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AINSLEY

In the annals of time, etched into the shadows of the past, the haunting tale of Ainsley unfolded nearly two centuries ago. At the tender age of thirteen, her life was irrevocably altered by a monstrous encounter that would resonate through the corridors of history.

Ainsley, a mere child on the cusp of adolescence, found herself thrust into a nightmare that would forever cast its pall over her existence. The echoes of her cries reverberated in the cold stillness of the night as she stood, paralyzed, a silent witness to the macabre tableau before her.

The creature, masquerading as a man, had claimed her mother's life with a brutality that defied reason. Ainsley's tears bore silent witness to the incomprehensible horror as her mother's lifeless form slumped against the wall, the grotesque aftermath of an encounter with the mysterious figure.

As the murderous entity made its exit, Ainsley, driven by a desperate impulse, ran to her mother's side. The cold touch of the blood seeping from her mother's neck sent shivers down Ainsley's spine. With trembling hands, she attempted to staunch the flow, her confusion compounded by the stark reality of being a thirteen-year-old grappling with a world devoid of today's technological comforts.

In the agonizing silence that followed, Ainsley, bereft of guidance, could only offer a meager comfort. A blanket from her room became a makeshift shroud, an attempt to restore a semblance of dignity to her mother's lifeless form. The hours passed in inconsolable grief until the arrival of her father shattered the desolate quietude.

The father's anguished arrival erupted in a storm of accusations. Ainsley, the lone witness to the unspeakable tragedy, attempted to explain the inexplicable. Her words, laden with sorrow, were met with the disbelief of a grieving father. In the tumultuous seconds that followed, Ainsley found herself cast aside, tossed unceremoniously to the front room near the wood-burning stove.

Her father, overcome by a volatile mix of grief and rage, knelt beside the lifeless body of his wife. Ainsley, tucked into herself, could only watch as he too succumbed to tears, his gaze shifting between his deceased wife and his accused daughter.

The accusation hung in the air like a spectral judgment. When the father finally stood, he turned his wrath towards Ainsley, declaring her culpability in a crime she vehemently denied committing. A chilling pronouncement of expulsion reverberated through the room, branding Ainsley as an outcast, no longer a child of her father.

The scene escalated into a tragic crescendo as her father, gripped by madness, brandished a knife, threatening to gut her if she did not depart. Ainsley, her pleas for mercy falling on deaf ears, was cast into the unforgiving night, stripped of her home, her family, and her innocence.

As she gathered her belongings, her father's decree echoed in her ears, a haunting refrain of abandonment. The chill of the night embraced her, but before she crossed the threshold, her father thrust the blood-soaked blanket upon her. It became a macabre relic, a shroud of warmth tainted by the memory of the night's horrors.

"Use this for warmth and as a remembrance of what you have done, young hellion," her father declared, sealing her fate with those words. Ainsley, at thirteen, stepped into the frigid night, the blanket dragging behind her, a chilling reminder of a past that would forever haunt her. The journey ahead, veiled in uncertainty, unfolded against the backdrop of a world that had turned its back on the girl who had witnessed the unimaginable.

NEW MORNING AND NEW PLACE

Waking atop her blanket, young Ainsley found herself in a cave near a large roaring fire. As she stood up, she noticed signs of habitation. From the cave's depths emerged a well-dressed man, Sebastian, moving slowly toward her. Startled, Ainsley stumbled backward but landed safely on her rear.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
AIN SLEY

= A BLOODLINE SHORT ——

S.K. BALLINGER





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





