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	    This book is a work of fiction. I am the one and only writer of this Book, Books, and Series. If you find a coincidence. It would purely be coincidental. Any character, characters, plot, name or names used in this book are purely mine. I am the Holder of these Rights. My name is Billy Guajardo. If you like the book, then recommend your friends to download a copy. Thank you very much for respecting my work as an author! This e-book or book, including all its parts, is protected by copyright and must not be copied, or resold without proper permission. 


	








	


	


	Introduction


	


	


	



     Follow me to the Hallway of Horror. We will listen to the sound of men, training. Some will wake in the Land of the Ancient Warrior? Some will be dead yet some will dream of a place that the impossible find. A place where most men if they knew would be astonished that it existed in another world one of the warrior. If we walk close enough. We will not just see the dark come to life. We will listen to men that walk among the living though dead. Men that come from a different kind of world. Like mine, they would return from the grave. Walk among the living, and attack those that they return to combat in a challenge or to the death.     


	    A Man Named Billy-Bag-A-Donuts. Will take us for a  brief stroll down memory lane from his Crib to his Death. There, his story will begin. His Life, Legacy, and the Death of a Small Time Chicago Hood! How he Preyed on the Weak, Strong, Powerful, and other Men in the Mob. On the Infamous streets of Chicago. He will rise to fame, and glory in a Gunfight that will shock a State. It will mirror an infamous Shootout through History against Police and Federal Agents. Leaving countless Policemen and an undisclosed number of Dead Federal Agents. A path that left everyone in Illinois in shock! 


	    Ghosts, will remain behind in a town hiding in the Dark, Pauper's Graveyard, and the Devil's Playground? He made a vow upon his Untimely Death. He would one day return from his dark deep grave. Even if he had to kiss the Devil's Hoof or ass. He would return with a wish upon on his tongue and lips. And he would make the living worship him, and the dead. 


	    Call me by my name wherever you are? If you want a murderous sense of humor. You would want me at your side to make you laugh? He made a promise he would make you laugh. Make me tell you something funny? Just before I kill you? Will see who has the last laugh?   


	    A World of Villains Wait down a Dark Hall for you. Follow me into the threshold for a real scare. 


	    A man dressed in a cream-colored pauper or leper's cloak. Long wavy silver hair laid gently over his shoulders. A face is clear of any facial hair, beard, or acne. A young face blanketed in an old man's hair turns to face the hallway with a look of uncertainty in his silvery-gray eyes. 


	Asked Will You? 


	Unless your some kind of Sissy? 


	Well, are you?


	Some kind of Sissy? 


	    An entrance lay trimmed in burnt black shiny wood. With no end in sight. I stop I listen to ghostly whispers. They fill each ear with the sound of the dead, dying, and mortally wounded humans. That sound alone left most men and women in chills.    


	    I take one step toward the other side. I talk too infamous Dead Men, Women and Children. A Hall Blanketed in Deadly Deathly Faces Peek back from the other side full of ghostly, ghastly  whispers from ghosts? I stop in front of one Dark Dead Face of a ghost? Is that you Vayne ''I mumbled'' in a whisper. It is I, Teller of Ghostly Tales ''he answered'' in a dark whisper?


	Back for another Ghostly Ghastly Ghost Story, I assume?


	Yes, he's back for another Villainous Story?


	Just Like Before another Dreary Voice Whispers.


	Why yes I am Victor Vayne Senior?


	Do you have one for me? 


	For you Teller of Tales, always? 


	Anything for you in another dark whispery tone. 


	This way Teller of Tales? 


	    A man they call the Villain Stood Blanketed in Rigormortis, in a Black Ninja Uniform now led the way down the Hall toward the threshold encased in a sound of screeching and grunting sad, angered, hungry, vicious and poltergeist ghosts. 


	Any new Crimes in the Neighborhood that need to be resolved ''Vikar asked?


	I have no idea Vikar?


	I do not Police the area? 


	I have no time left to put in my neighborhood?


	Shucks, Teller of Tales? 


	What's a Villain to do these days? 


	If you follow me ''Teller of Tales? 


	I Will track down any and every evildoer that planned to hurt you? 


	I will do to him what he would have done to you?


	Why did you come here to the Hallway of Horror? 


	I live in the dark, even you I can see if I want. 


	I will continue to live here until the Master Rises. 


	My Son will finish his training soon. 


	He will need to find me someday? 


	Here, I will be with a story for you and wisdom for him. 


	I keep an eye on him from the Hall of Horror in the dark from beyond the land of warriors? 


	Here, I have found many different Worlds. 


	Here, I Will Still Walk Among the Living. 


	Here, I can see my Son in the Land of Warriors. 


	Here, I can wait for Family and Friends.  


	I Will be here to greet them when they die Teller of Tales. 


	The gate is the same everywhere when a Warrior, Soldier or a trained man dies. Some will return to finish unfinished business in any form or manner. 


	    The sound of Evil Crept into my Studio through the Threshold. A man in black crept through  in a ninja's uniform. The sound of men on a battlefield, in war or in a fight sent the sound of combat through every person's bones. A Handful of Men in a Black Uniform Creep through in countless karate stands. One man looked to his right, the second to his left the other over his head and the last ahead. An army of men in black crept through the hallway to the other side of the threshold behind Victor Vayne Senior the first Villain. I watch them walk through a wall of fiery flameless dust and vanish. The sound of wood crackling remained throughout the hall. A wall of tiny burning fiery flake is barely noticeable barely visible lit up before those that walk through bent over.  


	    Billy-Bag-A-Donuts walked through blanketed in a cloud of black smoke. One step, two than three before he vanished in a cloud of fiery black ash in a drape? Eleven Henchmen each with a Tommy or handgun left the dark behind the Infamous Billy-Bag-A-Donuts. Each man walked into the same wall of fiery crackling black ash? The sound of laughing hyena engulf the hall with teeth and eyes. 


	    An Old Friend of Mine named Johnny Guajardo. A Natural Born Psychic listens for a name in the hallway of horror? He can hear a Young Woman in the Future, the Year 2020 asking to speak with her a man that she believed saved her life. The young girl wanted to know if she would ever see him or his whereabouts. He began to sift through information that she gave him. 


	    It took him a minute then a few before he could begin to see anything. His head tilted back slightly to his left than his right. His left eye opened than the other. He stared into a face of a blond-haired girl with big round baby blue eyes. I see a man in an arena with multiple men in black uniforms. He began to shake, shiver, and stutter. He whispered'' ask the dark in her left ear. Meanwhile, he stood next to her at a table with a group of friends. I will always be close. I will keep an eye on you from the dark. I will be where I would be best. And here I will remain until the end. Until I can no longer remain with the living. I can be found in the Land of the  Warrior. If and when that day should arrive. I will no longer be here to watch over you. I will have joined Villainous Villains. Until I can no longer return like other men like a ghost?    


	Johnny interrupted me? 


	Whatever spoke heard me channel through the Hall of Horrors? 


	Teller of Tales? 


	Yes, Johnny? 


	    His whisper fell from a place in between Heaven and Earth? It fell upon the Hallway? If you made it pass the Hallway of ghostly ghastly ghosts? Maybe, you would like to walk with me just a bit further into a world of Mausoleums and Crypts. We will walk until we find the ghost of a Woman, Child, or a Man. You will need a tale to tell Humans. Where would that place be best found? 


	    A Villain will walk through the crypt every night. He will wait for a heavenly guide to show them the way home. Where they belong with other Lost Souls. Some lay in an unrested crypt or in a grave waiting to share the answer if just someone or something would ask? 


	Are you the guide?


	No?


	Maybe? 


	Will you be that guide, Johnny? 


	I could be? 


	If I am given that responsibility, sweetie? 


	








	Chapter One Terrorists


	



	



	    Military Men stand up in a shootout against the most feared Terrorist in the World? Osama Bin the Boo Boo is on the loose. He is every country and in every world. Other Men in an Organization, Private Funded Military, and Mercenary Armies were involved.  


	    One by one every Mercenary had his last word. Left behind in a Nationwide Secret War. Men from the past rise to find Men Responsible for Killing the innocent? But why? And how? Each Asian Assassin after the other raised a Camouflaged Sand Colored Weapon. A cloud of dust, dirt and desert sand glided across in a wall in a slight storm. A Number of Men in a Desert Military Uniform. Each hidden in a dust cloud rise in a storm of gunfire against one another. Then the storm changed color from a cloud of sand-colored dust and dirt into a wall of shadows. Men that died in combat rise in the form of ghosts. All of a sudden the room became covered in dark smoky shadows. A Young Man in his Early 40s follows a familiar shadow across the wall. A television became blanketed in words. The room fills in dark endless whispers. Like the Devil Himself Rose through the Black Earth, glided across every wall in the room with dark evil shadowy figures of grim reapers. 


	    A Young Woman in Her Early 30s or late 20s began to panic. She Slid into Her Husband's Arms. A young girl with long light brown hair, slender body and grayish eyes. With a lisp began to mumble after she saw one wall beside window blanketed in dark smoky shadows. 


	They began to move as ghosts.  


	What do you want from us?


	Our One Possession is Our Daughter. 


	A Young Man Began to Speak in Dreary Whispers. 


	Please take whatever you want from my home?


	Do not hurt my family? 


	You know what I want Vayne? A dark dreary raspy voice whispers. 


	You know why I'm here? 


	Too die ''Vayne whispered'' in anger? 


	Not just yet Vayne!


	Maybe, next time? 


	Not now?  


	Now it’s my turn? 


	    One shadowy figure slid toward the sofa. He slid a young girl away from the mother into a cloud of dark smoke that surrounded the master being. Her mother began to raise her voice with a threat of Police. The young man rose from the sofa for a shadowy figure's arm. With his left hand in a dark leathery glove. The shadow placed it over his young daughter's mouth. A long sharp ice pick slid in through his left hand. One other shadowy figure slipped a sharp 6-inch curved knife into the open with a design engraved in the handle of a pack of laughing hyena.  


	    A figure in a black mask slid a knife under the young woman's neck. A dark silky shadow sounded like a laughing hyena. He laughed while he slid it across her throat until she started to choke on her own blood while on her sofa. A young husband took another ice pick wound this time to the chest. He fell face-first on his wife's lap. His left eye remains on a shadowy figure. He moved toward a wall with his daughter in his left Arm. A man in a black ninja's uniform exposed a cold stare in his eyes. With a cold black stare in his eyes ''he whispered. Evil Will Be Born Many Times through your lifetime, Vayne. Until you wake from a nightmare that you brought upon the Dark Hearted Lords Organization? I will take your daughter until you find me Vayne? I will take her for my own? She will give you hope. You will want to live long enough to find her Vayne. Every wall in the den came to life in shadowy figures. Each evil being slid through a hardened wall of plaster and painted wall, closed window, or vanished simply in the dark like a ghost. Vayne began to yell in horror. He took one look at his Wife's neck, blanketed in bloody knife and stab wounds. He turned his eye on a shadowy figure that fed on the weakness of his Family? His other eye remained on a villain that held his daughter in his left arm until he vanished in a wall with his life. 


	I will find you Dark Hearted Lord.


	I will find you, Rigel. 


	Hell would not be dark nor to deep to find you.  


	We shall see Brother?


	    A dark being in a dark hooded cloak, weapon made of burning fiery dark red ash and sharp.     


	Made his way into a wall that led outside into the street. A wall that other hooded men in a cloak used to leave through. Each being leaving a layer of smoke in every foot toward a wall. 


	    I will remember this day until the day I die, Rigel. He wrote it down on his wife's blouse in her blood. Until, I find you hiding in the dark! My vengeance will be my legacy. No perimeter will stop a reign of horror until I deliver my punishment.


	     Within a minute's time I felt faint, pain, anger, hurt, and a vengeance for my fellow friends. As my finger pressed in three digits on a cell phone. I spoke briefly to a telephone operator. Hurry ''I said'' please? My family has been attacked by a band of cut-throat thieves? A phone fell from my hand to the floor. An Operator on the other end tracked down my address within seconds. She sent Police, an Ambulance and several Paramedics? 


	    Within a few minutes. The home is surrounded by Firemen looking for a Fire. Police begin to  look for a Band of Thieving Murderers. Police begin a thorough search of the home. They find that the Vikar's Residence was a home invasion instead. No answer at the door. They find a broken lock on the door instead. They push the door wide open. Aim a handgun and flashlight in the entrance. They see blood on the floor. It led deep into the home. They Radio for Backup within minutes. 


	    Four Policemen enter the home with a handgun in one hand, and a flashlight in the other. One behind the other they follow the first Officer into the Home. They walk through a 3-foot wide corridor into the rest of the Home. They find a Young Woman on a sofa sitting slumped over with her throat cut. They find another body of a young man with a weapon protruding from his chest. He had another wound. A hole in his hand. He bled profusely on the sofa. It fell down on the carpet beneath him. The Young Woman Died on the spot. She had her throat cut by a sharp knife. They find no sign of a child or young kid anywhere. Where is he or if her ''One Officer Asked? 


	A dreary voice rose from the floor. 


	They took her from me Officer? 


	Who took her Mr. Vikar? 


	A dark angel in wings? 


	   His stare stared up at the Night sky through a window in the Den. Every Policemen followed his stare to one window. They stare up at the night sky, covered in a world of tiny lit different colored specks. It did not make any sense Mr. Vikar or is it Victor Vayne? His real name is 


	Vayne Vikar? 


	Where's the Ambulance ''I mumbled? 


	    Two Men in a White Uniform roll a steel stretcher into the home. We have one person still alive ''an Officer yelled. Take the young man to the Hospital? He looks like he can breathe? The Woman, I know is dead. There will be no reason to hurry her anywhere anymore. 


	Search the home for a child. 


	There is a little girl in the picture. 


	    She must be hiding, missing or she has been kidnapped. She must be around Four Years Old. A number of Policemen run through the home searching for a little girl screaming for her. 


	    One Officer found a button on a wall. He reached it with an eye on the ceiling and every wall. He used the tip of his thumb to flip it up toward the ceiling. It lit up the room after it turns on. The Den lit up in a bright white light. Every Officer stared in disbelief. Each wall is covered in a Dark Sparkling Fine Black Dust in the Shape of a Hooded Man in a Cloak. One officer kept an eye on Vayne Vikar. As they roll him away on a stretcher. One stare into his eyes. Vikar Vayne's Bloodshot eye stared up at each Man in Blue. He whispered'' the dark came in a number, six. One head after the other turns to count each shadow on both walls. Where did they go Mr. Vikar? From the dark they came, into the dark they return. They follow Vayne's Bloodshot Eyed Stare to a wall that they used.  


	    He stared up at the night skies. They check every door and window. They find no window unlatched or back door unlocked. The only door with a broken lock is the front door. They follow every shadow to a window and solid wall. One Officer believed that each man walked through the wall? The other Officer pointed at a wall of glass windows. Unless, one man stood behind to lock every window. He could have walked down the corridor to the front door. 


	    Police were stumped. What happened here? They decide to Radio the Homicide Division instead. Right outside they find Four FBI Agents. They say it is a case that they have been working on for months. Four Men in a Black Suit take one look at a wall covered in shadowy figures of dust? They begin to panic during a serenade of questions. 


	Did you find any living survivors ''he asked? 


	Just one Agent ''he answered. 


	Where is his body? 


	He is at a hospital ''he answered.


	I want him under 24-hour surveillance. 


	He is quite alive Agent. 


	Make sure that he remains alive ''he replied.


	My name is Agent Brew like the beer. 


	Take that as order officer?


	    He just left for the nearest hospital on a stretcher Agent Brew. Without much delay he heads for a Black Four-Door Sedan Parked Outside. The first Agent named Brew headed for a car. His Partner right behind him with countless pictures. He took several cell phone photos. He made sure he got a photo of every shadow on each wall and window. Each Man in a Black Suit Ran into the street, into a vehicle and left the scene of the crime. One other Agent and His Partner remain behind with a bunch of questions? 
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