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The Breach


Kevin David Anderson

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

	Howling screams of anguish exploded from the backyard. Margaret bolted outside. She didn’t need to see the carnage to know what was happening.

	The neighbor’s pit bull, a vile creature, had finally chewed his way through the decaying wood fence. It was a terror in the neighborhood and had already bitten two people. One needing stitches. Why the animal hadn’t been put down was unfathomable. But past inaction wasn’t paramount in her mind right now. It was the shrieks of terror painting its gory picture, and Sienna.

	Margaret’s only child, five-year-old Sienna, was building sandcastles in the backyard, alone. A spirited and creative child, the kind that gets lost in her own world when building, and not mindful enough to sense an approaching threat. 

	

	She ran to the sandbox and found it empty, save for a half-destroyed castle and a dozen dog tracks. Seeing the deep paw prints, four toes with deep gouges in the sand denoting ungroomed claws, turned her blood cold. 

	“Sienna!” Margaret shouted.  

	Her adrenaline surged as she located a blood trail.

The arterial spray leaked across the deck, dripped down the back steps, then continued off toward the side yard. Drag marks in the dirt seemed to show a struggle. Margaret sprinted up the deck, jumped over the railing, nearly careened into the trash cans, righted herself, then dashed toward the side yard. 

	She found them immediately.  

	A blood-soaked corpse, tiny rib cage exposed, jostled as chunks of flesh were ripped from its breast. A hind leg twitched lifelessly as Sienna’s head rose up from behind the crimson mass, her carnivorous teeth, not yet fully formed, glazed in red gore.  

	“Stop it, Sienna,” Margaret said, slapping her hands together.  She knew she had to be stern in these moments like her mom was with her. “You must learn to control yourself.”   

	Sienna’s blood-soaked features turned sullen. “Sorry, mommy.” She then pointed at the canine pile of exposed meat. “But he bit first.”

	Margaret knelt down and took her only child in her arms. “I know sweetie. One day, we’ll be able to eat anything or anyone at any time. But that time is not now. Until then, we must use restraint.”

	Sienna gazed down at the crimson mess, one paw still twitching. “When will it be time for The Great Cutting?”

	Margaret smiled. “Culling, sweetheart. The Great Culling.” 

	Sienna looked at her mom with a crimson grin. “Culling. How much longer, Mommy?” 

	“Be patient, my love.” She pulled Sienna close. “Soon, there won’t be a fence in the world that can keep them safe from us.” 

 

 

 

 

Kevin David Anderson is a novelist and short story writer living in Southern California. His novels include the geeky cult classic Night of the Living Trekkies, and Night of the ZomBEEs. Anderson’s next book will be part of the popular Try Not To Die choose-your-own-adventure series, TNTD in Roswell and Beyond (October 2025). Learn more at: KevinDavidAnderson.com
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John Robertson-Dwyer.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

	The CEO sat like a small mountain in the darkened office, the tips of his fingers, as thick as wrists, lightly touching the marble desk. He was over 7 foot tall, his tongue too big for his mouth, and his teeth too big for his head.  He stared across at the Prime Minister and noted, with satisfaction, the beads of sweat queuing along the Minister's upper lip. 

	'Do you know, Minister,' rumbled the CEO, 'how I started this business?' 

	'No,' said the Minister, nervously. 'Do tell.'

	'I'd been working outside a village in Denmark,' said the CEO, 'it wasn't a great living, but I made do. I would charge nobles and peasants a toll if they wanted to cross the bridge.'

	'Oh,' exclaimed the Minister, 'you had your own bridge?'

	'No,' said the CEO, in a slightly offended tone, 'they were paying for the safe passage across it.'

The Minister had been warned by a number of his European counterparts that the CEO often spoke in riddles and metaphors. He assumed the CEO must have been some kind of gangster in his early life, hence the need for caution.

	'Then, one day,' the CEO continued, 'a little village, further along the river, built a bridge of their own. So, I immediately set out to destroy it and kill at least half of the villagers. This meant men, women and children, as I had to set an example to others, you see?' 

The Minister licked his lips with a tongue that felt like baked leather and nodded stiffly. 

	'But the leader of the village was a very clever female,'  groaned the CEO.  'When I arrived she laid a small bag of gold at my feet and told me how she would charge everyone who crossed the bridge a toll and then, at the end of every month, send the entire sum to me. All I had to do, she explained, was nothing. I was lost for words and, not knowing what else to do, I agreed.'

The Prime Minister, relieved with the civilised ending, jumped in and said, 'and the rest, as they say, is history.'

	'Exactly,' sighed the CEO. 'The village flourished and soon became a town. They added more bridges and I received even more tribute and then more towns joined in on the scheme. Before long I was as wealthy as many of the largest cities of that day. Then, during the Renaissance, I started lending money with interest and by the time the Enlightenment began I was as rich as a small nation. And my wealth has only continued to grow exponentially.'

	'Indeed,' spluttered the Minister, recognising an opportunity, 'and speaking of loans, I was hoping we might be able to discuss our delicate situation.' 

The CEO looked at him without expression and started tapping on an extra large keypad. 'Let's see,'  he mumbled, 'your country is in debt to me for six hundred and fifty -five billion pounds sterling, and you have had two extensions on this loan to date, correct?'

	'That's correct,'  agreed the minister, with a tight smile. 'And we were hoping you might...'

	'Do you know what I've been doing recently, Prime Minister?' asked the CEO.

	‘Golf?' ventured the Minister. 

	'I've been recalling those early days,' said the CEO, 'when I would terrorise the peasants and do battle with arrogant heroes. And I realise now just how empty my life is. You see, that was my true nature.'

	'Indeed,' said the Minister, encouragingly, 'I have very fond memories of Oxford.'

	'Precisely,' said the CEO, his eyes suddenly bright. 'I hoped you would understand. I have an offer for you, Minister, and in exchange I'm prepared to give you two things. Firstly, I'll give your nation's debt a permanent extension with only a nominal interest rate.'

The Minister's jaw dropped and dozens of calculations began to whizz through his mind. Such a deal would add to the nation's wealth almost immediately, but, more importantly, he could remain in power for years to come. 

	'And what,' said the Minister, cautiously, 'do you want from me?' 

	'I want a bridge,' said the CEO. 

	'A bridge!?' asked the Minister, and then with rising excitement. 'We have those! They're everywhere.'

	'It must be in a populated area,' continued the CEO.

	'Anywhere you like,' agreed the Minister, opening google maps on his phone. 

	'And I must be allowed to kill anyone who does not pay tribute,' said the CEO. 'Then tear them limb from limb and eat their flesh.'

The minister's knuckles whitened as his grip tightened on the phone and he pressed it into his chest.

	'You mean, figuratively speaking?' he asked. 

	'You can send heroes to slay me,' explained the CEO. 'They can have any ancient weapons of choice, but no modern ballistics.'

The Minister rose to his feet slowly.

	'Are you insane?' he hissed. 'You want to murder British citizens on British soil, in an election year?'

He turned and marched toward the door. 

	'Good day,' he fired over his shoulder. 

	'But I haven't told you the second thing,' said the CEO, 'for obliging me in this venture.'

The minister kept walking. 

	'If I'm killed by one of your heroes,' said the CEO, 'all of my wealth will be transferred to your treasury.'  

The Minister first slowed and then stopped altogether. That would be enough financial power, he knew, to crush many other nations, especially those smug Europeans.  

He turned to face the CEO. 

	'How many?' he asked.

	'People?' asked the CEO. 'One a week.'

	'Per month,' said the Minister. 

	'Agreed, but the heroes are additional?' said the CEO.

	'Agreed,' answered the minister. 

	'Where are you on children?' asked the CEO.
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