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CHAPTER ONE
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“1413, officer down! Repeat, officer down! Send rescue now!”

Dropping his walkie, Vincent rushed over to his partner who was sprawled out on the sidewalk a few yards away from their squad car, a bullet lodged in his chest. Vincent was shaken; nothing like this had ever happened to him for the eight years he had been on the force.

***
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A FEW HOURS LATER, Vincent’s state of mind had slipped from dazed to what many would have perceived as mild insanity. He found himself sitting with two detectives in a small, cramped, cluttered office back at the precinct. One of the detectives, known as Morley, was overweight, pushing fifty, and chain-smoked. Finishing his fourth cigarette, he crushed the butt in an overfilled ashtray across from Vincent. He reached in his coat pocket for the remaining pack. The other detective, Dillon, was much younger, in his early thirties, eyes still bright and innocent. He was a newbie to Morley’s precinct, not having been exposed to the true horrors of being a city cop.

“C’mon, Vince, snap out of it! We don’t want to have to go to extreme measures with you. You’re one of the few better cops we’ve got out there,” Morley said in a raspy voice. His breath reeked of coffee and nicotine.

Vincent sat in his chair unmoving, only staring at the blank, dingy wall ahead of him. He blinked.

“His eyes...his eyes...” he kept whispering to himself.

The other detective looked puzzled.

“What about his eyes?” Dillon asked calmly.

Vincent merely repeated his sentence as he gripped the armrests on his chair. His knuckles turned white. Morley noticed, and now finishing his fifth cigarette, he coolly lit another one.

“Commit him to GermantownHospital for the night. We’re not getting anything out of him. From the state he’s in, I don’t want to take any chances on him hurting himself...or anyone else.”

***
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AT THE HOSPITAL’S MORGUE, two guys working the midnight shift were rolling a body in on a gurney, discussing how their recent stiff had come to its grisly demise.

“Ya hear about this one yet?” A young, skinny guy with glasses and curly brown hair nodded his head towards the body in the bag.

“Not all of it. I just know he’s a cop.” The other guy, around the same age, but shorter and fat, gave a yawn. “Well, dude was shot by his own partner.”

“You shittin’ me?”

“Nope.” They wheeled the gurney into a large, refrigerated room. “When’s the pathologist comin’ in?” The skinny guy adjusted his glasses, then rolled his sleeves up.

“Not until morning, between six and seven.” Fat Boy got a box of Nerds candy out of his back pocket and dumped some into his mouth.

“Know something else weird?” Glasses moved towards the head of the body, about to unzip the bag.

“What the hell are you doing?!”

“Well, I heard that the other cop said something about his partner’s eyes. It was the reason why he went all psycho and shot him.” Slowly, he pulled the zipper down while Fat Boy watched on.

The dead cop’s complexion was a pasty, bluish white. His hair was the color of raven’s feathers, and hadn’t lost its luster. Glasses was about to open the cop’s eyes when Fat Boy freaked out.

“Dude! That’s fucking sick, man!”

“I’m just curious...”

His fingers were less than an inch from touching the cop’s eyelids before he paused. Feeling squeamish, Glasses continued. When the tips of his fingers touched the covered orbs, he pulled back, cringing.

“What?” Fat Boy asked.

“They feel like Jell-O now. Fuck that, I’m not that curious.”

“Eww... you touched a dead guy.” Relaxing a little, Fat Boy continued eating his candy. “Did he have any family?”

“That’s another weird thing. No parents, no wife or kids... it’s like he was a loner or something.”

“Whoa. Sad way to go. I guess we just leave him here on ice ‘til morning?”

“Yep. Lets get outta here. I’m freezing.”

***

[image: ]


HAVING BEEN GIVEN A mild sedative, Vincent lay unconscious, his wrists strapped down to his bed at the hospital. At the nurse’s station, Morley and Dillon were now talking to the nurses on staff. Dillon was trying to flirt with a nurse around his age while Morley spoke with another one, asking her to write down anything Vincent said when he became coherent.

Back at the parking lot of an abandoned sugarfactory in the Germantown section of Philadelphia, CSI technicians were combing through the site where Vincent shot his partner. One of the techs was disturbed at his findings and called his supervisor over. They both squatted over a small area on the ground.

“There’s traces of blood around the edge of this hole,” the tech said, going over the area in the air with his pen. “But there’s no blood in the hole.”

“What are you trying to say, Mitch?” His supervisor gave him a puzzled look.

“The only conclusion I came up with is... the blood burned through four inches of cement.” Mitch stood up, popped his latex gloves off his hands, and ran his fingers through his hair. “Sir, I know I haven’t been on the team long, but I’ve never seen blood do that.”

***
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A LOUD, METALLIC BANG sounded in the morgue, startling the two guys awake. Unfortunately for Fat Boy, the sandwich he had resting on his stomach while he reclined in his chair had fell off.

“Aw shit,” he mumbled, reaching over his side to grab it up off the floor.

“What the fuck was that?!” Glasses said, eyes wide. “It sounded like an explosion or something.”

“How the hell should I know? Go check it out,

dork.”

“It sounded like it came from the freezer!”

Fat Boy snorted. “Sure, you friggin’ moron. Maybe our new body wants to come out and get some fresh air.”

Glasses flipped him the bird before reluctantly walking down the hall. As he approached the door, he noticed the top hinge was bent.

Then he heard the growl.

“What the—?”

There was another bang, and the freezer door flew off its final hinge, heading straight towards Glasses. He didn’t have a chance to run before the door decapitated him. Still soaring through mid air, the door smashed into a electricity box, knocking out the power on the whole floor.

The second loud crash and the sudden darkness made Fat Boy sit up this time, his heart racing.

“Geez, what the fuck is he doing?” he complained, grabbing a flashlight to check after his buddy. Fat Boy’s nerves were getting the better of him, but tried toughing it out.

“Yo, jerk-off! What happened to the power?”

No answer. The sound of his own breathing made him tense up and perspire.

As he rounded the corner, his light caught the glint of a cop’s badge and a badly torn blue shirt. Under the shirt was a heavily muscled chest with mottled, grayish-black skin.

Fat Boy gasped, about to scream, when a large, clawed, humanoid hand reached for his face, grabbed it and crushed down into his skull with a sickening crack. The hand ripped off Fat Boy’s face; his frontal lobe and eyes squashed as easily as grapes. Fat Boy dropped, his reddish- black blood spraying over the walls, the floor, and the thing that killed him.

At the nurse’s station, one of them was trying to contact the boys down in the morgue.

“Those idiots are probably sleeping again,” she said, putting the phone back on the receiver.

“What’s the matter?” the younger one asked.

“I got a call from Detective Morley earlier. He needs the badge off of that officer that was shot. Can you do me a favor and let the guys know?”

“Sure,” she said, getting up to leave.

The patient light went off over Vincent’s room door, and the older nurse sighed.

“Time to see what our new resident wants,” she said to herself, getting up.

Vincent, still groggy, lazily flapped his arms around like a fish out of water, trying hard to lift his head and look down at himself. The nurse smirked.

“How are you feeling?”

“Like shit,” he answered, his voice gritty sounding. “What the hell did you do to me?”

“We had to sedate you. Morley’s orders.”

“Why am I here?”

“You don’t remember?”

“Of course I do,” Vincent said, clearing his throat. “My partner and I were on a stake-out. All of a sudden he just snaps on me. He tried choking the shit out of me! I had no choice! I—-I had to shoot him. He wasn’t right! There was something about his eyes!”

***
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IN THE MATERNITY WARD, the same thing that had killed Fat Boy and Glasses was now in the hallway, eating what was left of the young nurse’s heart. Her body lay broken and bloodied a few yards behind it, her limbs askew like a tossed rag doll. Another nurse, coming out of a patient’s room, spotted the beast-creature, screamed, and ran to her station to hit the panic button. An alarm went off in the entire building as the nurse’s frenzied voice called for security to come to the maternity ward on the second floor.

The creature looked into the delivery room where a doctor was trying to deliver a baby. As he cradled the head of the infant as he told the mother to keep pushing, the creature’s leathery wings flicked in disgust. It growled, burst into the room and rammed its hand into the doctor’s back. Blood gushed from the doctor’s mouth as the beast ripped part of the doctor’s spine out. The husband and wife screamed in horror as the beast used the now grisly spine- whip to smack the doctor’s assistant unconscious. Dropping the remainder of the doctor, it now stared at the newborn’s head hanging unsupported out of the woman, bloody and wailing. It roared in anger at the noise it was making, then crushed the baby’s head and shoved it back into the woman. The beast punched down into her stomach, instantly killing her and causing the remains of the baby and afterbirth to spurt back out of her vagina, splattering against the white walls of the room and the husband who was huddled in a corner, too shocked to move or speak as he stared into the creature’s indescribable face. It was a combination of a half rotting, eyeless, and claylike, demonic skull. The beast flicked its wings again, grabbed one of the man’s legs, ripped it from the socket, and began eating it. It watched in amusement as the man moaned and cried, feebly crawling away from the creature. The beast grew tired of hearing the human’s noises, dropped the leg he was feasting on, lurched forward, and stomped on the man’s head. It exploded like a dropped, bloody watermelon. Afterwards, it calmly left the room.

The nurse at the station was petrified. Having called the police, she lost her voice as she stared at the gargantuan thing. The phone was still in her hand as the creature grabbed that same hand and rammed it through her face, receiver and all, and knocked her body to the floor.From the station, the creature saw the nursery. He stepped out from the station and slowly walked up to the window in complete silence. All the babies were in their cribs, sleeping, crying or simply wriggling around. Its breathing became heavy and it roared. It clapped its hands together, sounding off a small, three-second earthquake. All thirty babies were pulled towards the center of the room by an invisible force, resulting in what looked like an explosion of red metal. Dark-red colors dripped from the nursery window as it turned to walk away.

Four security guards finally showed up and immediately opened fire on the beast. It turned and roared at them, then hurled itself through the wall, falling four stories down into the streets. Slowly, it stood up, getting hit by a bus. The vehicle flipped over uncontrollably, skidding on its side before crashing against a few stores. The beast got up once more, wanting to attack again.

There was an ear-splitting, inhuman sound of continuously breaking glass. No human could understand this sound, only the beast.

“Enough Son,” were the words the creature heard. The beast looked towards the sky, unfurled its wings, and took off.

The last tattered remains of the cop’s shirt and badge fell to the ground.

At the hole in the wall on the maternity ward floor, the four guards simply stood there in a stupor, having seen the overturned bus and something that looked like a black blur shoot upwards into the sky. One guard turned to the other.

“That was a fucking cop?!”

His partner couldn’t even nod an answer. He was still staring out into the streets.

The third guard tried to speak. “We—-we pumped

ten rounds into that thing and it didn’t even faze him!”

The last guard shook his head and mumbled, “I

knew I should have called out tonight.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Morley and Dillon arrived at GermantownHospital’s crime scene, found the four guards on duty, and immediately took them back to the precinct. Morley was in no mood for any kind of bullshit, and that’s exactly what he knew the guards were feeding him.

The interrogation room was dimly lit, a long table separating Morley from the first guard. He looked more shaken up at seeing the creature than Morley’s intimidating stature.

“I—-I don’t know any way to describe him. He looked like a cop, but more like a big, buff, zombie cop! With wings!”

Morley rolled his eyes.

In another room, Dillon wasn’t faring much better with descriptions.

“It was hard to tell what he really looked like. He was huge, like seven feet tall, and just... black. And he was wearing pieces of a cop’s uniform! He moved so fast...”

Dillon nodded, writing feverishly into his notebook.

The remaining two guards gave their best descriptions, and after three exhausting hours, they decided to let the guards go.

Morley and Dillon sat in their office, quiet for a few minutes, trying to recover their energy. This was becoming a very long night.

“What did you get from those idiots?” Morley grumbled.

“Well, they weren’t good on description. One of them even said when the thing busted through the wall and caused the bus accident, it looked like it just disappeared.

Another said it simply vanished. And—” He flipped to another page. “There was a ‘high-pitched screech’ or ‘something like glass breaking’ before the black thing disappeared.”

Morley folded his arms with some difficulty; his suit jacket was tight on him. “These hospitals are slacking on the drug tests they’re giving to these dopes they hire for security.”

Dillon shrugged. “What did you get out of your witnesses?”

“Same type of shit. Big creature... one said it looked like a—get this—a really buffed zombie. Ain’t that an oxymoron in itself.” Morley sniffed, searching his breast pocket for his cigarettes. “But they both mentioned a high pitched noise, too.”

“Well, there you go!” Dillon said excitedly. “They can’t be making it up.”

“Dillon, we’ve got a cop’s body missing from the morgue. Plus, they’re saying that same body somehow got up, grew a whole foot taller, sprouted wings, evaded their gunshot, broke through a wall, dropped four stories down, caused a major car accident and fucking disappeared. You expect the Commissioner to believe that asinine story?!”

Dillon cringed. “But it’s all we have right now.”

Morley turned his back to Dillon and put his hand to his forehead.

“Our asses are gonna fry for this one.”

***
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TWO JOBS IN ONE NIGHT seemed like the norm as CSI now combed through the maternity ward scene, but Mitch’s nerves had gotten the better of him when he found that the blood on the metal freezer door had eaten through it. The police Commissioner was also at the scene along with a sludge of media. Cameras were popping, videos rolling, and microphones were shoved in his face.

“Commissioner, there are rumors that a monster was roaming the maternity ward. Is this true?”

“Do you think this is a possible terrorist threat?” “Of the cop that was shot and killed, is it his body that’s missing from the morgue?”

“Do you think there is a possible cult in the Philadelphia area the might have taken his body for some evil, arcane purpose?”

“Babies were murdered in that hospital, Commissioner! Can you explain this to us?”

The more he tried to silence the media, the more they doggedly pressed him for answers. After five minutes of constant noise, lights, and senseless disorganization, he curtly excused himself and took a trip down to Morley’s precinct.

***
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AMIDST CSI’S OWN CAMERAS going off, another tech made a grim discovery.

“Holy shit,” Greg mumbled to himself, as he took a closer look at Fat Boy’s remains.

Greg took note of the claw marks located on the edges of what was left of Fat Boy’s face. Five talon-like indentations, each one at least three inches long, but positioned like a human hand. He took close-up shots, and a few a couple of feet away from the body. Mitch had already tested his new blood findings, shaking his head in disbelief.

“What did you find?” his supervisor asked. He was sweating, not liking how things were going down.

“Well, I can definitely verify this blood and the blood at the first scene are identical.”

“Anything else?”

“Well, I don’t have all my equipment here, but I can also tell that this blood has no floating cholesterol platelets.”

His supervisor paused, stumped. “So...what the hell kind of blood is it?”

“Jesus, this is gonna sound nuts but—-it also has trace amounts of ammonia and a high sodium level. It—-” Mitch was almost afraid to say it. “It has the consistency of a two to three week old fetus.”

“That’s impossible!” The supervisor folded his arms. “The thing that did this was no fucking unborn baby!”

“The tests came back on both samples exactly the same. I didn’t want to say anything about it the first time; I couldn’t believe it myself! I—I don’t know what to make of this, sir.”

“Can you explain how the blood eats through practically anything it spills on?”

“Well, the acidic level is high. Impossibly high, actually. The blood has the ability to thoroughly corrode anything within an hour’s time.”

Mitch’s supervisor blinked stupidly. “And...we have to go to the detectives with this kind of information?” Mitch raised his eyebrows, giving a slight hunch. Greg walked over them, shaken as well. “Anything?” Their supervisor was sweating again. “Measuring that thing’s hand width, my estimation is that, whatever it is, it has to be at least seven feet tall. I’ll need to get the photos developed to make any moreestimations.”

“Get on it quick,” he replied, sounding tired. “This case is a doozy.”

***
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WHEN THE COMMISSIONER arrived, neither him nor Morley had pleasant looks on their faces. Morley gestured for him to come into his office, and the remaining officers at their desks tried peeking into the room until Dillon closed the Venetian blinds.

“I hope you’ll be able to tell me what the hell is going on out there, Morley.”

“Nothing you’d be willing to hear,” was his answer. “What about those four nut jobs you called in for questioning?”

“Whatever’s happening, it sounds a little... supernatural,” Dillon offered. The Commissioner gave him an ‘are-you-nuts?’ look, then turned back to Morley.

“You can’t explain why one of our boys shot his own partner, and why those babies were murdered at the hospital?” He stepped closer to Morley. The Commissioner was about as large as him, but held his weight much better. Morley’s physique was much sloppier. “I won’t have any answers for those parents whose children are nothing but bloody spots on a floor! The Mayor doesn’t need this shit during election time, Morley!”

Morley ignored the Commish’s yelling, and lit a cigarette in total calm.

“This is the absolute worst night in this city’s history!” The Commissioner threw his arms up in the air in disgust. “I want answers, and I want them by tomorrow. Do you understand?”

“Loud and clear,” Morley answered, not evenlooking at him. Dillon nodded his head earnestly.

“We’ll need to give the press something by then, or those media morons will blow everything out of proportion. We need to keep the public calm,” he concluded before shutting the door a little too loudly for Morley and Dillon’s tastes.

Dillon put his head on his desk. “Oh my God, we are so screwed.”

“CSI should be on its way over here. I hope they can help us solve this shit. We need as much help as possible. In the meantime, check Interpol and NCIC. I need you to find anything even remotely similar to what just happened out there. If it’s a possibility there’s some sick-ass cult involved, then they’re bound to have done this somewhere before. I’ll also need you to pull up Baiocchi’s file.”

“I’m on it,” he said, getting up and grabbing his coat.

“And, Dillon—”

“Yeah?”

“I’m going back to the hospital to get Vince. Enough shit has gone down in there; he doesn’t need the extra confusion. When the techs arrive, call me immediately.”

“Gotcha.” Dillon nodded and left.

***
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BACK AT GERMANTOWNHOSPITAL, Morley spoke to the older nurse. She was still shaken at having found out her partner was killed by some unearthly, merciless thing. She blamed herself for her partner’s death since she sent her to go check on the morgue boys. Morley tried comforting her as best as he could, then asked her about Vincent. Composing herself, she informed him that he was coherent and could be released. Morley gave her the okay and got Vincent’s paperwork signed. He went in Vincent’s room where he found him sitting on his bed, slowly putting his shirt on.

“Hey Donald,” Vincent said.

“How you doin’ ?” Morley tried very hard to give a smile, but it wasn’t working.

“I feel like I’m in some sort of nightmare. All the commotion, the screams, and the snips and pieces of what I keep hearing when people pass my room—”

“I know, I know,” Morley said, sitting in a chair beside the bed. He took a small, badly crumpled notepad and pen out of his coat pocket. He paused for a moment before speaking again. “Can you tell me what happened now?”

Vincent took a deep breath. He was still having a hard time trying to accept what happened that night.

“Baiocchi and I were having dinner on the hood of our car, you know, just leaning against it. He—he suddenly stops eating, like he froze or something. I start poking fun at him for dropping his food, but he acted like he didn’t even hear me. Then, his head kinda fell back a little, and—”

Vincent’s heart sped up with the memory of what he saw. Morley was sincerely worried.

“Vince, it’s all right. It’s over. Please, go ahead.”

“His eyes sir, they—they rolled back, and turned solid black. But the way it happened, it—it looked like they were filling up with blackness, like an inky fluid was rising in his eyes.” Vincent looked away and shivered, and Morley looked down in thought. He was a very cynical man, never believing in ghosts, goblins or any of those childish fantasies, but this was Vincent, one of the best men on his force.

Vincent covered his face for a second, then dropped his hands on his lap.

“He—he starts talking in Tongues. I have no other word for it. I thought he was choking at first and my hand went for my radio. But then Baiocchi reached over and started strangling the shit out of me. Ripped my walkie right off of my shirt. I know Baiocchi wasn’t all that much of a big guy, so it scared me when my neck started cracking. I had no choice. I pulled out my Glock, shoved it under his vest, and shot him. He fell away from me, and dragged himself a few feet before he stopped moving. That’s when I called for rescue.”

Morley let out a huge puff of air, not even realizing he held it in. He scribbled some of what Vincent said in his notebook and tucked it back inside his pocket, his face pinched in annoyance. Vincent eased off the bed and grabbed his coat as he exited the room. Morley put an arm around his shoulder as they walked down the hall.

“If you can remember anything else, call me, okay? The media numbnuts are clamoring for information, so just stay away from them for right now until we get some leads.” He patted Vincent on his back. “And take some time off.”

Vincent looked shocked.

“I’m not going to lose my badge, am I?”

“Hell, no. After all of this happening? Besides, we can’t lost two officers. Sure as hell not right now. Go ahead and take that vacation. Just don’t leave town.”

“That you won’t have to worry about.” Vince got in the squad car with Morley. Morley’s cell phone rang and he answered.“Yeah?”

“They’re here,” came Dillon’s voice on the other end.

“On my way,” he replied, starting the car.

“What’s happening?” Vince asked.

“CSI is at the precinct. They’d better have some answers to this retarded shit.”

***
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MORLEY WALKED INTO his office, with Vince in tow. David Alexander, CSI team leader, sat with Mitch and Greg. Mitch gave him the details of the blood samples he procured, gave his conclusions, and then Greg gave his own possible descriptions of the thing itself, showing Morley the pictures of the crime scene at the hospital.

“After all the bullshit I’ve heard over the past eight hours, this really takes the cake!” Morley slammed his hands down on the table making the CSI members jump.

“So you’re telling me some seven foot tall, gorillalookin’-zombie-fetus that’s unaffected by bullets, can brush off a bus like its a fly and can disappear into thin air is our culprit?! Goddamnit, people! This isn’t the fucking X- Files!” He pushed himself away from the table. “I’m putting in for early retirement.” He put a hand to his forehead and rubbed his temples with his thumb and middle finger and groaned.

“I know a lot of this doesn’t sound logical...” David started.

“Ya think?!” Morley snapped, looking at him with bloodshot eyes.

“This is something that can’t be explained fully. Not right now.”

Vincent stood in the corner, silent, listening and pondering.

“We have copies of our reported findings from both scenes and more copies of the photographs we took,” David said, handing him a brown folder. Morley saw it was already two inches thick.

“We also found remnants of an officer’s shirt and a badge on the site. The badge is in the folder. We kept pieces of the cop shirt for further analysis. The whole block as well as the maternity ward is sealed off and will be until everything is thoroughly investigated.”

The CSI team got up and David shook Morley’s hand. “We’ll be in touch,” he said as they left.

Vincent plopped himself in a chair and Morley whipped around.

“Jesus, Vince, go home. We’ll deal with it for now.” Vincent got up and nodded. “I wouldn’t be quick to dismiss everything, Donald. I know how you are.”

“Don’t tell me how to do my job.” Morley was hunched over the table, his back facing Vincent. He sounded very tired.

“I’m not. It’s just—a lot of strange shit happens these days.”

“Not like this,” Morley said flatly. “Go on. Get outt a here.”

Vincent sighed before closing the door.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Vincent lay in bed, staring blankly at the ceiling. It was too calm of a morning. Almost peaceful, in an eerie kind of way. But he couldn’t wash those memories of that night out of his head.

Baiocchi dropped the sandwich he was eating, staring into empty space.

“Yo man, pick that up!” Vincent laughed. “You don’t have money to waste. Just kiss it up to God first. ‘Five-second rule’ and all that.” He laughed again.

At the sound of the name ‘God’, his head snapped back. Baiocchi ’s eyes rolled up into his head and Vincent watched in horror as they turned from blue to solid, onyx orbs.

“—The fuck?” Vincent said to himself. “Baiocchi! You alright? Say something, man!”

Baiocchi rambled off strange, incomprehensible words in an almost inaudible tone. Vincent calls for help on his radio, but Baiocchi snaps his head towards Vincent and lunges at him. He grabs Vincent’s walkie and rips it off his shoulder, then grabs Vincent’s throat. He squeezes. Vincent gags and tries prying Baiocchi ’s hands off of him. His grip is solid, unyielding. Vincent’s sight blurs with tears as his complexion reddens. He reaches for the Glock in his holster. Baiocchi continues speaking in Tongues to his partner, bringing Vincent to his knees. He manages to shove the Glock up Baiocchi’s vest and fires.

Vincent shut his eyes tight, squeezing out tears. He made a noise and rolled over on his side, facing his window. Vincent felt empty as he lay there. He hadn’t eaten and barely slept. He had shot a good friend of his. It would be a long time before he got over that, if ever.

Taking a deep breath, he made an effort to sit up and walked to the window. He looked outside, feeling like a prisoner in his own home.

He shuffled over to his television, grabbed the remote, and turned on the news. The weathercaster reported strange, unmoving clouds over the whole northeast of the United States and parts of Canada for the last three days. What made these clouds peculiar was that there were no signs of precipitation in them. Vincent’s eyebrows came together as he looked at the window again. Quickly, he got up and went downstairs to go outside.

Everything was quiet. No birds, no wind. The sky was overcast, but he didn’t smell rain. Nervously, he went back inside.

Three days. It had been three days since the incident. He didn’t connect it to the clouds, but he did find it interesting that it became so gloomy after such tragic events.

Vincent was tempted to call Morley to see if he got any leads, but his interest was pulled back towards the television again. The Commissioner was on every channel, trying to explain the occurrences at the hospital as the possible doings of a satanic cult, and that they were in the process of recovering their officer’s body. Vincent sniffed at that one. He knew they’d never see Baiocchi again, and there sure as hell were no cults going around killing babies on such a large scale as this. Every family that had a newborn killed came forward as a collective to sue the hospital and the city. Vincent made a noise of disgust.

“Good luck with that one,” he mumbled. “You’ll need all the help you can get receiving restitution from this city.” He reached over the arm of his couch to grab the phone, and dialed the precinct’s number, but it kept ringing. Odd. Someone always answered. Vincent got a funny feeling in the pit of his stomach. He tried dialing Morley’s personal number, but got an answering machine. He left a message and hung up, now dialing his parent’s house. Unfortunately, he got their answering machine as well. Getting frustrated, he tried Dillon next and got more of the same.

“Where the hell is everybody?” he said to himself. 

***

[image: ]


INSTEAD OF WATCHING the news, someone was watching a show that focused on the paranormal; unexplained happenings, spiritual events, ghost sightings, haunted places, and the like. This particular episode focused on miracles and angels.

A young man, possibly in his early thirties, was eating Chinese food straight from the container with chopsticks as he listened in mild amusement.

One person from Chicago was giving their own personal sighting of what she deemed a miracle. The woman, in her late-fifties, was explaining to the show’s host how she happened to be coming home from work when she witnessed a terrible car accident at a busy intersection downtown. A small child no older than five or six was struck by a taxicab. Moments later, a crowd gathered around the boy and the mother who was on her knees, wailing, cradling her son’s head to her chest. A derelict she normally saw sitting against the wall of a drug store, got up and walked over to the scene. Nobody paid him any attention until he breezed through the crowd, and knelt beside the mother and child. He told the mother to besilent, and oddly, she shut up immediately as she looked into the derelict’s eyes. There was complete silence as the crowd watched him put his hand on the child’s forehead. He closed his eyes and faced the sky. In a matter of seconds, the child gasped for air and opened his eyes. People in the crowd screamed in shock, and crowded closer while the mother cried out in joy. She was so busy hugging her son, no one noticed the derelict run away—-except her. The incident happened a week ago, and no one had seen him since.

The young man, sucking up a few noodles, stopped in surprise. He finished his food calmly, the last noodle going up and disappearing between his lips. He put the container down and wiped his mouth.
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