a wooden box that reads SILVER CARTRIDGES MADE 

IN MEXICALLI while reading with great concentration. Itś a small clearance in the woods mostly made of sparse century old oak trees as Burns tries to catch fish with sharpened stick in a small clear pound, he tries once making a loud SPLASH as the alerted fish swim away   

-  Shit! - he utters, Max scoffs in annoyance. 

-  Quit it will ya? 

-  I´m bloody hungry. - Burns retorts as Max sighs. 

  



-  Weŕe almost reaching the post... 

-  What are you reading anyway? 

-  Some request for investigators. 

-  You know we don´t do that kind of work... 

-  The pay is good... some retired plantation owner... 

-  I´m all ears – Burns grins. 



Without further do they mount their trusted steeds and gallop in the direction of the town centre, itś a mid-sized town with around a hundred thousand citizens and quite lively if compare to towns in the prairie surrounding regions, soon they approach the residence of the madam, that happens to be wine coloured brick apartment building of some seven stores, which makes it by far the tallest building in town, neon signs adorned the side of the building. 

GIRLS GIRLS GIRLS GIRLS (ONE READ WITH THE   

FIGURE OF A WOMAN RAISING ONE LEG IN A  PROVACATIVE 

MOVE)   

Max lights a cigarette as he dismounts his ride and BURNS 

follows him as they make their way to the second floor, the building isn´t in its best days being a few dozen years old. 

They knock at a door that itś losing its paint. A young maid perhaps in her late 10s answers it, opening the door slowly. 

-  Weŕe... uh... - Max starts but Burns takes the lead. 

-  We read the papers about the investigation job. 

 

The maidś cheek colour red slightly. 

-  Oh... please come in... 

The duo enters but stand at the entrance a bit wary. 

-  Please  follow  me...  we  didn´t  thought  anyone  would  accept this job. 

Burns signals ```ladies first`` with a wave and a small smirk, Max sighs before following her. 

-  (CLEARS THROAT) so... when did all started. - Max asks. 

-  Well, one morning madam woke up with a weird small wound in her neck, at first, we thought it might be mosquitoes you know?  Quite  common  around  these  parts  till  autumn  but  in the  next  days...  -  She  looks  around  as  if  scared  someone might hear her as they stay in a corridor lit by yellow gas lamps. 

-  It's ok you can talk to us – Max says reassuringly. 

-  Well... madam started acting... strange... erratically you know, she always has been quite active despite her age but suddenly  she  started  to  become  reclusive  and  her  usually kind personality turned defensive... 

Max seems confused, his face frowns. 

-  What do you mean? 

-  Well... she started collecting strange things... 

-  You´ve got to be more specific than that – Burns adds. 

-  Like... - The maid thinks with her small hand grasping her chin - ... shiny things... 

  



-  I think thatś enough letś see her (It was not nearly enough his fake confident tone masked that well, a perk of having experience one might say)    

The maid stops for a moment as she remembers something. 



-  And please remember not to get anything out of place, she has grown to really hate that... 



Max  nods  while  Burns  sighs  grumpily,  they  walk  a  few  more meters before a fairly spacious room with a coupleś bed in the centre, the old lady is laying covered up to her hips, apparently sleeping. 

-  HECK... what are these... - Burns points at her forehead as he  approaches  but  heś  stopped  by  Max  who  follows  his partners fingers. 

-  These huh... they appeared this morning... 

-  What? You should have told us earlier... this seems serious! 

- What  is  serious?  (coughs)  you  come  into  my  apartment... 

the  one  me  and  my  beloved  bought  together  and  withstand disease  and  war  together...  (coughs)  now  tell  me  what  is serious... 

-  Maàm we´ve come to help. 

-  Help!? I don´t need any help... you intruders and these... 

maids  always  trying  to  get  at  me...    everyone  is  against me! 

-  We  shouldn't  have  taken  this  job  after  all...  letś  just get her to an insane asylum and be gone! 

 

-  Hey, whatś going on? - An older maid intrudes from another room. 

Chaos  ensued  for  some  moments  with  Burns  and  the  Madame exchanging insults that would be expected of Burns but not an old lady. 

But Burns suddenly falls silent as he feels something on his arm, he looks down at it curious and a bit startled, itś a spider crawling up his arm, sheś coloured red and black in strings,  without  thinking  further  he  slaps  it,  sending  her to the ground and stomping it one time killing it. 

-  NOOOOO! YOU SON OF A BITCH! - the old lady screams as the housekeepers run away scared. 

Max and Burns try to step away in caution but Max is grabbed by a hairy limb... a spiderś limb as the covers is raised revealing the old lady as a black-haired arthropod abdomen, the slits in her forehead open up revealing black pupilless eyes, her mouth opens up to disturbing lengths also revealing two spider fangs. 



-  Burns!  -  Max  screams  as  he  tries  to  reach  for  his  pistol but  the  grip  of  the  lady  doesn´t  allow  it  and  she  pushes his towards her  mouth dangerously close before Burns in a swift move gets his sawed shotgun shooting the limb in half. 

With inhuman strength the lady jumps off the bed lading on her three pair of legs and lunges towards the duo knocking them to the ground and running past them. Sneaking thought the door frame into the corridor. 

A  bit  dazed  the  gets  on  their  feet  guns  on  hand  and  gives off  chase.  They  pass  by  a  door  where  the  housekeepers  hid themselves looking over thought a crack. 

- Go! Call the authorities now! - Max orders. 

  



As  they  reach  the  corridor,  he  finds  three  bodies  two  man and one woman, as they look at the other end of the corridor, they see the old lady break the windows to the fire escape and making her way up the building. 

The stairs quick! 

They climb the stairs three steps at a time before reaching the top of the building, the chilly night wind sings as they look for her. 

A  munching  sound  gives  an  away  her  location,  hey  find  her above a ladyś body feeding on her face, she looks up face bloodied with a manic grin before jumping in their direction, the  duo  gets  their  guns  up  and  execute  her  like  a  firing squad in the air, she lands and her body squirms a bit like a dying insect, before slowing and moaning. 



-  M-My home... my home... 

After police cleared out the scene of crime, the duos meet up at the front of the building, streets already almost empty as it is already past midnight save from a few drunkards and lone carriages strutting thought the mud streets. 

-  So... 500 schillings for me and... 

-  No, 450 schillings for you as I'm the procurer, always have been, you only call me for shitty jobs. 

-  Fine fine... just give me that. - He snatches the purse. - 

Iĺl be going now... till... next time guess. 

Max gives him a small salute and heads his own way. 

Burns walks thought the main street looking around curiously at the unfamiliar town before stopping next to double door 

 

that leads to the busiest place at that hour the republican saloon.  He  enters  the  establishment  like  owns  the  place drawing  hostile  glares  from  the  clientele  and  staff  before making himself comfortable at a seat in the bar. 

-  Hey! Give me your strongest. 

The half bald middle-aged waiter with a moustache and glasses nods. 

Some minutes later... 

Chris had a bit too many and drags himself to a table where six  men  are  playing  poker,  he  manages  to  win  quite  a  few chips  before  one  of  the  men,  a  bald  buffy  looking  fella starts to somehow get on his nerves. 

-  Yauŕe chitting... 

-  I´m no cheater... fella. 

-  Yeassh you are. 

-  Letś play again, shall we? 

-  Faine bat I swear if... 

-  Just shut it you drank too much pal. 

They play one more where Burns loses again, his patience waning to an end. 

-  Thasx  enough!  -  He  gets  up  and  in  a  swift  move  draw  his shotgun,  the  man  didn´t  even  know  what  hit  him  as  heś launched back in a table breaking many glasses on the way... 





  












CHAPTER IV   

THE BLOODY BALL   




(A few years before present events)   



In the southern lands of the confederacy a friendship between the  cotton  plantation  owner  MILLER  family  and  the  westerner wine making WOLFSTEIN family blossomed thought the autumn and they have been invited to a ball. 

An old but fashionable stagecoach painted black makes its way thought the lined-up pairs of oak trees that decorate the main road that leads to the mansion that is constructed with the neoclassical architecture of the old world. 

Inside it are a couple: Vahn Wolfstein and Veronica Wolfstein and  his  older  brother  Ulster  Wolfstein  thatś  been  quite acquainted with the Mr.'s miller daughter ANNE MILLER a fair skinned  southern  peach  adorned  with  a  dark  black  hair  that reaches past her shoulders making a stark contrast with her skin and her eyes are of a sky blue that are captivating as her kind demure personality. 

This friendship thatś separated by thousands of kilometres birthed out of a fairly simple deal, cheap labour force from the south in exchange for wine from the west. 

 

As the family gets out of the stagecoach and strutter their way into the mansion, theyŕe greeted with a crowed main hall, old world music played by a coloured band, that kind a music is quite popular with the immigrants that settled these lands, it reminds them of home. The guests are rather flabbergasted to  see  such  a  peculiar  attire  on  Veronica...  a  full  black veil that covers all her features of course coupled with a fashionable  dress  of  the  same  colours,  its  tail  dragging slightly along the ground. 

Vahn approaches Mr. Miller. 

-  Greeting Mr. WOLFSTEIN! So, you came... 

-  Of course! How could I miss such a lovely ball...? 

-  So, letś talk business later huh? 

-  Surely! The next package is on their way I can assure you that. 

-  I´m glad letś leave that boring talk for later! Enjoy the party! 

Vahn bows slightly and his wife curtsies. 

All  the  while  Ulster  approaches  Anne  Miller  who  greets  him with a sweet smile and a curtsy. 

-  I must say youŕe as beautiful as ever today. - Youŕe too kind... - A soft colouring greets her soft cheeks, before she motions him closer, and she whispers closer to his ear. 

-  Thereś  something  I've  been  meaning  to  you...  meet  me  in the front yard. 

Ulster  lifts  him  chin  again  gives  her  a  subtle  nod  with  a smile. 

The pair excuse themselves for different exits and excuses. 

  



They meet up in the front courtyard as planned. 

-  We did it! - Her eyes gleam in an almost childish manner, it  reminds  Ulster  of  his  long-forgotten  childhood  warming up his cold hearth. 

-  Yes, we did... 

-  You know... 

-  Hm? 

-  My debutant ball is upcoming... 

-  Yes? How old are you? 

Anne fidgets a bit with her dress before answering. 

-  Sixteen years one month and twelve days old. 

Ulster nods solemnly to that, Anne grins a bit mischievously, her cloudless day blue eyes side glances at him. 

-  How about you mister... how old are you? 

-  Thirty-two more less... 

-  More or less? You don´t know your own age. 

-  No... actually I'm sure I'm thirty-two. 

They look up at the starry sky, the weather was fair up until some  hours  ago,  but  the  clouds  suddenly  amounted  to  that region, betraying an upcoming autumn shower. Anne looks down back at Ulster with a pensative expression. 

-  My father wants to get me married off... thatś how it is for southern girls... 

 

-  I see... Am I invited for the ball? 

-  Most certainly... I must say youŕe a very eligible bachelor after all! 

-  I´m glad. 

-  But I don´t want to get married off to just any bachelor. 

-  Is that so? Whoś the lucky gentleman? 

-  I think you have an idea sir... 

They embrace each other and kiss beneath an oak tree... 

In the ball an entrepreneur in his forties approaches Veronica strutting confidently thought the hall. 

-  Care for a dance my lady... 

-  Sure... 

They dance slowly for a few moments. 

-  I must say your veil really intrigues me. 

-  Is that so? -  Veronica asks the amusement in her tone quite clear. 

-  Oh yes... it makes me wonder what beautiful face it hides beneath  it!  -  In  a  bold  move  the  man  grabs  her  hips  move firmly. 

Veronica  gets  irritated  and  she  grabs  his  shoulder  with  a strong grip making the man flinch in pain. 

-  It's quite rude to make such bold moves to a lady – Veronica says calmy but menacingly. 

  



The  man  then  immediately  takes  a  few  steps  back  afraid  for his dear life. 

-  Please forgive me my lady... - He grabs his confused wife arm and storms off the building. 

After a few minutes, the balls ends and the guests begin to fill their stagecoaches greet each other farewell and form a line between the oak trees. Ulster and Anne quickly realize the  end  of  the  ball  as  the  stagecoaches  approach  steadily their oak tree, so they get off each other and do their best to look proper and not raise any unwelcome suspicion. 

So, Ulster politely takes her arms, and they begin to slowly walk back to the mansion without any hurry in the world. 

Inside the mansion are left only Giselle Miller Anneś older sister their parents and of course their servants. 

Giselle  seen  awe  struck  by  Vahn  elegant  demeanour  and appearance so she gathers her courage and approaches him as heś talking to her father about their new business proposal. 

-  Sir... would you kindly take me for one last dance in this lovely night? 

-  It's  my  pleasure  young  lady...  -  Vahn  flashes  a  charming smile. 

Veronica observes the whole affair from afar as she sits with her legs crosses and pretends to be preoccupied with a glass of wine in her hands, rotating the red liquid 

``pensively``. 

The band starts playing again promptly as they see the new couple  embrace  themselves  gently  and  dance  slowly  to  the southern  tune.  They  stand  closer,  closer  and  closer dangerously  close,  their  faces  almost  touching  each  other, Giselleś cheeks are rosy coloured and her breath uneven. 

 

Veronicaś  eyes  flare  red  as  she  grips  her  glass  strongly almost  cracking  it,  her  blood  pumping  viciously,  veins pulsating  in  an  animal  like  frenzy,  she  snaps!  And  glides quickly towards the couple standing behind Giselle. 

-  Harlot! 

Giselle looks behind her confused at the insult, in a swift move she grazes her nails at the young ladyś neck and grabs her hips draining her blood into her wine glass. 

Nothing  could  have  prepared  Anne  for  the  scene  that  would greet her as Ulster opened the large wood double doors that led into the mansion. 

Her eyes widen and instantly fill with tears, in search of protection  she  launches  herself  at  Ulsterś  chest  burying her tearful face in it. 

-  Whatś the meaning of this mess? 

-  Veronica has gone psycho again over nothing! 

-  Shut up you both and help me clean up! - Veronica orders as she looks up her veil lifted revealing only her bloody mouth and teeth. 

Ulster looks down caressing the voluminous dark hair of Anne. 

-  WHY WHY WHY? Who are these monsters... are you one of them? 

- Anne sounds both inconsolable and suspicious now. 

A  sudden  melancholy  surge  in  Ulsterś  undead  being  as  he answers. 

-  Yes I... - At that answer Anne panics trying to flee from his  grip  but  it  is  strong  stronger  than  anything  she  has felt before. Ulster sighs before continuing. 

  



-  I  want  you  to  listen  to  me  and  answer  me...  the  most important answers in your life... 

Anne stops struggling and stubbornly looks up her blue eyes searching for his glazed ones. 

-  Do you want to die... or live? 





















``There is not a grain of dust, not an atom that can become nothing, yet man believes that death is the annihilation of his being. ``   

Arthur Schopenhauer   

















 














CHAPTER V   

CARGO   






LA FRONTERA TERRITORIES -AUTUUM - NIGHT TIME – WEATHER: PARTLY CLOUDY   

The trees gave up almost all leaves already in the preparation to the winter, the whole forest the massive rock formations and the muddy road being washed by a cold northern wind, next to a slope a caravan of some eight horses carrying what could belong to a circus or a penitentiary system, because instead of  the  usual  stagecoaches  the  horses  were  carrying  cages... 

cages  filled  with  countryfolk  from  all  across  the  northern part  of  the  state,  itś  drivers  two  men  in  his  30s  talk  to each  other  in  a  nonchalant  tone  while  one  them  make annotations in a badly kept notebook with several pages that have been torn off:   



-  So how many did we manage this time? 

The driver thinks for a moment while scratching his moustache. 

-Hmm seventeen!? I think? 

-  seventeen? 

  



-  seventeen... 

The  driver  seems  slightly  annoyed  and  uncertain  because  of the questioning. 

-  You sure? 

-  Yeah, damnit that was it... the last time counted just when we left XXXX. 

-  Thatś not enough! 

-  Well  what  can´t  we  do?  Kidnapping  is  not  easy  as  it  is, besides  the  poor  we  have  to  any  witnesses  that  sees  us dragging a bunch of people in cages! 

-  I´m just telling you... LORD VAHN might have our heads on a plate tomorrow! 

-  So be it! the pay isn´t enough for this job... 

I doubt any would be. 

-  Hell... youŕe so incompetent. 

-  Fuck off!! Just ask Hammer if want to know the shitty exact number. 

Back in the cages the countryfolk lay on the cold cover of the cage with indifferent dazed and resignation in their expressions. 



-  I might as well do that! - Replied with an indignant tone the shotgun before a thunder hit the top of lone oak tree in  the  distance  sending  a  shiver  down  his  spine  for  some reason, Dark heavy clouded forming in an unseen speed above then and in a matter of seconds torrential rain hit their 

 

faces like a hard slap turning the once safe road in to a muddy mess. 

WEATHER UPDATE: TORRENTIAL RAIN   

The driver head  what seemed to be quick successive SPLASHS 

coming from down the dark hill but shrugged of the thought as coming from the deep exhaustion from the long road, eyes lid heavy and dark circles visible under his eyes. 

