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Blood. 

So. Much. Blood. 

It seemed to drip, ooze, pour from anywhere it could in the room. Everywhere he turned. 

Bright red. Deep crimson. Abyssal black. Even dried to that barbeque sauce brown in some of 

the nooks and crannies. He closed his eyes to block out the horror. 

Then the noise came. A low hum. He slowly, reluctantly opened his eyes. All around 

him, in a loose circle, stood a group of women. Ten of them, this time. Their faces were 

completely featureless. What he had thought was a hum had been moaning, a keening chorus 

created from somewhere deep within their mouthless throats. The circle began to slowly close. 

He tried to back away, but his feet did nothing but slide around on the slick floor. The 

women lifted their arms, the unearthly noise gaining volume. His feet slipped around so much 
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they tangled together, forcing him to the floor. The hands reached for him. He frantically slapped 

at them, trying to keep the inevitable at bay. As the women closed in, the smooth faces started to 

bubble, the flesh sliding off in long, rubbery strings, exposing an equally smooth skull. The 

hands were too much now, clutching and grabbing and clawing until some got ahold of his neck. 

As they slowly tightened their grip, he pulled at the fingers and opened his mouth to let out a 

constricted… 

…scream. Sean Worth sat upright in bed, his feet instinctively swinging around to find 

the reassuring solidity of the floor. His heart was racing, his breathing labored. His t-shirt was 

soaked, clinging and twisted tight around his torso, especially his throat. He frantically yanked it 

off his body as best he could. While he succeeded in getting it over his head, it remained tangled 

around his arms. 

"The dream, again?" 

Sean looked over his shoulder. His wife, Marissa, was sitting up, her hand returning to 

her side as if she had been reaching out to touch him but had decided against it at the last 

moment. He almost thought he could see a little fear mixed with the concern in her eyes. It took 

him a moment to answer, "Yeah." 

The fear disappeared and she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him to her. "It's 

going to be OK," she comforted. "It won't last forever." 

He leaned in, laying his head in the crook of her neck. "Why can't it be over now?" 

"I just can't see why no one else can take over for you." 

"I've tried. If it had been seven, even six murders ago, maybe." 
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Marissa pulled back so she could look him in the face. She put on a wry smile and a 

down-home accent and said, "Well, that'll learn ya." 

Sean chuckled. He loved her sense of humor. 

She pulled him back onto her shoulder and then back down onto the pillows. She slowly 

stroked his hair, trying to get him to fall asleep. Three minutes later, he was listening to her soft 

snoring. 

 

Sean spent the next afternoon the way he had for what felt like an eternity: Pouring 

through the evidence. Even though he left this ritual until after lunch, he still knew it was 

unhealthy to obsess this way. Still, his nightmares aside, he had a nagging feeling that they were 

missing something, that one thing in the photos or M.E. report that would crack it all wide open. 

So far…bupkis. 

Ten women, always women, had taken the time to cut intricate symbols and what looked 

like words into the skin on their arms, legs and faces. His personal guess was that they had been 

self-inflicted, based upon them being on only one side of their bodies. The M.E. had made the 

same assumption, so at least he wasn't alone there. The carvings were just the proverbial tip. 

Their final act was always to slice open their stomachs and pull out their own intestines, holding 

them in their hands as if they believed their entrails belonged in the open air rather than 

contained. Adding another layer of bizarre was the look of pure joy on their faces. It was 

definitely not what you expected to see post-harakiri. 
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On the first call, every detective instinct in him screamed the woman had help. His brain 

refused to contemplate the special level of insanity it would've taken to perform that act alone. 

Now, nine more victims later, he was positive. 

The phone on his partner, Tony Lodestone's, desk rang. Through a mouthful of sub he 

gruffly answered, "Lodestone." Almost instantly, the sandwich fell onto his blotter and was 

replaced by a pen. "Got it," he replied, already out of his chair with his jacket in hand. He pulled 

the Post-It from the pad and yelled, "We got 'im!" 

 

The tip had been called in by a Peeping Tom. He came home for a lunchtime session of 

watching his sexy, young neighbor go about her yoga routine. He was running later than usual 

and was disappointed when he saw she was with some guy. His first thought was the guy was an 

instructor or exercise partner and was about to call it a wash when a flash caught his eye. He saw 

her begin to cut her left arm with the knife while the man stood over her and did nothing but 

smile. 

 

The woman was in mid-slice when they burst through the door, the blade near her belly 

button. While Sean and one of the uniforms held their guns on the man, Tony quickly grabbed a 

quilt from the couch and the other patrolman wrestled the knife away from the woman. She went 

into hysterics the instant the cop touched her, forcing Tony to sit on her chest, his legs holding 

down her flailing arms, as he used the quilt to try to staunch the bleeding in her gut. She still 

wouldn't give up, working her head so she could try to bite the detective's ass, her mouth snarling 

and snapping like a mad dog with its head stuck in a fence. 
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The second patrolman dropped the knife on a counter before drawing his sidearm and 

pointing it toward the suspect. The man just stood there, his hands on the back of his head. He 

had calmly placed them there when they first entered, as if he expected them to ask. Sean 

holstered his gun and approached him. He grabbed the right arm and twisted it behind the man's 

back, snapping one side of his handcuffs on its wrist then following suit with the other arm. Tony 

was in the process of calling for an ambulance as Sean led their prisoner to the car. 

As he was being cuffed, the mysterious man made it a point to brush his fingers across 

Sean's wedding ring, something the detective never noticed in the heat of the moment. 

 

The prisoner sat across the metal interrogation room table from Sean and Tony, his hands 

locked to a bar welded to the top on his side, his face locked in a bemused smile. Even though he 

never took his eyes off the detectives, it felt to Sean that he was somehow looking directly at 

them both at the exact same time. From this stare-down, he could see that the prisoner's ice-blue 

eyes were flecked with gold. He wasn't certain, but he thought he could even see gold flecks 

floating in the whites, as well. 

"Why don't we start with your name," Tony said, breaking the interminable silence. 

"I am The Bringer. Angel of Devastation. Savior of None. God of the New World," the 

prisoner replied. 

"Well," Tony continued, "your prints weren't in the system. Neither was your DNA." 

"That should prove I am who I say I am, then." 

Sean cleared his throat and said, "All that proves is you've never been arrested." 
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"No cage can hold me." 

"Oh yeah?" Tony nodded at the handcuffs. "Get out of those." 

The prisoner shook his head. "It's not yet time. One more sacrifice needs to be made." 

Sean leaned forward, daring himself to look straight into those weird eyes. "Is that what 

you were doing? Killing women as a sacrifice? To what?" 

"I killed no one. They did it all themselves." 

"Really?" Tony asked. "Ten women just volunteered to slaughter themselves?" 

"No. They had to be convinced." Ever so slightly, barely noticeably, the prisoner's smile 

widened. Sean thought he even saw the gold flecks flash. 

Tony continued his questions, "How? Drugs? Money?" 

"I am just very persuasive." 

The three of them went around and around in circles over the next two hours. The 

prisoner continued his cryptic answers to their questions, never breaking his gaze and never 

losing that creepy smile. No matter what the detectives threw at him, the prisoner just could not 

be fazed. If they had hooked him up to an EKG, they would have seen his heart rate never rose 

above resting. 

Eventually, the uniform who had grabbed the knife stuck his head in the door. 

"Detectives? Just got word, the woman died." 

Tony dropped his head and exhaled, "Fuck." 
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The patrolman shrugged. "They said she seemed to just give up. Resisted everything they 

tried." He swallowed hard, as if he didn't want to say his next sentence. "Like she wanted to die." 

Sean shot a glance at the prisoner. Once again, he swore he saw a flash in his eyes. "I 

think we're done, for now," he said. "Take this…" He mulled over his words. "Take him to 

holding. Give him his own cell." 

As the uniform was undoing the cuffs, Sean and Tony stood next to the door. When the 

prisoner passed Sean, he leaned in uncomfortably close and whispered, "Sweet dreams, 

Detective." 

Sean flinched. 

 

Once again, Sean found himself surrounded. The number of faceless women had 

increased by one. 

When they began closing ranks and the suffocating started, movement to his left caught 

his eye. He did his best to turn his head. Through the spaces made by the swaying of the women, 

Sean could see the prisoner, standing on a chair, holding his arms out as if he was conducting the 

women, moving them like some sadistic puppet master. 

He sat up in bed, dripping sweat. He felt completely exhausted, more so than ever. He 

realized it had taken a seriously conscious effort to awaken, almost like he had clawed his way 

out of the dream. 

Marissa said nothing this time. She just put her arms around his stomach and held him. 

The way he had thrashed in his sleep, the sounds he had made, it had all scared her on a level so 
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deep she was afraid to go back to sleep for what she might see in her own dreams. She hoped 

Sean's own shaking masked hers. 

 

Sean stood in front of the row of monitors that broadcast the feeds from the cameras in 

the holding cell area. One of them showed the prisoner, sitting on the floor of his cell, staring 

ahead at nothing in particular with the same bemused smile he had yesterday. 

Tony joined him and watched for several seconds before speaking. "So, he's still alive?" 

Sean gave him a confused look. "With all that talk of 'one more sacrifice'," he explained, "I fully 

expected to come in today and find he'd offed himself." 

"Hmm," Sean replied, finally understanding. "No, still alive. He apparently hasn't moved 

since they put him in there. Even slept in that position" 

"I've seen some creepy fuckers come through here, but…wow. I think he seriously 

believes all that bullshit he fed us." 

Sean nodded. "I doubt we'll ever be able to break him." 

"Great. With our luck, he'll end up in the looney bin, out in ten, fifteen, ready to give us 

more trouble." Tony took a sip from his coffee. "Nevertheless, Captain wants us to try again after 

lunch." 

Sean's cell phone rang. Neither he nor Tony needed to see the screen to know it was 

Marissa. The custom ringtone gave it away: The song they danced to at their wedding. Tony 

smiled and said, "You get that. I'll go have our guy moved to Interrogation Three." 
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Sean answered as he walked back to his desk. The second he thumbed the answer icon, 

the prisoner's eyes snapped up to look directly into the camera. 

"Hi, Honey," Marissa said, a little too loud. She had just exited her office building and 

the street noise made it hard to hear. "I was just checking if you were doing OK." 

"Yeah. Yeah, I'm fine. Better when I'm not sleeping. Less dreams that way." The silence 

from her end told him his feeble attempt at humor fell flat. "Sorry. Seriously, though, I'm doing 

OK." 

"All right. But if this goes on any longer, I want you to see someone." 

"I promise." He checked his watch. "Hey, shouldn't you be at lunch with Wendy right 

now?" 

"I'm on my way right now. A meeting ran long." 

"Where are you guys eating? Anyplace that will make for good leftovers?" 

Marissa chuckled, a sound that was symphonic to Sean. "Don't know about that. It's some 

new place Wendy's been raving about, over on…" Marissa's voice trailed off and the arm holding 

the phone fell to her side. A look of pure joy that somehow managed to look completely vacant 

at the same time crossed her face. 

"Over on…," Sean prodded. When he got no answer he said her name several times. 

Marissa continued to walk down the street. Her phone slipped from her fingers and 

clattered on the pavement. A young man directly behind her picked it up and called out to her. 

He jogged up to her, matching her surprisingly quick pace. He tried to get her to stop or even just 
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take the phone back, but neither occurred. He finally put the phone up to his own ear and said, 

"Hello? Is anyone there?" 

"Hello," Sean replied. "Who is this? Where's my wife?" 

"My name's Ben Anderson. If that was your wife, she just dropped her phone. I tried to 

give it back to her, but she wouldn't take it. It was like she was in a trance, or somethin'." 

"What?" 

"I don't know, Man. I kept tryin' to get her attention. Tapped her shoulder. Waved my 

hands in front of her face. Nothin'." 

Sean let this sink in for a second before responding, "My name is Detective Sean Wilson. 

My wife's name is Marissa. I need you to follow her. Can you do that?" 

"Sure, Man. Whatever you need." 

"Thank you. Try to make sure she stays out of harm. And if you see any police, give them 

my name and explain things. They should be able to help you." 

"Got it. No problem." Without thinking, Ben hung up the phone. 

"No! Don't hang…dammit!" Sean hit the speed dial for his wife's phone. It gave him half 

a ring before a screeching static pierced his eardrum. 

Ben realized what he had done and was about to see if he could find the cop's number 

when Marissa's phone rang. He hit answer and was greeted with the same piercing sound Sean 

got on his end. Ben killed that noise and pocketed the phone before trotting down the street after 

Marissa. 
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Sean sat in his chair, staring at the door across the room with a faded, black number three 

painted under the tiny square reinforced window. A patrolman exited the room. Sean debated if 

he really should do what he knew he had to do. Before his brain was even aware that he'd made a 

decision, his keys were in his hand, unlocking a desk drawer. 

Ben continued to follow Marissa. She walked in an unnaturally straight line, completely 

unfazed anytime she bumped into or was bumped into by someone. Even though she kept a 

steady pace, she always managed to reach the street corners just as a light changed, able to cross 

with the crowd. Ben, on the other hand, was far enough behind that he had to avoid getting 

clipped by traffic a couple times. 

Sean, shirt untucked, entered the interrogation room. The prisoner was staring at the door, 

as if he was expecting the detective. Sean locked the door behind him. 

"What have you done to her?" 

"I have no idea…" 

"Quit lying! I know you've done something to my wife." 

"I swear I would never harm a hair on the lovely Marissa." 

Sean pulled his gun from the small of his back and pointed it right between the prisoner's 

eyes. 

"I've never said her name." 

Marissa reached into her purse without looking at it. She removed a pointed, metal nail 

file and began to carve into her left arm. 
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The prisoner kept up the innocent act. "Are you certain?" 

"Positive." 

The prisoner held Sean's stern gaze for a moment before smiling conspiratorially, his 

voice getting eerily calmer. "He will not be able to save her, this young Mr. Anderson." 

Ben could tell Marissa was doing something, the way her right arm was moving, but he 

couldn't tell what, exactly. The crowd had thickened around him, and it was starting to slow his 

progress. It felt almost like people were appearing out of nowhere. As he avoided smacking into 

a middle-aged woman loaded down with several shopping bags, he glanced at the ground. He 

saw what might be, but couldn't be, drops of fresh blood. 

Sean was thrown by what the prisoner just said. "How…?" 

"I know everything. As I told you, I am the God of the New World. Your beautiful 

wife…and she is beautiful, I must say…she is going to help usher things into being. In fact," his 

gaze traveled upward, as if he was figuring out a math problem, "she is almost there, as we 

speak." 

The crowd around Ben was definitely getting thicker. It was starting to get more and 

more difficult to keep Marissa in view. When he was able to finally, yet all too briefly, pop his 

head above the crowd, he saw that her path was about to intersect that of an oncoming city bus. 

Sean's jaw tightened. Through clenched teeth he hissed, "Whatever you've done, fix it. 

Now." 

The prisoner held up his hands. "Are you really going to shoot me? In cold blood? Right 

here?" 
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Sean thumbed the hammer back and said, "Try me." 

Ben tried to speed up and break through the crowd. 

The gold flecks flashed again. 

"What was that?" Sean asked. "What did you just do?" 

The prisoner answered with only a grin. A toothy, maniacal grin. 

Marissa reached the curb and stopped. 

Ben could hardly move for all of the bodies. Someone blind-sided him, knocking him to 

the ground. Feet came from everywhere in supernatural numbers. He threw his arms up in front 

of his face. 

Despite his best efforts, Ben was soon trampled to death. 

Sean screamed, "What have you done?!" 

When the prisoner spoke, his whisper was barely audible and full of rapture. "It is almost 

here." 

Sean's finger tightened on the trigger. 

Marissa's foot stepped from the curb. 

Pounding and shouting came from the door 

Brakes squealed. 

A horn blared. 
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The gun fired. 

 

The End 


