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Introduction




Pen Raven invites her best friend Jessica to holiday in Italy with the promise of good friends, pizza and 
lots of gelati. The cellar proves a great place to hang out away from the main house except when a tribe of blue freaks attack demanding Jessica is 
surrendered to them because she is weak.




With no weapons, the girls must plan how to keep the Gnefro tribe away.  Leo is local in Spello and tells of the folklore of the local 
creatures attacking the village. Blue freaks have not been seen for over one hundred years but they have returned.



 
A young abandoned freak seeks shelter in the cellar but can Jess protect her and will Pen accept the young reject? The tribe hunts for 
the little misfit and the teenagers must decide whether to stand together to protect her.



 
Jess is confronted by the Gnefro leader and must conquer her self-doubt and fear of the unknown or the young freak will surely die.
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Chapter One

Spaghetti and monsters




I travel light but Mom squashes so much into her suitcase, every item is weighed a fortnight before we go.  
She agonises over it.




Next I hear, “What if they don’t have one?”  I just say, “Mom, buy one when you get to Italy, work around it. It’s no big deal.”  The 
truth is no one going on a holiday is ever fully packed. So I suggest to ‘Get over it before you start.’




Walking through the airport, Jessica and I notice a fine Italian boy with perfectly styled hair and model looks. A light blue and white 
striped t-shirt over black skinny fit chinos, makes his look total. He wears no socks and the most awesome red leather shoes I have ever seen. I am melting on 
the spot, he is yummy. ‘Oh Lord, take me now, it doesn’t get any better.’



 
I turn to Jessica but she is in a trance with her mouth open and eyes transfixed on him. There is so much to be had here, good food, 
history and an endless parade of Italian boys.  Why is God so kind to the Italians?




Finally up on the first floor of Rome Airport, we wait patiently for Dad to collect the hire car.




“Okay everyone, we have the white Fiat Panda over there, so let’s get started. You girls get in and I’ll pack the cases.  Jessica we 
need to put a suitcase on the backseat between you and Penelope, is that okay?”




“Mr Raven, you can tie me to the roof rack and it would be okay. I’m so rapt to be here.”




The drive is mostly in silence as we’re all a bit burnt-out from the long flight. The sun is setting and I know it will be dark when we 
get to Spello.  I couldn’t be happier as a medieval town looks even more medieval, spooky and creepy at night regardless of the street lights. I can’t wait to 
see Jessica’s face.



 
Dad takes the back road into Spello, through the high stone wall entrance and passed the old Monastery.  It’s dark driving up the narrow 
back roads and the high stone building cast shadows from the scattered street lights.  It’s like the Hollywood set of a ‘B’ rated horror movie.




“Pen, this place gives me the creeps.” Jess is wide-eyed looking out the window.




“It’s supposed too, it’s medieval. I told you it’s the real deal, full-on fully medieval town. Don’t worry you’ll love it.”




“Nyar, nyar, nyar.” Faint sounds can be heard nearby.




“What’s that noise? Please don’t tell me wolves are out there?” Jessica is bug-eyed.




“No Jess, I don’t believe we have wolves around here. Maybe wild boar but I can’t promise that.”




“Thanks Mr. Raven but I really don’t want either.”




Driving slowly through the very narrow stone streets, Dad finally stops to drop us girls and bags at the top of our street. “Can we go 
to the house quickly, please? It’s mega-creepy here, I swear.” Jessica is looking in front, behind, above and below herself as if something is going to jump 
out and grab her.



 
“You are over reacting Jess. I’ve come here heaps of times and nothing is going to eat you!”  I make fun of my best friend because I 
knew this place would freak her out. It’s so not like home.




“Girls take your bags to the cellar. That’s your personal space during our stay.”



 
Mom unlocks the front door before handing me the keys to go down the street and around the corner where the cellar door faces a high 
stone wall. I wanted to stay in the cellar on this trip so Jess and I could just hang out. It has a tiny bathroom and kitchen with a double bed plus a 
pull-out couch bed. Very civilized.




“I claim the bed!” Throwing my cabin luggage across the room from the front door, it lands with a thump on the double bed. “Yours is 
the pull-out Jess.”




I close the solid cellar door and push the old bolt into the stone step and the other across the double doors before turning the triple 
lock bolt,’ click, click, click.’




“Geez Penelope, what’s with the security? I thought you said Spello is a safe town.”




“It is Jessica, there’s no crime here. I think the bolts are left-over from days of invasion. Europe is filled with invasions going 
back centuries so I guess they like serious locks here.”




“Aren’t these window shutters cute?” Jessica pulls the latch open to see outside.



 
The heavy doors originally had glass windows, but dad didn’t replace the broken glass and thought fresh air was a better idea. The 
wrought iron metal mesh is secure and an evening breeze is always welcome on a hot summer’s night.




“Wow, I can see the narrow lane almost to the corner. Oh frig, what the hell is that?” Jess screams before becoming hysterical, 
“Quickly, quickly!”




“What are you yelling about you silly scrag?” My blissful mood is shattered.




“There is a thing at the end of the street. I saw it jump up on the corner concrete plant thingy and scuttle up the wall. Up the 
flipping wall Pen. Straight up! The wall is sixteen feet high!”




“I don’t see anything now. Can you tell me what it looks like?” I ask while peering up the street.




“Yes and no.” Jessica is shaking and staring blankly at the wall.




“What do you mean yes and no?” I ask my friend who is white as a sheet.



 
“Yes I can describe it but no you won’t believe me.” Jess stammers.
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Chapter Two
 Blue Freak




“Come on Jessica. Just tell me what you saw.” I insist.



 
“Pen, you are my best friend and I don’t want to sound ungrateful for your invitation to Italy but I am filling my pants. I am so 
scared.”




“Scared of what? You’re carrying on like you’ve watched an episode of ‘Scream’. Get a grip girl.”



 
“It looks like a pig or something climbing up the wall. It has big floppy ears, short legs and wearing a blue suit.” Jessica is using 
her hands to outline its shape.




“Oh goody, that sounds normal, not!  Sounds more like the School Principal.” I joke.




“It’s not funny Pen.”




“Well, let’s go out and have a look.” I suggest.




“Not a chance Penelope Raven. Not a chance!” Jessica shouts while standing stiff with her feet nailed to the floor.




“Okay, let’s agree to check it out tomorrow. I’ll send my friend Leo a message to join us here in the morning and the three of us will 
go across to the other side of the high stone wall and take a look. Maybe it dropped something during its escape, like an iPhone from its back pocket!” I try 
to make a joke.




“Stop making fun Pen, this is serious. You like weird things but I don’t!”  Jess is becoming upset.



 
You’re absolutely right Sis. Let’s open Google and look for creepy legends or unexplained mythical weirdness in Italy.”




“Can we do it in the morning? I just won’t sleep if we get started on this stuff.” Jess is feeling beat up and spent.




“No problem. Let’s do the herbal tea thing and unpack our bags. No more to be said tonight about our visitor. Just letting you know 
Leo’s Dad is a cop. So if there’s a report of something sus going on, he will know.”




After an hour or so, we settle and call it a night. Jessica is curled up like a ball on the pull-out couch bed when I turn the light 
off. The cellar is plunged into complete darkness apart from a sliver of street light coming through the small window vent. It also has a metal grill so I’m 
not worried about anything coming in.  Rats and mice in Spello hardly exist because everybody, and I mean everybody, has a cat. Not sure about the number of spiders or crawlies but now isn’t the time to think about it.
I start to drift into a peaceful sleep before I hear a non-stop, “Psst!” I lay quietly hoping it will stop but I’m not that lucky.



 
“Psst. Pen, are you awake?” Jessica whispers across the room.




“No I wasn’t but I am now.”




“Listen. Listen carefully. Can you hear it?” Jess asks.




“Hear what?” I say feeling annoyed.




“Scratching! Some….thing is scratching on the door outside.” Jessica stutters.




I sit up in bed and listen. ‘Screech, Screech.’ It is the sound of claws on the outside of the door.




“A cat Jessica, it’s probably just the local cat.”



 
“Not like that Pen, the scratching is bigger than a cat.” Jessica insists.




I open the bedside drawer and pull out my torch.  Quietly tip-toing across the marble floor, I reach the door and put my ear against it 
for a moment. Sure enough, something is scratching to get in. I gently ease the bolt from the solid timber window shutter to open and see what it is. Slowing 
the shutter lets in the street light and I peer outside and see nothing. Standing on my tip-toes I look down using my torch light to see clearly.



 
“What the……..?”



  
A pair of yellow eyes stares boldly from a twisted face of blue skin. A short sickly creature with large ears like a bat, stumpy arms 
and legs and a body so thin, it looks starved.



 
“Give her to me.” Its voice is croaky and tight like it is being choked but the message is clear.




“What the hell?” I can’t think of anything else to say as my mind races for a weapon to hit it but the choices in the cellar are few. 
Where is a baseball bat when I need it?




‘Thwack!’ The sound of its body pressing hard against the grill of the window, “Give her to me. She is weak and must die.” The creature 
stares without blinking.




Its fingernails are like talons wrapped around the metal grill as it holds on looking inside with its face pressed hard against the 
metal. “Give her to me now.” Spit flicks through the grill onto my face. “Oh yuck, you dirty little troll.” I say while wiping my cheek with my hand.




Saliva is dribbling from the corners of its lips and an awful smell of puck is coming from its mouth.




“Aagh! That’s disgusting” I can hardly breath as the stench is thick, “Jessica, grab something quickly, a broom, a stick, anything to 
hit it with. Quickly, it’s on the window. Quick!”




I use my small torch to whack its fingers but the creature won’t let go. Its face is twisted with anger and a low growling noise comes 
from the back of its throat.  “Now! Give her to me! She is weak and must die.” It repeats.




“Pen, what is it?” Jessica is caught between fear and curiosity.




Then, I feel something pushed into my hand to beat if off the outside grill. “A bannister broom! Are you kidding me? What am I supposed 
to do with this, brush its teeth?” I stammer.




“Get it away Pen. Please make it go away” Jessica starts to cry with fear and confusion.




“Hey you smelly freak, cop this!” I push the bristles of the small hand brush between the metal grill and straight into its open yellow 
eyeballs. It lets out a squeal and I turn the brush around and jab it hard between the eyes with the handle. The creature lets go and falls to the ground 
whimpering. Its hands cover sore and watering eyes while it staggers up the street.



 
Feeling like I have won the round, I call out, ‘Up yours you blue freak, let that be a lesson!’ I slam the timber shutter tight making 
sure to secure the lock.




“What is that Pen?” Jess is shaking and snivelling.




“I don’t know Sis but it’s not of this world.” In that moment, I wish I had not said those words when I saw the look on my friend’s 
face.




“Hey, if that scrawny little bush creature comes back again, I’m tipping a pot of boiling water over it. Like the good old days, 
‘Protect thy castle from intruders’, I stand with my arm straight in the air like a gallant crusader, “in the old days, they used to tip boiling oil over the 
outside walls of the castles and that used to fix the invaders.”




“Pen, how can you joke at a time like this? And why is your life filled with hairy situations? Of all the people living in Spello, some 
creepy crawly creature comes to your house Penelope. Why?”




“No Jess, the creature said quite clearly, ‘Give her to me’ which means it’s interested in you, not me.”




“Nooo! Why me? What have I done wrong?  Why does everyone always want to pick on me?” Jessica whines painfully.




“Don’t worry Jess, the blue freak will need to get passed me and I’ll get Leo to back us up tomorrow. He knows the whole town, so we 
will get to the bottom of this. Don’t worry. I never worry about things I don’t understand and at the moment I don’t understand this one. So I’m off to bed. 
Good night Jess.” I am about to turn the light off when another question drifts my way.




“I’m not going to be able to sleep straight away Penelope. Will you talk to me? Please.” Jess is still unnerved.
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Chapter Three
 Remember the bully




My best friend in middle school lay wide eyed on the couch bed with images of a freak bouncing around inside 
her head.  As much as I want to sleep, I decide to take her mind off what happened.



 
“Hey Jessica, remember the first time we met?” I ask enthusiastically.




“Yeah, I remember me jammed in the corner of the girl’s toilets." Jess giggles.




“Jan Cornelius and her two wet-sock friends bullied you for a bit of fun.” I remember.
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