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Dear Partnas in Crime:

 

It is my absolute mothafuckin pleasure to present y’all with a horror story that is quite possibly unlike anything y’all ever read before. Bad Billy has a history, gangstas, a long history, and first started in 2007 when I was still in the Big House on some bullshit charges. I had been writing stories for years, with little success at getting them published.

 

But in 2007, things changed, and the tale “Bad Billy” was purchased by the small press horror magazine Necrotic Tissue. I was shocked to be quite honest with y’all that anyone would want to accept it. For years I’d been writing the deep shit. Stuff that had what they called themes. The stuff that nobody wants to read. The one time I decided not to give a damn, and BAM!!! An acceptance letter and a little bit of cigarette money to go with it. 

 

I was even more shocked when the publisher suggested I turn the story into a series. I remember running around the chow hall, ripping up my bologna sandwich in little pieces and throwing them like confetti to the crowd of disgruntled convicts in celebration of my success. Yeah, they tried to put a beat down on my ass for that stunt and yeah, I saw the hole for a little while.

 

But it was the best three weeks of solitude in my life because I was a lowlife living the high life. I screamed at all my friends locked in their rooms about my success. We fished notes back and forth, from door crack to door crack, me writing down the sequel one sentence at a time. I was seeking feedback from my fellow man, and they approved.

 

Bad Billy is an interesting journey. I’m glad to have you along for the ride.

 

And now, for the feature presentation . . . 

 





Present Day, County Fair

 

Daylight was coming. Law enforcement agencies from the surrounding areas combed the fairgrounds. Ambulances lined the fields, some EMTs having traveled more than two hours to claim the bodies that were thinly shrouded in the predawn mist. 

Ethan Lee pulled a fifth of Johnny Walker from his coat, unscrewed the top and took a long swallow. He sighed, ran a hand over his mouth, and continued his stroll down the rows of carcasses that lined the concession stands, game booths and rides.

The sun was about to rise, and he still hadn’t seen sign one of his nephew. This is bullshit, he thought as he stumbled over a deceased woman who stared wide-eyed at nothing, throat slashed, gnats and ants feeding on her pretty face.

He’d seen most of the bodies now, a staggering amount. He reckoned he’d lost count around fifty. Avery Police Chief Clyde Snider was walking with him. 

“Look at all these folks your nephew done done in,” Snider said. “It’s too much.”

Ethan shook his head at the stupid sonofabitch. “Billy didn’t do this, Chief.”

“Who did?”

“I don’t know, but I know it wasn’t no Billy that done it. Billy eats what he kills. Like your son’s face; he ate it clean off.”

Ethan knew that would get a reaction out of the chief. He wanted the chief to get mad. He wanted him to pull that big ass gun out of its holster and point it at him in front of the other officers policing the fairgrounds. Maybe then he could leave. Chief had been holding him against his will for two days now. Ethan didn’t want to hunt down his nephew. Hell, if there was one thing he did know it was that you didn’t go chasing tornados. Because what do you do when you finally catch one?  

Chief spit a wad of tobacco on Ethan’s shirt and slapped him hard across the face. “Don’t you ever talk about my son, you white trash sonofabitch. You pieces of shit shouldn’t be allowed to breed. Look at the chaos y’all create. Look at these dead people. I been in harm’s way for over thirty years now, and I ain’t ever seen nothing like this before. Not a goddamn thing.” Chief slapped him again.

“Why don’t you just pull out that .45 and shoot me dead?” Ethan said, spitting blood, sipping whiskey.

Chief smiled. “Oh, trust me. If they find your nephew before we do, I’ll put a goddamn bullet in your head. Blood for blood.”

Ethan cringed as fear slipped inside his brain. The sudden image of being buried in the woods with a bullet hole in his forehead made him tremble.

He was so wrapped up in his thoughts that he barely missed the plumes of smoke in the distance. He spotted them and stopped, staring at his nephew’s body on the ground. 

“There he is, Chief,” Ethan whispered.

The smoldering body suddenly combusted and flames licked the sky. There was a howl, and the massive creature rose to its full height of 4’7”. It seemed to look right at him and then Bad Billy fled, the fire engulfing him.

Ethan took another long drink as he watched Bad Billy running across the fairgrounds, down the walkway, off the walkway into the field. “That is one evil sonofabitch,” he said. 

I hope he dies, Ethan thought, his hands trembling. That boy’s whole life had been nothing but one big mistake. Hell, he could remember 1979 like it was yesterday…

#

 

Motherfuckin 1979

            

Ethan had opened the door to his sister’s trailer with a spare key she kept outside, under the cigar store Indian. He was in a new pink leisure suit, and his shoes were sparkling white. He’d spit shined those motherfuckers like they were going out of style. He needed money and he knew his sister was working at the gas station down the road. Her two children were at the car factory working. Wasn’t a soul in the house.

He crept to the cookie jar on the refrigerator like a phantom and stole the cash resting inside. He counted the bills once, twice, three times. Thirty-seven dollars. He did some quick calculations and figured if the dance competition cost eight bucks, then he’d have at least several more dollars to drink with.

Jackpot. He crept to the front door but stopped as he turned the knob. Hell, he’d just stolen cash from the cookie jar. Might as well check the whole place out. Hell, there could be a small fortune hiding in the bedrooms somewhere.

He turned and walked down the hallway. He pushed open the first door he came to and entered his nephew’s room. His nephew and niece were both snoring, their heads the only thing not covered by a thick blanket.

Ethan frowned. He wondered why those rascals weren’t at work. He noticed the clothing bunched up on the floor and the way Brenda Lee’s head rested near the back of Lee Lee’s neck. He suddenly understood and anger overcame him.

“Wake up!” he shouted.

The two opened their eyes, startled.

“Get up you heathens!” he snarled. “Get up right damned now!”

“I can’t” Brenda said.

“You get up now you fat bitch!” Ethan howled.

“Don’t you talk to my girl like that,” Lee Lee replied coldly. “I’ll kill your ass dead.”

“That ain’t your girl, moron, that’s your sister!” Ethan said. “Now get up!”

“I can’t,” the girl said.

“Why not?” Ethan asked.

“Because I ain’t wearing no clothes,” she whispered.

“What you doing in our house?” the boy asked, his eyes narrowed to slits. “You trying to steal from us again?”

“I wouldn’t ever steal from y’all,” Ethan said, a look of shock and hurt on his face. “I can’t believe you’d even think that, Lee Lee.”

“Momma said to call the police next time you came here,” Lee said.

Ethan shrugged his shoulders. “You go right ahead and call them, boy. And maybe I’ll tell them what I just seen. Maybe I’ll tell your Momma too.”

“But we’re both thirty,” Brenda said. “We’re adults, and we can make our own choices.”

“That shit just ain’t natural,” Ethan said. “What if you ever got pregnant girl?”

#

 

Present Day, County Fair

 

Ethan finished off his Johnny Walker and watched his nephew dive under a trailer in the distance. He tossed the empty bottle to the ground. “I’ve had enough of this,” he said. “I’m leaving.”

Snider pointed his .45 at Ethan’s head and pulled back the hammer, producing a deadly click. “Ain’t we going down there to get him? Don’t you want to see my son avengened?”

Ethan looked around, hoping like hell someone would see the pistol. No one was paying any mind to the chief. “Listen,” Ethan said, “That boy was covered in fire. I’d say at this point he’s pretty harmless.” He laughed. “Hell, let’s go get him.” 

“I want to be the one to put that fucker out his misery. You understand me?” Snider said.

Ethan nodded.

The two men moved down the concrete walkway, under a water tower, then stepped off the pavement into the grass and descended a hill. The trailer looked rundown, the shutters hanging from the window sills, the awning drooping with the weight of rain water. The trailer was yellow where it wasn’t covered in red clay, and Ethan looked up, noting that being so far downhill was ideal for flooding conditions. He wondered how many times the trailer had been underwater.

Snider was talking to several state troopers, pointing towards the house; they let him pass through the barrier of law enforcement officers to the mobile home. Ethan moved with the chief, his eyes set on the darkness under the trailer. It was set up about four feet off the ground, perched on cinder blocks. Plenty big enough for a fat fuck like Billy to squeeze under. 

“Why don’t you see if you can coax him out, you being blood and all,” Snider said.

Ethan lowered himself to the cold ground and half expected to see flames. There was nothing but complete darkness.

“Billy, this is Uncle Ethan. Come on, son, let me take you home. Things are gonna be okay from now on.”

He listened for movement, but all was silent.

“Come on Billy,” he said, the kindness fading from his voice.

Ethan waited for a full minute, and the anger was now boiling within him.

“Come out right now!” he shouted.

There was no movement.

“You sonofabitch!” he screamed. “I’ll fucking shoot your other ear off if you don’t get out from under there!!”

Ethan sighed, sat up and brushed dirt from his shirt.

“Anything?” Snider asked.

“Not a thing,” Ethan said. “Not one damned thing. It smells like a roasted pig underneath that trailer though, so I know the fat fuck is still there.”

Snider sighed. “Shit fire. I know those EMTs seen him running. They’ll be here any second. ”

Ethan shrugged. “Maybe he’s already dead, Chief.”

“Take another look.”

Ethan got down on his hands and knees and looked under the trailer.

“Do you see anything?” Chief asked.

“No. Not a thing.”

Ethan tried to make out shapes in the blackness covering the ground under the trailer. He frowned as he scanned the darkness.

He sat up for the second time.

Two hands shot out from the darkness under the trailer and immediately burst into flames. Bad Billy’s large head surfaced, scorched and blackened, dark smoke rising from his neck. The mouth opened and sank down into Ethan’s throat. Huge hands wrapped around his struggling waist.

Billy’s upper torso wriggled in the sun, fire erupting from his back and spreading across the grass.

Chief jumped back, startled at the sudden attack.

Ethan let out a weak cry as blood spurted from his throat. He beat his fists weakly against Billy’s back.

Bad Billy opened his mouth and sank his fangs into his uncle’s throat again and again, eating through the flesh. Ethan’s head fell off, and blood splashed the chief’s suit.

Snider regained his senses and pulled his .45. He fired four times, and Billy screamed as the flames grew thicker and the smoke blacker. He grabbed his uncle’s ankle and took Ethan with him under the trailer.





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Part I: Tales of Innocence





Brenda Lee was working at the Meat Mart, cutting cows and hogs and chickens, when a sudden bout of gas almost brought her to her knees.

“Oh my word,” she said between stomach pains, sweat rolling down her fat pallid cheeks. “I’m hurtin something terrible.” She clutched her stomach, smearing blood all over her white apron and felt the need brewing inside.

“Oh mercy.” She wobbled out from behind the meat counter, strands of her thick auburn hair flying wildly from the hair net settled tightly around her head.

“You okay Brenda Lee?” her boss asked.

“Just fine,” she said. She had to get to that bathroom. She could barely breathe. Damn those delicious barbecue rotisserie chickens. She shouldn’t have eaten two before coming in. What a fool thing to do. She clutched her gut and squealed. “Oh my goodness, I think I’m gonna die!” 

“Brenda? You don’t look so good. You want I should call an ambulance?”

“I just got to do the dirty,” Brenda said. “Now shush up before I go all over the floor.” She gave up walking and ran for the bathroom. She pushed the door open, pulled down her khakis and sat on the toilet, straining herself red. Her head looked as if it would explode.

“Devil get out of me!” she screamed. She felt something moving deep inside and pushed. She pushed again and felt it shift. “AHHH!!” she screamed. “Oh, it hurts. It hurts so bad!” 

Pain overcame her senses and she stood up from the commode, her hands pressed to the walls. One fist went clean through the particle board as she grunted and hollered and cursed like a mad woman. It felt as if she was splitting wide open.

She felt hot liquid splash her legs and the smell was foul. She couldn’t stop the downpour. It kept coming and coming. It flowed to the door and pooled at the crack. There was blood in the water and she screamed.

A knock on the door. “Brenda!” her boss shouted. What the hell is going on in there?”

“Not a thing,” she tried to say between screams. “Nothing.”

“You know you put a hole in the damn wall?”

“Let me alone!” she shouted and smashed another hole through the particle board. “Get out of me Satan!” she roared.

There was a sudden plop, and she fell to her knees, tears clouding her eyes. She heard sounds coming from the toilet. Something gently splashing around in the bowl. She turned and saw a baby. She reached in the water and pulled him out, cradling him gently in her arms. He was filthy, and the umbilical cord was writhing like a snake as he moved his little hands.

She pulled a box cutter out of her pocket and cut the cord. She held the baby to her face and cried.

“If only Lee Lee could see you now,” she said. Her brother had died just months ago, blown up by the government at a moonshine still in the woods. “He would be so proud of his son!” She ran a finger over his little mouth. “What should we call you?” she said.

Written on the wall was Billy gives good head. “I know,” she said, “We’ll call you Billy.” She ran her finger over his mouth again, and he opened his eyes. She gasped at how close they were together. She gasped at the size. Like tea saucers. Billy opened his mouth, and she was even more shocked by the six teeth in his small gums. They looked as sharp as razor blades. He bit her finger then and she threw him to the ground; his head smacking the toilet seat.

“Bad Billy!” She screamed.

 

And so it was that Bad Billy was born. The woman brought her child out into the cold rain and walked over a mile to her family’s house in the woods.  “You are an abomination. A source of complete and total evil,” she told it as it grew into a toddler. At first she let it roam around the house, eating the rats and roaches. But then one night her dog Conway Twitty went missing. She had her suspicions about Billy. He was becoming too dangerous.

After a series of consultations with her uncle Ethan it was decided he would be chained, bound to the basement floor until his pitiful life ceased. And so the evil rested there for years and years, always hungry, always moving, and always remembering…

#

The old woman closed the basement door on her horrible secret, a brewing mass of filth and rage chained to the basement floor. She could hear him, even now, laughing at something in the damp, musty darkness below her. 

She sat down in the recliner and tried not to think about her son. It wasn't Billy's fault that she had loved her brother too much. He was just an innocent mistake. 

Brenda Lee turned the volume up on the TV but could still hear him down there, yelling something evil to the spirits running rampant in his wicked soul. She couldn't understand what he was saying, and she was thankful for this. 

On his eighteenth birthday, he had broken his chains and walked up the stairs, kicked down the door and marched outside. It had been his first trip from the house, and the sun burned his pale, bloated body. 

She remembered watching in horror as he left, a four-foot-seven, 300 pound blob that had spent his entire life in a basement, in a black and moist hole—the ideal growth location for fungus. 

She had almost gagged as she realized just how awful he looked in the sun (before, she had only seen him in the basement, the only light a single yellow bulb in the corner, bathing shaded gold on his round crater face). He reeked of feces and smelled like a week-old dead animal on the side of the road in summer. 

She had called to her son, told him to come back. "Don't you get in them woods, boy! Come on back fer you get snakebit!" But he hadn't listened, and she'd been left with no other choice but to walk to her Uncle Ethan's house.  

They had spread out, combing the woods, each armed with a .12 gauge pump shotgun to take him out if need be. It was Ethan who'd first heard the screaming, a faint sound that had pierced her soul as it grew in volume and pitch. 

"Follow that noise," Ethan'd said. "More in likely, it'll take us to that wicked boy."

They'd moved silently through the forest, their experienced feet gliding over the pine straw, barely snapping the twigs. Eventually, they'd reached a clearing deep in the woods. Sitting in the field, a dark and bloated visage of Death, Billy was trying to devour a screaming cat. 

"Billy!" she'd cried. "Spit that cat outta yer mouth!"

The cat cried out as it tried to fight and claw itself free of the bloody mouth wrapped around is anguished body. Billy chewed and the cat screamed louder. 

Ethan raised his shotgun and drew a bead on the boy. "Billy, you're one dead motherfucker if you don’t spit that cat out." He took the safety off. "Boy, don't think I won’t do it. I got no qualms about sending a demon back into the Hell fire!” 

Billy bit down hard and blood shot from his mouth, splattering the earth. The upper half of the cat's torso fell from his lips and bounced off his fat stomach, striking the soft deer grass below. 

Ethan fired and watched red mist erupt from the right side of the monster's head. He lowered the smoking barrel and walked over to the bloated young man, screaming and kicking his legs in the air. He pointed the shotgun at Billy's face. "Boy, I just shot your ear off. Quit acting like a pussy." Ethan lifted the shotgun, aimed it at his nephew. “Hell, let me put you out your misery.”  

"No, don't do it Ethan," the woman had said. "My son's learned his lesson. He'll be good from now on. Won't you Billy?" 

"Damnit to hell, Brenda. This boy's pure fuckin evil."

"Ethan, I cain't kill my son. He's my baby."

Ethan had lowered his shotgun and sighed. "What you reckon's gonna happen to him when you die?"

#

A scream broke the old woman from her memories. She lifted the cane she kept beside the recliner and started beating on the floorboards. 

"Shet up you fat bastard!” she cried. “I’ll feed you in an hour. I'm tryin to watch Price is Right, right now."

The old woman tossed the cane down and leaned back in her comfortable recliner. She suddenly felt so tired. She closed her eyes and felt nothing when her heart stopped beating. 

#

There was a knock at the door. It came again, louder this time, and he lowered the revolver from his head.

"Who's there?" Ben Holloway asked.

"Holloway, open the door!"

Holloway stood up, dropped his .357 to the floor, and hobbled to the door. He unbolted the deadbolt and took the chain off. 

"My day off!" he hollered. "Assholes!"

Deputy Dick Dupree—Triple 'D' to his friends—was all smiles at the doorway. "Hey, Holloway. How’s it hanging?"

Holloway put a cigarette in his mouth and examined the punk. "Get the fuck off my property."

"I didn't come at a bad time did I?" Triple 'D' wrinkled his nose. "You been drinking a little? Huh?"

"What do you want?"

"We've been trying to get you by cell phone, house phone, beeper and radio all morning. Did you turn your radio off? You shouldn't do shit like that. You know, you really smell like shit. A fucking brewery…" 

"What do you want?"

"Shit, we've got a dead body. Coroner's already out there. Said it looks to him like a natural death, but he ain't gonna speculate. He said he don't too much understand the teeth marks though." 

"Teeth marks?"

"Yeah, looked like someone tried to gnaw her arm off."  

"Shit." Holloway took a drag off his smoke. "Who died?"

"You know Brenda Lee?"

Holloway shook his head. The day was too bright through his bloodshot eyes. "She related to any of those Lee's we're always arresting?" 

"That's a 10-4. As a matter of fact, her brother is one of our top clients."

"Alright. Hold on a minute. Let me throw some clothes on." 

Holloway closed the door in the deputy's face. He hated being the only investigator in the county. Every time something went wrong he had to be there. Mostly, however, it was narcotics or fraud. Homicide was a rare thing in these parts. He hoped to hell the teeth marks belonged to something and not someone. The fucking coroner.  

He took a quick glance at his .357 on the floor and decided to shoot himself later. His buzz was gone, and one of the dumbest assholes ever to have graced the police academy was waiting outside. It was shaping up to be a great day. 

"Damn it all," he said. He dressed in khakis and a blue polo shirt, ketchup stains all over the front. He didn't care anymore.

On the way, Triple 'D' was throwing jokes left and right, but Holloway wasn't paying him no mind. He watched the paved roads turn into dirt roads and studied the trees lining the ditches. Triple 'D' kept the cruiser slow and steady, and Holloway smoked two cigarettes before the road turned into a narrow trail. 

"Roll up your window," Triple 'D' said. "Them bushes gonna get you in the face if you don't." 

Holloway took his advice and listened as limbs and leaves slapped the glass and scratched the body of the cruiser. The bushes were so thick along the path, it was nearly impossible to see up ahead.

“Real backwoods darling, wasn’t she?” Holloway said. He pulled a fifth of J&B out of his pocket and took a sip. “You want a shot, Dick?”

The deputy shook his head. “Maybe later. Damn, I hate these trails! They really should do something about this shit.”

Holloway put the bottle back in his pocket. “What are they gonna do? Make the property owner pay more taxes?”

Triple ‘D’ looked at him. “Huh?”

“You heard me,” he said.

“Hell, I don’t know. They just need to fix the roads is all.”

“Where are they gonna get the money from?”

Triple ‘D’ looked confused. “Are you a property owner?”

Holloway lit another cigarette and took a drag. The smoke stung his eyes and he waved it away. “Fuck no I’m not a property owner. My wife took all my property. She took every fucking thing. The only thing she didn’t take was my drinking problem. She sure as shit took all my bottles though."

“Man, shut the fuck up. You drunker than hell. Look at you Holloway; you can’t even keep your head up straight.”

“I’m just a good man living in a wicked world. I work hard, but they don’t award hard workers. They just give them more work. You know?”

“We’re almost to the house.”

“I’ve worked hard all my life and for what? I don’t have anything, man. I don’t have nothing. I’m too good for this world. You know?”

“That’s what you keep saying,” Triple ‘D’ said. “Come on. Let’s get you out the car. You can take a quick look at the body, and then we can go home.”

Holloway slammed the door shut and stared at the house in front of him. A large, white nothing, made of yellow pine. The paint was badly peeling, and the porch looked as if it were ready to collapse at any second.

Walking inside, he immediately spotted the sheriff and the coroner talking beside a body in the chair.

“Holloway,” the sheriff called, “come over here.”

The investigator pulled up his pants and went forward. “Yes, Sir?”

“Take a look at this woman.”

“Did you notify the GBI?”

“Is this a homicide?”

Holloway looked at the woman; her eyes were closed and her face was relaxed, almost too peaceful. He stared at the right arm and saw chunks of flesh missing. Teeth marks imprinted in skin and flesh.

“Don’t really know, Sheriff. We should probably get the GBI Forensics lab down here. They can tell us if it’s a homicide.”

The sheriff nodded his head. “Alright then. I’ll call ‘em on up. You should take a look in the basement.”

“Basement?” Holloway asked. “I ain’t really ever heard of any houses in these parts having basements.”

“Well, this one does. Why don’t you check it out? Go through the kitchen.”

Holloway moved away from the sheriff and the coroner, his head beginning to clear. He walked into the kitchen and saw an open door in the corner. Walking down the steps, he suddenly found himself holding his breath. 

The stench was unbearable. His eyes watered and he gasped for air. The smell hit him hard again and he could feel the J&B wanting to rise up out his stomach.

The lighting was dim, and he could see a hill of bones piled in the corner. He studied the bones and guessed they were small animals. Squirrels, rabbits, birds. He hoped they were small animals.

He scanned the floor and was immediately drawn to an iron ring bolted to the floor. Scattered chains rested on the floor beside the ring. Someone had been chained down here. He took a step closer to the scene and slipped.

Holloway held out his arms and landed palms first on the floor. The smell was beyond belief and he vomited. He lifted his hands and realized something warm and moist was coating them. He looked and vomited again.

Feces. He’d landed in a pile of warm, rich shit. Why is it warm?

Holloway stood up and reached for his pistol. Suddenly, he remembered the .357 on the floor of his own house. He looked around, eyeing the shadows and slowly walked back up.

“Sheriff,” he said. “When did you search the house?”

“Haven’t, yet,” the sheriff said. “We were just about to start. Boy, you know you got something on your shirt?”

“I just fell in a pile of shit, Sheriff. Warm shit.”

“Too bad,” the sheriff replied. “Why don’t you go clean yourself off?”

“Do you know what this means?”

“Are you drunk again?”

“Sheriff, the shit’s still warm. That means whoever did this is probably here.”

The sheriff’s eyes grew wide. “Yeah, you might just be right there. Triple ‘D’, Jeff! Come over here.”

The deputy and the coroner gathered around them.

“Triple ‘D’, I need you and Jeff to search upstairs. We got reason to believe that someone’s in the house besides us. Y’all okay with that?”

The two nodded their heads and headed up the stairs.

“Search everywhere now!” the sheriff called out to them. He turned and motioned for Holloway to follow him. He walked in the kitchen, opened the pantry door and saw it was empty.

“I just checked the basement, Sheriff.” Holloway said.

“Alright then,” Sheriff said. He walked in the dining room, the bathroom, and the hall. Holloway followed close behind. They found nothing.

Sheriff walked back into the living room and stared with dull eyes at the closet. “This is the only other place he could be if he’s down here with us.”

Holloway nodded. “Yeah.”

The sheriff slowly walked to the closet door, his revolver drawn, hammer cocked. He wrapped his hand around the crystal door knob. The door creaked as he slowly pulled it open.

The sheriff stuck his head inside.

There was nothing there.

“Maybe he’s upstairs,” Holloway said.

“You’re probably right. Let’s go on up.” The sheriff turned from the closet and observed Holloway heading up the staircase. “Holloway, you kinda staggering. How much you drunk today?”

Holloway stopped moving and turned to face his boss. “Aw hell, Sheriff. You know it’s my day off.” 

It was about that time when something stuck its head out the closet, grabbing the sheriff. Sheriff screamed, then disappeared in the closet, the door slamming shut on his wild, panicking eyes, the ugly bloated face of an obese and short creature holding him—his grimy hand clamped to the sheriff’s mouth—grinning at Holloway like an idiot.

Holloway reached for his pistol and remembered again that it wasn’t there. His heart was thundering in his chest, and he felt it was going to explode out of him if he didn’t get the damned thing under control.

“Triple ‘D’? Jeff?” he shouted.

There was no answer.

“Damnit! You assholes get down here now. A fat crazy midget’s got the sheriff in the closet!”

There was no answer.

“Shit!” he shouted, walking to the television and picking up the old woman’s walking cane. The head had a chrome knob on it. It felt cold and solid in his hand. He pulled his bottle out and drank deeply, gasping for air when he brought it back down. Then he walked to the closet, drew back the cane like a baseball bat and opened the door. There was nothing but clothes.

“What the fuck?”

He looked down at the closet floor and saw the crude hole. He looked down it and saw nothing but darkness.

Holloway lit a cigarette and took a drag. Then he dropped it in the hole. He saw it hit the floor about nine feet below. He watched the cherry, glowing brightly in the darkness and saw a huge bulging shape move in front of it. Suddenly, the light was extinguished.

Holloway almost gagged as the stank hit him. It was a foul odor, reeking of feces and decay. The sheriff was down in the basement with that thing. Holloway thought about the bones and the shit and the fact that he didn’t have a gun.

He ran upstairs, searching for the deputy and the coroner. Their headless bodies were on the floor, blood soaking into the carpet. The backbones had been pulled out past the neck stumps. Had he ripped their heads off with his bare hands? Holloway hadn’t heard a thing. Could someone sneak up behind two men and rip their heads off?

He stepped in blood, heard the wet carpet squish under his boot, and vomited. Then he reached for Triple ‘D’s’ holster and took out the issued .357 revolver. The gun felt good in his hand and his nerves returned, somewhat. He grabbed the mini Mag light on the dead deputy’s utility belt.

Holloway stood up and left the scene, heading for the steps, down the steps, and into the basement. He walked down the wooden steps, his pistol raised, flashlight shinning on the opposite wall. He moved the light over the basement as he descended and saw the sheriff sitting up against the pile of bones; a hole the size of a fist was punched in his chest.

“Where you at, you fat son-of-a-bitch?” Holloway shouted. “Come out and play with me!” A sudden thought occurred to Holloway and it sent chills rolling over his grave. He looked down, the flashlight swinging with his weight as he searched for the bloated body lurking under the basement stairs. There was nothing. The room was empty.

Holloway walked over to the sheriff and shined the light in his face. The old man was missing his eyes and had teeth marks all over his face. That putrid lard ass had been trying to make a snack out of him.

Holloway walked up the stairs and did a quick search through the house. He was upstairs when he looked out the window and saw the fat creature limping its way through a cotton field to the woods.

He ran out the house, pistol drawn. 

“Stop, you fat motherfucker!” he shouted. 

The thing turned its head and smiled.

Holloway fired and watched it fall flat on its back. If the shot didn’t kill him, then the fall probably did, he thought.

He ran towards the monster and aimed the pistol in its face. The creature grinned at him, and he saw child-like eyes and rotten teeth and a face that was round and red. Holloway could see the gunshot wound, blood spurting from the beast’s left shoulder, running freely down his filthy rag of a shirt.

He pulled back the hammer; a bead of sweat stung his eye. “Adios,” he said, pulling the trigger. 

The gun clicked. 

Empty.

“Shit!” Holloway screamed, pulling the trigger again and again. Click, click, click…he tossed the pistol at the killer and ran. He ran like hell because their was something about a man that weighed around 400 pounds, didn’t stand five feet, and had child-like eyes that unnerved him. Holloway was plain out scared.

He fled through the field and didn’t turn around, sprinting for the house as the rows of cotton passed under him. The soil was rich and thick against his feet. The house was so close. He could see the cruiser from here, shining in the sun like a sign. Holloway picked up speed and tripped on a clump of earth.

He went flying facedown to the ground, the sudden motion sending his left foot flying out of his brown penny loafer. He struck the field hard and felt a tooth cut through his bottom lip.

Holloway turned to his back and looked around for the freak. Blood was pouring freely from his lip, and he wiped it away with a swipe of the arm. He could hear the crickets screaming and the mosquitoes buzzing around him. He closed his eyes and swatted the gnats.

He opened his eyes and saw him. He saw him staring right at him, smiling like an idiot. Holloway blinked and couldn’t believe what he was seeing. The man was running for him with a speed no heavy set person should posses.

Holloway tried to stand up and felt a pain in his side. It was sharp and punched him to the ground. He looked at the sky and saw a cloud passing by. It looked like a teddy bear.

Holloway could hear the ragged, labored breathing and he cut his eyes to the dirtiest creature he’d ever seen. He could smell the decay on his breath and the shit that coated his skin.

“I don’t want to die!” he suddenly screamed. “I want to live. You ain’t gotta do this.”

The creature smiled and bent down, his knees popping under the bulk. He lifted a hand and placed it over Holloway’s blubbering mouth.

The other hand went up in the air and Holloway watched as it descended, hard and fast into his stomach. The pain was cold and sudden and he only saw white for a second.

He bit into the filthy hand clutching his mouth and the thing laughed. He watched the other hand, inside his stomach, moving around. He could feel it moving and he felt ice cold inside and suddenly the hand stopped.

The man was pulling something out of him, and Holloway saw it was his intestines. The thing smiled that hideous smile, removed the hand from the investigator’s mouth and sank his putrid teeth in the mess of entrails, sucking them into his mouth like spaghetti.

Holloway threw up on himself and tried to back away as the creature kept eating his intestines, slowly working his way up to the opening in his stomach.

“Get the fuck off me!” he screamed. “Stop!” 

The pain was strong and hard now, coming at him like a shotgun slug, knocking him flat to the ground. The pain was too intense. He wanted to live, he didn’t want this.

His hands were clutching the soil and his legs were convulsing under the huge man slowly crawling to his stomach, slowly consuming his intestines.

Holloway screamed one last time. He watched the thing spit out his intestines and lift himself up. He watched the thing lower himself over his face, his own blood dripping from its face, splattering him on the head.

Holloway felt the teeth on his throat and a pressure like a vice. He looked at the sky.

#

A red truck passed by and came to a sudden stop.

“You alright?” an old man asked, stepping out his truck.

The young man nodded his head.

“You all covered in blood! You sure you alright?”

The youth nodded his head.

The old man walked over to him. “Son, you don’t look good at all. Were you in a wreck or something?”

The youth nodded his head.

The old man pushed his glasses back up on his nose. He could barely see through them anymore. It was a wonder he drove as well as he did. That boy sure smelled like something awful, and he figured it was the blood smelling.

“Son, you want a ride to town?”

The young man nodded his head.

“Well, then let’s get you to the hospital.”

The old man walked the bloodied youth to his truck and opened the passenger door for him. The young man got in and the old man slammed the door.

“Don’t you worry a damned bit. We gonna get you town.” The old man ran around to the driver’s side and hopped in. He turned the ignition, the engine turned over, and he took off in his old truck.

The red clay road was dry and a fine red dust was spitting in the air behind the truck as it tore across the dirt road and cotton fields.

“Boy, you know you ain’t got no shoes on,” the old man observed. “What’s your name anyway?”

The youth looked at the old man and said the only thing he’d ever really learned to say. Through broken, rotten brown teeth and a heavy tongue that ran across his lower lip he said his name in a low gargling voice that sounded like a drowning man.

“Bad Billy? What the hell kind of name is that?”

Bad Billy smiled and looked out the front window. He’d never been in a vehicle before and the fast movement was astonishing. He suddenly gasped in surprise as he saw the roof of the tallest building in town through the pine trees in the distance. He’d never seen anything like that. He’d never seen anything like that at all.





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Part Two: Tales of Experience





Bells chimed as the door opened, and Joseph Snider sneered from his seat in the barber’s chair. “Who the hell are you fat boy, and why you got blood on you?”

The barber lifted his scissors and backed away from Snider.

“You hear me talking to you motherfucker?” Snider said. He flung the black cape off his body and revealed a navy police dress uniform. The badge gleamed under the fluorescent lighting.

Snider stood up and rested his left hand on the plastic holster of his Glock.

“Why you bleeding? Huh? You ain’t gonna talk to me?”

Bad Billy looked past Snider where a hideous man stood in front of a door. His heart pounded, and he could feel sweat trickling down his forehead.

“I’m going to have to bring your ass in if you don’t talk to me.” Snider aimed the pistol. 

Billy’s eyes remained locked on the man in front of the door who was covered in blood as he backed away. The bad man backed away too.

“Damn you’re ugly. You smell so bad my nose hurts,” Snider said. “You need to put your hands up nice and slow, baby doll.”

Billy turned his head to Snider. “Billy,” he said. “Billy.”

“Billy?”

Bad Billy looked away from Snider at the man standing by the door. He frowned as he watched the back of Snider’s head get closer to the man. Billy lifted his arm. The man did the same thing.

Something clicked in Bad Billy’s mind. His dull eyes shined and fizzled out and he gasped. The man who frightened him. The man who made him afraid. He was the bad man.

Snider had the Glock an inch away from Billy’s face. “I told you to raise your hands. Fat boy, you sweating like a whore in church”

Billy turned to Snider and stared.

“I will shoot your ass dead motherfucker! I said raise those hands!”

The yelling hurt his right ear—the hole where his left ear used to be did nothing but ring—and he snarled.

Snider reached for the mike on his shoulder and keyed it. “Central, this is Officer Snider. I’ve got a situation down here at old Snoopy’s. Requesting backup.”

10-4, the radio hissed.

“Now, you just stay right there, or I’m going to shoot. You understand?”

Billy shot his left hand up and slapped the pistol from the cop. The Glock hit the floor and slid about a yard.

Snider went for the gun and Billy sent a swift kick to his ribs.

“Shit! Don’t hurt me. I’m stopping.” Snider lowered his head to the floor and put his hands on top of his head.

Billy grabbed the pistol and walked to the mirror. The closer he got, the more he grimaced. He touched the smooth glass and released a roar from somewhere deep inside. He lifted his hand and punched hard at the hideous face in the mirror. Shards of glass rained down, and he turned back to the entrance, blood dripping from his knuckles.

Snider watched the abomination waddle to the door. He must have weighed half a ton. He couldn’t have stood more than five feet either. He was a huge sonofabitch. But he was small at the same time.

The door opened, bells chimed and Billy was gone.

“Snoopy!” Snider said, lifting himself from the floor. “You got any guns?”

The barber, hiding behind the counter, stood up and nodded. “Got a shotgun.”

“Let me see it.” 

Snoopy bent down and pulled out a Remington .10 gauge pump action. He handed it to Snider and Snider whistled.

“This’ll do just fine, Snoopy. Is she loaded?”

“Sure is. Just give her a pump, Joe.”

“I’m taking that sonofabitch out, Snoopy. He’s too dangerous.”

Snider opened the door and stepped out into the sunlight. The morning was cool, and the sky was clear. He looked around and saw no signs of the monster. He descended the stairs, his feet touched the ground and he pulled out the key to his cruiser.

Suddenly, he felt his legs leave him and his nose and chin slapped the red clay and his face bounced off the ground. Snider lifted his head and blood spurted from the broken nose.

“What the fuck?” Snider dug his hands into the soil and kicked as hard as he could. He felt the grip around his ankles tighten. He felt the earth moving under him. He saw the shotgun resting on the ground and reached for it. He couldn’t reach it, and he kicked again. He realized what was happening. He was being dragged under the barber shop. 

“Help me!” Snider screamed. “Help me!”

 He watched the bank across the street disappear as his head went underneath the building. The bright morning light faded. 

Snider felt intense pressure and a searing pain formed in the back of his neck. He kicked his feet and realized he could move. He turned around and saw Billy chewing something in the dim light above him.

The pain at the back of his neck was intense, white hot, and he reached for the back of his neck. His fingers outlined a crater where a chunk of meat had been ripped away. He tried to scream and realized he had never stopped screaming. He brought his hand around and could smell his blood on it.

Billy swallowed, and his head shot down like a striking snake. Snider felt needles puncturing his skin and felt a sharp pain around his Adam’s apple. He watched Billy’s massive pit bull head lift and blood rained down onto his face and into his eyes. He tried to scream but could only gargle. Air hissed out through the hole in his throat where hundreds of blood bubbles were boiling. 

Billy put his face close to Snider’s. Their noses touched. He grinned. And then he ate.

#

Avery Police Chief Clyde Snider listened to Snoopy describe the stranger and his son, but he heard nothing.

“He asked for my shotgun, and I tossed it to him. He pumped it and said he was going to handle the situation.”

“You heard any gunfire?”

“Not a sound.”

Chief glanced around the barber shop and his eyes stopped for a third time on the broken mirror. “He punched it with his bare hand?”

“Chief, he seemed to me like a crazy sumbitch. He was a muttering something to himself the whole time your son was talkin. He looked damn right mean at my mirror. Face got all red and the veins in his neck just popped out. I saw him from around the counter. Can’t blame him too much though.  If I was that ugly, I’d of punched the damned mirror too.”

Chief nodded and ran a hand through his hair. He thought about the shards of glass on the floor. He thought about his son. He turned and walked out the door.

The morning sky was a deep blue and the sun hurt his eyes. He scanned the dirt parking lot and a glint of light to his left immediately caught his attention. Snoopy’s shotgun.

He ran down the stairs and bent down to the weapon. A gust of wind sent a dust cloud by. There was an unusual pattern in the dirt. Something had been dragged underneath the barbershop. He also noticed four narrow vertical marks about six inches from the gun and refused to believe what they screamed to him.

Hell no. Those aren’t claw marks.

Chief picked up the weapon, and he peered into the darkness. He saw a head of hair—cropped short—and two arms with two hands resting on the cold red clay.

He got on his belly and slid over the dirt and up under the building. His hand reached out and grabbed the body’s hand; it was cold as ice in his calloused palm. The hand looked just like his. He pushed himself up to the head and peered down at the face, hoping this was someone else.

A grinning, crimson skull with eyeballs pooled in blood stared back. There was no face to see. It had been ripped clean off like a mask.

Chief jerked his head back and felt a massive tremor pass through his body. He let out a breath and felt as if he’d been punched in the gut. He tried to breath but couldn’t. He ran his hand over the skull and realized there were no eyelids to close.

He couldn’t even give his son the respect of closing his eyes. Tears clouded his vision as he thought about how his son resembled his dead wife. It was all he had left of her. And it had been ripped away from him.

Chief dragged his boy to the light and hoisted the dead weight over his shoulder. He ran to the squad car and lowered it onto the backseat. He jumped in his cruiser and slammed the door. He took off like a bullet down the silent street.

There was a torrent of emotions flooding through his head, and he yelled and pounded the ceiling of his car. The trees and houses blended together and melted away as the engine roared across the asphalt.

“Motherfucker!” he said.

He flew into the police station parking lot and jumped out of the car, leaving the door wide open. He tore into the building, his ring of keys gleaming in his hand. He flipped through them in a rage induced stupor and found the key to the gun box.

“Good morning, Chief.”

He walked by his officer without a glance or an acknowledgement and entered the back room where he unlocked the gun cabinet. He pulled out a Smith and Wesson .44 Magnum and grabbed two boxes of ammunition. 

The officer who has greeted him was standing in the doorway, a puzzled look on his face.

“Chief, what you doing with that Dirty Harry gun?”

“I’m going hunting.”

“Sir, we got a situation. A fellow came in about ten minutes ago and said his nephew killed the sheriff of Purdy County.”

Chief looked at the officer and frowned.

“Sir, he smells like he’s drunker than Hell. I wouldn’t believe a word of his bullshit.”

“What did he say?”

“Well, according to him, his nephew ate the sheriff, two deputies and his niece.”

Chief could feel the blood rushing to his head. “Take me to him.”

In the interrogation room, an old man sat smoking a cigarette. He looked peaceful.

“Give me your name,” Chief said, sitting down at the table.

“Ethan Lee.”

“What does your nephew look like?”

“He’s a big one, that boy. About the size of a black bear. He short though.”

Chief nodded. “Get up. You’re coming with me.”

Ethan looked puzzle. He stubbed the cigarette out in the ashtray. “I ain’t done a damned thing. I ain’t goin nowhere.” 

Chief’s fist smashed his face and his head bounced off the floor, and his legs flailed from his chair as he looked up at the fluorescent lights.

Chief rubbed his knuckles. “Get up right now, or I’ll beat your sorry ass to death.”

They walked out of the police station and headed to the cruiser. Ethan reached for the door handle and stopped.

“What in the hell is that in the back of you car, man?”

Chief aimed the .44 at him. “Get in the fucking car and don’t say another word.”

Ethan nodded his head and closed the door behind him.

Chief backed out of the parking lot and onto the street.

“That’s my son back there. Your nephew killed him.”

“You gonna kill me?” Ethan said. His eyes were wild and blood shot and sweat ran in rivulets down his forehead.

“That depends on how much you want to tell me about your nephew.”

Ethan pulled a flask out of his pants pocket and took a long drink. “That boy’s pure fuckin evil. I tried to kill him a while back. Don’t know where he is right now, but I tell you now it won’t be too long for we find out. That fat fucker don’t hide law dog. He’ll probably kill real soon.”

“Throw that flask out the window.”

Ethan kept drinking and smiled. “Now, why would you make me do somethin like that? Let me tell you somethin. When I'm seein double and my head is rollin from one shoulder to the other and the world begins to spin, that's when things clear up and I can see beyond this hazy mist of bullshit we live in.”

“Drink all you want motherfucker. I don’t give a shit. But know this. Your nephew’s going to be dead by dawn.”

#

His eyes narrowed as he watched the couple from his secret place in the Hawthorn bushes. The only other female he had ever seen had been his Momma, so this creature intrigued him.

“Did you hear something?” the female said.

“Hell naw, baby!” the man said. He slid his hands around her shoulders and leaned forward on the blanket.

Billy watched the man caress the female’s back and kiss her on the lips. He watched her long, blond hair flowing over her slender shoulders, lightly blowing in the breeze.

Billy pushed the branches forward and stepped into the clearing. His labored breathing penetrated the humid air.

The girl saw him first and started screaming, punching on her boyfriend.

The man turned his head and Billy ran full force toward him, howling as he came. A putrid, decomposing odor filled the air, and he ran like a demon trying to escape the fires of hell.

A huge hand closed on the man’s throat, and the man slapped weakly at the powerful forearm. The man tried to stand up, but Billy held him to the ground.

The girl also tried to flee, but Billy’s free hand grabbed her ankle and held it in a vice grip.

The man’s face was turning red and Billy smiled. He released his grip and smiled a simple smile. Rotten brown teeth exposed, he leaned forward and sank his teeth deep into flesh. He tore a chunk of meat from the neck and lifted his head. He spit it out, the flesh hitting the man in the face.

Blood gushed from the bite and out the man’s nose and eyes. He fell face down and thrashed.

The girl screamed, and Billy jumped. He ran his hand over her cheek and touched her full lips. He stared into her eyes, and he felt something he’d never felt before. His mouth was open and his eyes were wide. He wanted her. He needed her to know everything was okay.

The woman screamed and slapped him hard across the face and he released her ankle. She jumped up and fled.

Billy followed her to the edge of the park and grabbed a handful of hair. He yanked, and she flew back, landing hard on the dead grass. Billy leaned down and tried to pat her. He tried to console her.

She screamed in terror, and he lowered his head. He grabbed her leg, rolled her on her side and rested his knee on her shin. Both hands gripped the leg. He pulled until he broke the femur bone. 

She cried out, and he broke her other leg. He sat down and stroked her hair. Her skin was smooth and felt cold against his callused palm.

“Billy,” he said, a slight, goofy grin forming. “Billy.”

Her gaze met his and through the tears Billy could see serene blue, and the color of her eyes put him at peace. She shrieked and moaned, but Billy was lost in those eyes. He lowered his face into her hair and a hint of something foreign to his nose crept inside his nostrils. He loved the way she smelled. He held her tight.

She struggled under the weight and beat her gentle fists on the back of his head. He lifted himself up, still smiling, and gazed down at her.

“Please. . . let me go.” She struggled to say those words. She struggled to breath.

His hand caressed her forehead. 

She raised her head, fighting the white hot pain and the yellow dots floating across her vision. “Please. . .”

Gently he grabbed the back of her head and guided her to a sitting position. She cried, and he tried to soothe her. He rubbed his hand gently over her cheek, leaving narrow trails of her friend’s blood on her pallid skin. He pressed her face into his filthy, blood stained shirt. He held her there, rocking her, waiting for her to quit crying, trying to console this thing that brought him comfort.

And slowly she did quit sobbing and struggling against his powerful body. Her arms went limp, and he lowered her to the blanket and smiled down at her.

Her beautiful blue eyes gazed into his. A trail of tears was drying on her waxen cheeks. The breeze was light and playful and strands of her blond hair glided over her lovely face.

He let out a sigh and nudged her. She continued to stare into his eyes. There was no movement, only two faded blue circles radiating the dark void of her pupils.

He lowered his head until he could see his reflection in her eyes, and she continued to meet his gaze. His nose touched hers and he rubbed it gently.

He wrapped his hand around her frail cold fingers and lowered his mouth to hers as he’d seen the man do. He kissed her gently and backed away; wanting to see the same expression on her face she had given the man.

Her face, her lips, her eyes were stone. She had not moved. A fly landed gently on her right eyeball.

#

Chief Snider came damn close to hitting the fool who’d run smack out into the middle of the road, arms waving.

“Police! Police!” he shouted.

Chief opened the door. “Fool, get out the road now!”

“Officer! I seen it!” He was terrified. “Man come out the trees and killed Roy!”

Chief stepped out of the car. “Say what?”

“I was in the park, bird watchin, and this small man come out the trees. But he was huge. He was the fattest man I seen. And he was —“

Chief was already running down the dirt path with the .44 in his right hand. Huffing and puffing but making quick time to the park. His stomach jiggled as he ran, but he didn’t care. He was going to kill that sonofabitch right now and call it a day.

He rounded the corner, saw the wishing well and park benches and water fountain. The blanket immediately caught his attention. He slowed to a walk and approached the two people on the ground.

His eyes scanned the park and he turned round and round, hoping to see some sign.

He looked down at the man first and quickly looked away. Same method of operation. The woman though, she could have been asleep, except for the eyes. They were wide open and glazed.

Chief studied her face for a good minute as he caught his breath. The streaks of blood on her cheeks weren’t her own. She looked defeated, and he oddly wondered about eternity.

“Told you he’d be killin in no time soon,” Ethan said.

Chief turned around, broken from the trance. “I know that boy’s family. He grown up here. He sold tractor supplies at the John Deere place out on Highway 19.”

Ethan said nothing. He pulled out a can of dip, opened the top and put a pinch between his gum and lower lip.

Chief choked up, and he looked away. “He killed my son.”

Ethan spit. “That’s a damn shame.”

“You think he—did he violate that girl any?”

“Naw. His momma took care of that problem a long time ago. She wrapped a string around his nuts a couple of times and tied it real tight. Said she couldn’t imagine a grandson comin from her abominable creation. Took a couple of week before they rotted off.”

Chief studied the woman and saw bones protruding from the legs. He gagged but got a hold of himself before the vomit came. 

“He broke her legs. That don’t make any sense.”

Ethan spit. “I reckon it was to keep her from runnin away.”

Chief thought about that. 

He took his radio off his utility belt. “Central, I need you to get a hold of Larry. We’re going to need the K-9 unit.”

#

Billy ran down the center of the road, past the post office and grocery store and the Sears, his face drenched in sweat and the voices inside his head yelling filthy things. He tried to duck a voice that flew straight at him. It whispered evil things to him.

He thought about those blue eyes and that warm smile, and he tasted salt as he licked the corner of his mouth. The world was an impossible thing for him to see with his eyes cloudy. He slowed down and wiped his eyes.

A blue car appeared around the corner and tried to slam on the brakes. Its fender sent Billy flying about thirty yards back. He came down hard on his back and rolled another three yards, the asphalt tearing through shirt and skin.

“Oh my,” the driver said. She ran up to the colossal mass balled up in the road and tried to find a pulse.

His hand found hers and he pulled her down. She screamed and he slammed his fist into her face. He hit her again and again and again and her skull caved in. Blood flowed from the ears.

Billy stood up and his leg bone cracked, part of it protruding from his leg. He tried to move forward, but the pain was too intense. He fell on his back in the middle of the road and rested the side of his face on the cold asphalt. He stared into the eyes of the driver.

He rolled onto his stomach and found he could crawl if he held his breath. His fingers struck the asphalt, and he clawed it as he dragged himself. A fingernail ripped loose from his finger, but he made progress, leaving a blood trail behind him.

# 

Chief had the .44 in his hand as he ran past the crowd, the corpse and the blue car. He saw the blood on the road and followed it from Forsyth to Lee Street. He had to hurry. People had been calling in, and the radio on his belt had been hissing and spitting nonstop. He had to make it quick. He needed to be the first on the scene.

“Shit!” He saw the monster, resting on the rail of the bridge, being held up by two of his officers. They were smiling like they’d just caught a big shark or some shit.

“Move out the way!” Chief said. He aimed the .44.

The officers saw the gun and fled.

“What are you doing?” One officer said. “Don’t do that. It’s broad daylight.”

He pulled the trigger and it thundered and the recoil wasn’t what he had expected. A fine pink mist erupted from behind Bad Billy.

He fired again and the bullet’s impact sent Billy toppling over the rail and into the Flint River.

The officers stared in stunned silence.

Chief looked over the rail and into the murky waters below. He heard laughter. “What’s so funny?” he said, never turning his head away from the river.

He could hear Ethan spitting. “You know, I reckon that’s the first time that motherfucker’s ever had a bath.”

Chief studied the flowing brown water in silence.

He aimed the .44 and watched. 

He waited.

The current was fast today. 

The water was dark. 





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Part III: Man





Willie Evans stopped his horse, jumped off the buggy and stared at the little obese man resting facedown in the mud. He found a nice sized stick and poked him a couple of times to make sure he was still breathing.

The little man flinched, and Willie rolled him over on his back.

“Damn. What you, man, drunk? It ain’t but 10:30 in the mornin.”

Bad Billy’s eyes popped open and he let out a gasp, his face caked in mud.

Willie looked down at the man’s rags and saw the bullet hole in his chest.

“Looks like you been shot real good, partner.”

Willie noticed the man’s eyes were blood red and his skin was pallid and pasty. “You don’t look too good fellow. What say you come with me to the county fair?”

He held out his hand, and Bad Billy took it.

“That’s right. Stand on up. I know it hurts like hell to get shot through the body cause it happened to me once when I tried to bust out of Lewis County Prison. The guard shot me clean through my shoulder, buddy. Shit, I can tell you when the rain’s comin five days for a drop falls out the sky. I ain’t shittin you.”

Billy stood up and his head rolled to the left shoulder and he leaned against Willie. 

“Damn, you just about dead ain’t you buddy? Shit, I would leave you at the hospital but I figure you gonna do some serious time if the five-oh gets a hold of yo ass.”

Billy moaned, and Willie brought him to the horse carriage. “You gonna have to get in the back of this buggy yourself cause I can’t lift yo fat ass. Hey? You listenin to me?”

Billy said nothing and looked back at the Flint River, at the cloudy water he had emerged from. He had lost consciousness on the bank. The last thing he remembered was the water spewing from his mouth and the warm morning sun upon his back.

“Hey boy! Listen to me!” Willie said. “Damnit to hell! I got to get this hoss and buggy back to the fair for I get fired. I ain’t got no time for you to stand and look around. Now either jump in the buggy, or I’ll leave your ass at the bank where I found it.”

Billy watched the man motioning to the buggy with his hands. From time to time he could hear noise coming from the man, but that was mostly drowned out by the constant ringing in his ear. He touched the spot where his ear had been, before his uncle had shot it off with a shotgun. He watched the man motion towards the buggy again and decided to get in. He grabbed the edge and pulled his heavy load up into the seat. Pain seared through him, and his hand went to the wound above his left breast. He withdrew his fingers and noticed the blood, thick and dark, dripping to the buggy’s floor

“At a boy!” Willie said. “We goin to the fair! Do you want a job? I bet I can get a job for you. Say big man, you want to be a carnie?”

Willie climbed the buggy step and took the horse’s reigns. “Getty up mutherfucker!” he said.

#

The Donnelley County Fair didn’t give Paul the same excitement it used to. He walked across the grounds; the road was paved and cracked, littered with paper napkins, cigarette butts and soda cans.

The whole thing seemed gaudy, with bright orange and red lights flickering high over concession stands and booths. Even the rides had those lights, like a tow truck at two o’clock in the morning or a college town with nothing but bars that stretched for miles.

The wind chilled him to the bone as it blasted through him. He squeezed Laura’s hand and listened to the sounds of laughter and screaming.

Laura squeezed his hand back. “Isn’t this wonderful?”

“Sure is, baby.” 

Paul was here for a reason. He desperately wanted to take it to the next level with Laura Johnson. It had been six months. It was time for her to put out. He couldn’t understand why she hadn’t yet; she was a beautiful woman who was lonely like him and didn’t want to be alone. The moon was blood red and bloated against the black sky.

He felt something lightly brush him and watched as a girl, no more than ten, ran past, laughing and holding a stick of cotton candy in her hand. She stopped and turned around.

“Sorry about that, mister,” she said.

Laura grinned. “It’s okay. How’s the cotton candy?”

“It’s really good!” The little girl took off, disappearing into the crowd.

“We should get some cotton candy, Paul. And a funnel cake. I’ve always wanted to try funnel cake.”

“Sure thing. So how do you like the fair?”

She grinned and her face lit up. “I love the fair! I can’t believe I never went before.” 

Paul nodded his head and looked at his calculator watch. Five minutes past nine. It was getting late. Maybe it was time to leave and take it to a motel.

“It’s late, Laura. Let’s head for the exit and get your cotton candy and funnel cake on the way out.”

She hugged him hard and kissed him on the lips. “Thank you so much for this night,” she said. “Richard would never have done this for me.”

And there it was. Paul’s heart sank. Laura’s ex-husband. He could forget about the motel. She’d probably bring him up for the rest of the night.

“Let’s head for the exit and hit a vendor up for some grub!” He hoped she couldn’t hear the disappointment in his voice.  

“Dunk me!” a carnie yelled out as Paul and Laura walked past. “To hell with you!” the carnie shouted as Twisted Sister played on the speakers. “Can you dunk me honey?”

Paul could smell funnel cake and popcorn and caramel apples as he passed a concession stand blaring Stevie Ray Vaughn. He could hear a couple talking about the Ferris Wheel. The girl wanted to ride and the guy refused because it took too many tickets.

And then they were right beside the exit, standing in line at the last concession stand, when Lara spotted the House of Horrors.

“Oh, honey, can we go to the House of Horrors?”

Paul studied the cardboard wall with paintings of freaks and demons and flames that hid the trailer behind it. “Laura, it’s nothing but a damn trailer. It’s a waste of money.”

“Please?”

“Alright.”

 They left the line and walked up to a carnie wearing a red sweat shirt and red sweat pants. He was sitting on the porch steps, smoking a cigarette.

“Welcome to the House of Horrors!” he said. “The scariest place on this fucking planet. I cannot stress enough the evils waiting behind this entrance. You may enter, but I can’t guarantee you’ll ever leave!” His laughter boomed across the fairgrounds. His face was turning red and spit was flying from his mouth. Then he started coughing a cigarette cough.

Paul rolled his eyes and Laura squealed with delight.

“Two tickets, folks,” the carnie said.

Paul sighed and handed over two tickets.

“Much appreciated,” the carnie said, standing up and motioning them to come up the stairs. He opened the door. “Have a safe journey.”

Paul stepped into the darkness and felt Laura press against his back. The carnie slammed the door shut and they were in total blackness.

“Oh, this is scary!”

“It’s a damn trailer Laura. It’s an empty trailer that’s had its windows sealed off from light. They probably used aluminum foil to do the job. I wouldn’t be surprised if that carnie lives here.”

“Paul, don’t spoil this for me!” He felt her hand clutch his. “Here, feel this.” And suddenly her warm and soft breast was in his grasp. “Do you know what that is?”

He nodded his head and felt like a fool because she couldn’t see in the darkness. “Yes,” his voice cracked.

She pulled his hand away. “Why don’t you come find me?” He heard laughter and her shoes slapping the floor as she ran off.

“Oh, I plan to cum.”

Paul held his hands out and decided to walk like Frankenstein. “I am cumming, woman.” He wished he hadn’t quit smoking. A lighter would have been just the ticket. “Got something for you . . .”

He tripped over something and fell, his face and stomach slapping the floor.

“Shit.” Paul got to his knees and felt for the object. His hand touched something soft and silky. He ran his fingers over it. Hair. Definitely hair. “Laura?”

No response.

“Baby?” He shook the body on the floor. The skin was cold. Why was it so cold? Was she unconscious? Had she fallen? He hadn’t heard any noise in the trailer.

Paul jumped up and felt for Laura’s shoulders. He dragged her to the exit, found the doorknob and opened the door. The carnie stared at him. 

“I don’t know what happened to her.” Paul looked down at Laura and saw a face he had never seen before; it was covered in blood.

“Who the hell is that?” the carnie asked. “Where’s that blond bitch you came in with?”

“I don’t know,” Paul said. “Call the police and give me a flashlight.”

“No phone, brother,” the carnie said. “And this is my show. I’ll go with you.” He walked to the House of Horrors booth beside the entrance and grabbed a flashlight. “Let’s go in and get your girl.”

Paul stared at the carnie. Something wasn’t jiving. “You don’t have a phone?”

“Man, I can’t even afford cigarettes. Hell no, I don’t have a phone.”

“Where is she?” Paul said.

The carnie reached behind his back and pulled a pistol from his waistband. “Get inside the fucking trailer.”

Paul nodded his head and headed back inside. The carnie fell in behind him with the light and scanned the room. The trailer was completely empty. They walked from one end to the other. 

Nothing.

“What did you do with her,” Paul said.

The carnie shrugged. “You reckon your blond left you in here?”

“Huh?”

The carnie walked to the middle of the trailer and pointed the light at the rear wall. Paul noticed a back door.

“Maybe she knew the setup of this trailer and ran away from you because you’re a fucking psycho killer.” Paul heard the click of the revolver’s hammer. He couldn’t see the carnie or the pistol behind the bright flashlight bulb.

“That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard,” Paul said. “That makes no sense at all.”

“Then where the fuck is she?”

“I don’t know! You tell me.”

“Maybe you tossed her ass out the back door,” the carnie said. “Maybe you cut her up real good and threw her out one piece at a time.”

“That’s fucking stupid!” Paul said. He felt something wet land in his hair and ran a hand over it. He pulled the hand away and saw blood. He looked up into the darkness.

“Shine your light at the ceiling.”

“Don’t move or you’re dead.” The carnie’s beam cut to the ceiling. “Fuck!”

Paul saw a man’s back pressed against the ceiling. His pale face was turned to the side, and his profile was demonic in the light. His eyes were crimson and he hissed. In his arms was Lisa’s lifeless body, her head drooping lifelessly down, her legs dangling.

“Run!” the carnie shouted. The creature on the ceiling suddenly disappeared as the light and the House of Horrors owner fled to the exit. Paul was frozen. He heard a shuffling and suddenly the carnie screamed and the light went out.

“Oh man!” The carnie said. “I didn’t know you were the real deal! I just thought you were some nutcase in the sideshow. Please man, please! Get off me! Get the fuck off of me!”

A high pitched scream—and then—

There was nothing but silence. Paul could feel his heart beating. He heard something hit the floor and roll. He heard the carnie being ripped apart, bones cracking and sucking sounds. And then he heard something dragging across the floor. 

Paul began backing up and held his hands out in the dark. They touched something solid and firm. “Oh no.”

There was a sudden hiss and Paul’s head hit the floor and rolled to a corner. The Vampire Man, as he was known at every county fair, ripped his kill’s arm off and sank his fangs into the warm, juicy flesh.

He spit the meat out, not pleased with the way this one tasted (unlike the blond one he’d completely devoured). He had killed four in the past hour and only one had been absolutely delicious. The rest had tasted like the trash he’d been forced to eat in captivity.

The Vampire Man walked to the exit, put his hand on the doorknob and walked out of the House of Horrors. He looked around at the people passing and saw the lights and heard the laughter. And then he disappeared into the crowd.

#

Willie parked the buggy at the sideshow tent and stepped inside.

“Mitty, my man! I got a present for the Vampire Man. I found him at the river. Ugly motherfucker’s just about dead. He’s short as hell and fat too. Vampire Man gonna be eatin real good tonight. Help me out, man. He’s passed out in the buggy.”

Mitty, the Vampire Man’s owner, shook his head. Willie noticed he was wearing a garlic bulb necklace.

“What’s wrong?” Willie asked.

“Vampire Man escaped his cage,” Mitty said.

Willie whistled. “Fuck me! What are we going to do?”

Mitty frowned. “We’re going to take my car out of town right now.”

“What about everyone else?” 

“They’re going to die.”

#

Bad Billy’s eyes opened and he sat up in the buggy. He felt dizzy. He felt pain. He looked down at his wound and saw blood still oozing down his stomach. He pressed his hand to the bullet hole and pulled it away as anguish ripped though him.

He looked around and saw a bunch of lights and heard a bunch of noise. His eyes caught sight of a Ferris Wheel, and his mouth hung open.

“Mister, you don’t look so good.”

Billy looked away from the wheel and studied a little girl who was standing right beside the buggy.

“I’m Mandy,” the little girl said, tearing off a piece of cotton candy with her teeth. “What’s your name?”

A rumble rolled up his throat and a hoarse crackling noise erupted from his mouth.

“Bad Billy?” The girl frowned and took another bite of her cotton candy on a stick. “Nice to meet you.”

He had never seen a child before, and he didn’t know what to make of this creature.

Mandy held out her cotton candy. “Here, you have it,” she said.

Billy reached for the stick and put the candy to his mouth like the little girl had done. It melted in his mouth and he grunted with pleasure as he devoured the blue sugar.

“You sure eat fast, Mister!” the girl said.

Billy smiled. The girl smiled back and he noticed her teeth were blue.

“I’ve got to go.” She turned away from Billy, and he felt something wet run down his cheek. His vision clouded and he held a hand to his eye. He didn’t know what was wrong, but it had never happened before.

Billy stood up and yellow dots flooded his vision. His head swam, and he lost his balance, toppling off the buggy. 400 pounds slapped the concrete walkway.

He stood up again and walked into the crowd. The people turned and stared and moved out of his way as he drifted through the fair. He shouted things in some language no one could understand. He had no concept of life or that his was quickly sinking into twilight, but he did not want to be alone at this moment. His face was white as snow, and the blood on the concrete was as dark as death.

Billy spotted the little girl near the arcade entrance and felt more tears rolling down his cold face. He shouted his name. The girl looked up and waved.

Billy smiled and waved back.

And then the incredible happened. Billy stopped walking and watched as people started flying through the air, blood splattering the walkway. It was as if some invisible and deadly wind was pushing through the crowd, lifting people up after slicing their necks and flinging them aside as it moved forward.

Billy let out a gasp. The little girl was in the path of the storm. He bolted from his position and pain stabbed him in his chest. He ignored the flare and pumped his legs, running at a speed unnatural for a person his size. He reached the little girl and flung her inside the arcade like a doll.

He felt a wind and saw a face, and he felt a sudden burning sensation at his neck. Billy could feel his feet leaving the ground and he thrust out a hand and felt something solid in his grip.

He flew through the air and landed near a bench. He couldn’t breath. Blood was trickling from his neck. He realized something wet and hairy was still in his hand and he looked. He was clutching a scalp.

Someone let out an unnatural yell, and Billy looked for the source. He spotted a man in black in front of the arcade. The top of the man’s head was covered in blood. Billy looked at the scalp. He looked at the man.

The man glared at him, and Billy could see unnatural eyes in a face of cruelty. He grinned, revealing canine teeth and vanished.

Suddenly, Billy felt a gust of wind. He closed his eyes and felt himself being lifted from the ground again. He opened his eyes, and the man had him by his throat. He looked at the man.

“I’m going to eat you alive!”

Billy felt the need for air. He tried to breath but couldn’t. The grip tightened.

“I would bleed you, but you have almost no blood left. I need to quit talking and eat before you die.”

The Vampire Man released his grip and Billy fell to the ground.  The vampire was upon him and he screamed as a chunk of flesh was ripped from his arm.

The Vampire Man grinned, his face mere inches from Billy’s. “Does that hurt? If it does, I apologize. But I must say, you’re the best tasting man I’ve met all night . . .”

Billy pushed his hands together with all his might, and both met a side of the man’s face. The vampire’s head caved in like a beer can.

“You cocksucker,” the vampire whispered, spitting pieces of teeth out.

Billy reared back his arm and pushed it forward. The fingers hit their mark and Billy was inside the man’s chest and the heart was pulled clean from the body. The vampire’s eyes dimmed. Billy grinned and put the organ in his mouth.

He barely had the strength to chew, and he rested on his back, his eyes locked upon the moon. He moved his hand to the bullet wound and took his last breath.





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Part IV: Monster





The wind gently slapped Bad Billy’s face, rustling his hair. He slowly opened his eyes and saw a moon that was wide and round. Silver light sprinkled the ground, cutting a path over his spent body. He tried to sit up but bolts of pain raked his spine and he convulsed violently on the cement. He looked around at the bodies littering the ground, the congealed pools of blood black on the sidewalk.

He thought of the little girl and felt something strange for the second time. He lifted a heavy hand to his bruised face and touched a single tear rolling steadily down his cheek. He wondered where she was. He wondered why he was thinking of her.

His thoughts suddenly turned to the thing that had killed all these people, and he bolted up, ignoring the raging pain that shot through his body. The creature was on its back, its chest cavity split open by the force of Billy’s hand. It was still scalped, and its obsidian eyes, one on each side of its caved in skull, never blinking, reflected the moon above.

Billy lay back down. The pain was overcoming any rational thoughts he had of fleeing the scene. He lifted his arm and stared at his veins, deep blue and purple, bulging, threatening to break free of the skin. They throbbed and Billy noticed with horror that they writhed like snakes. He dropped his arm and let out a huge sigh. He stared at the moon and the stars and closed his eyelids.

He opened them again when the real pain came. Daylight had come. He smelled something. Billy could feel heat rising from his chest and he looked at his hands, which were lightly smoking. His flesh had turned a dull blue at some point, and his veins were now a solid black, running in zig zags over his periwinkle hue.

The pain was unbearable and he shifted. Smoke clouded his vision, thick and dark, and he looked to the Vampire Man who lay motionless on the grass, flames gently spreading over its unflinching torso.

And then the sunlight was bright and hit him directly in the face. Billy shielded his eyes and let out a scream. The burst of fire was sudden, and he jumped to his feet, oblivious to the sound of cracking skin or the boiling of clotted blood. He ran like the devil was after him, seeking a place to escape the rays of the sun.

Billy spotted a trailer in the distance and fled for the shelter, almost stumbling downhill as he burned. And then he was at the shelter, on his knees, crawling under the house into the shadows. The flames died the second he reached darkness and he felt no more pain, only emptiness. He felt the hunger creeping through him, more so than ever before. He also felt very much alone and thought of the little girl. He smiled.

The smile died when he heard his Uncle Ethan’s voice.

“Billy, this is Uncle Ethan. Come on, son, let me take you home. Things are gonna be okay from now on.”

Billy turned his head and spotted his Uncle near the opening of the trailer. His stomach growled.

“Come on Billy,” Ethan said, the kindness fading from his voice.  “Come out right now!”

Billy didn’t move an inch.

“You sonofabitch!” Uncle Ethan screamed. “I’ll fucking shoot your other ear off if you don’t get out from under there!” Then he was gone.

Billy crawled to where his uncle had been and rested his back against a stack of cinder blocks. He debated about going outside to kill him but thought better of it. The sunlight hurt too badly.

Billy closed his eyes, but the smell of fresh blood and Johnny Walker awoke him. He spotted his uncle’s face scanning the darkness under the trailer. Billy grinned. The hunger was too great.

Ethan’s face disappeared from under the trailer, and Billy made his move. His hands shot out from the darkness and immediately burst into flames. He wanted to cry out, but instead he sank his mouth into his uncle’s neck and felt the warm blood run down his throat. It felt wonderful, despite the searing pain. He pulled his fangs out of Ethan’s throat and sank his teeth into the meat. He chewed, then pulled his mouth free and clamped down on the throat again. He didn’t want blood anymore. He wanted flesh. He pulled away from his uncle and kept devouring the throat. He ate through the spine and grinned when his uncle’s head fell off.

Billy screamed then because the blood lust had faded and the fire shooting forth from his body was too much. He looked up and saw a man—the same one who had sent him to the river. He growled through the flames and heard four sharp blasts. He felt the sting of bullets and retreated under the trailer. But not before he grabbed his uncle. Billy dragged the man into the darkness. When the flames were out he fed.

#

Chief Clyde Snider, drenched in blood, backed away from the trailer. He turned and fled uphill, past the crowd of onlookers. “Who’s in charge?” he shouted. “Who the fuck is in charge here?”

A tall, lanky man, his expression emotionless, straightened his neck tie and pressed it to his immaculate white shirt. His skin was alabaster, and his hair was jet black. “Who are you?” he asked suspiciously.

“Chief Clyde Snider of the City of Avery. My investigation into a mass murderer has led me right here. He’s under that trailer over yonder right now, and he just ate one of my men.”

The tall man nodded. “Ben Hauser, Georgia Bureau of Investigation, at your service. I’m in charge here. You say a mass murderer is under the trailer?”

“Yes sir. I’m sure he’s responsible for this mess as well.”

“He killed all of these people? That’s hard to believe.” Hauser looked beyond Snider and lifted his hand. A radio had miraculously appeared. He spoke briefly. “Pull those EMTs away from the trailer and surround it. We’ve got a possible suspect pinned underneath.”

Snider grinned. “We’re going to nail that crazy sonofabitch.” His smile quickly faded when he observed Hauser looking him over coldly. “He killed my son,” he explained.

Hauser remained emotionless. “I want you out of here. I don’t need any cowboy antics during my investigation.”

“The hell you say,” Snider said. “I’ll damned well stay here until hell freezes over before you see me leave.”

Hauser lifted his radio. “I need this man” — he raised his finger and pointed at Snider —“escorted from the premises.”

“Fuck you,” Snider shouted, running away from the GBI agents. “Fucking state,” he cursed. His belly bounced against his uniform that was stained in blood. He could hear men running behind him. He turned his head, panting, and saw they were close, two young boys, barely twenty he guessed. He pulled out his pistol and turned to fire.

“You motherfuckers!” he screamed.

They were firing their weapons before he even had his completely raised. The bullets ripped through his body, and he smelled smoke as one bullet grazed his badge and tore into his uniform. The pain was white hot and he fell on his back. He saw buzzards circling the sky and knew he would probably be the last body the EMTs carted off. A form of punishment. Those fuckers, he thought, they’re gonna let the buzzards eat me.

The two men were now standing over him, frowns upon their faces. “Damn, this is going to piss the boss off,” one said.

Snider turned his gaze to the buzzards once more. He’d always heard buzzards pissed themselves to cool off. He smiled at that. Then he died.

#

GBI agent Ben Hauser studied the trailer carefully, making sure his men were lined precisely. 

“We need to be quick when we move under the trailer. I want him captured a.s.a.p.,” he said through the radio.

Hauser had seen the flaming man rushing for the trailer. There was a chance he could be dead, but he doubted it. He did believe in the supernatural after all. 

Hauser waved to his men, and they began their crawl under the trailer. He watched them on their bellies as they disappeared under the house like sugar ants and sighed. He wondered what Ashley was doing right now out in the woods with the other pack members.

Today was turning into a real nightmare. He’d have to figure out someway to get the police chief moved without any questions. He was surprised no officers had asked why the man had been shot. Today was just going too well and it made him very uncomfortable. He’d heard by asking various law enforcement agencies that the death toll was at 247, give or take a few. Some bodies were in so many pieces, it was unknown how many people they totaled.

Ben sighed, frustrated with himself for the way he’d been treating Ashley lately. He really needed to quit taking out his frustrations with work out on his partner.

The radio interrupted his thoughts, and he unclasped the Motorola from his belt and placed it to his lips. “Come again?”

There’s no one under the trailer, just a large hole!

Ben lowered the radio and stared at the little shelter. He keyed it. “Standby, I’m coming down there.”

10-4.

He ran down the hill, his expensive Italian leather shoes sliding over the grass, the blue silk tie coming untucked from his suit and blowing over his left shoulder. Hauser didn’t hesitate to remove his Tweed Brooks Brothers Coat, just dove under the trailer, the cold earth smacking him hard against his tight chest and abdominal muscles. He commando crawled to the center of the building and stared his second-in-command in the face.

“Look, Sir.”

Ben grabbed the Mag Light being offered to him and lowered the flashlight into the hole. He couldn’t see a bottom. “How deep is this?” he asked.

“We don’t know,” the man replied.

“How long do you think it has been here?” Ben asked, testing his number two.

“It’s fresh, Sir.”

“How do you know?”

“I can still smell him.”

“Good. You’ve learned well.” Hauser flashed his light at the edge of the hole. “Look at those claw marks. He’s got some huge talons.” He lowered his hand into the hole and withdrew a handful of soil. “Look how easy I lifted this.” His light flashed to the other side of the hole. “Look at the blood trail. It goes from the front of the trailer to the edge of the hole.”

“What do you want to do?” the second-in-command asked.

“I want you to go down into the hole. I would go with you, but there was a slipup outside and now we have to take care of a body.”

“Oh shit. Were we found out?”

“No. Our luck has held strong today.” Hauser frowned. “It isn’t good to be so lucky. The better our hand now, the worse our other hand when it falls. Now get your ass down in that hole. Remember, he’s going to be very weak. Don’t take him out though. It’s too risky for you alone. If there’s a tunnel, do not follow it. We’ll sniff his location out. And remember this: if you see him at all, get the hell away from him as quickly as possible. No attacks until the whole gang is assembled. Understand?”

“I do,” the man said. And then he disappeared down the hole.

#

Bad Billy didn’t tunnel to the surface until well after nightfall. He had traveled far underground from the trailer, and when his head emerged from the hole he saw nothing but woods. He lifted himself from the hole and walked across the forest floor, the sounds of crackling leaves stabbing into the silence as he moved over the floor of the forest.

The moon was out again, and silver light cascaded down between the trees.

Billy drifted across the forest for quite some time, unaware of anything other than the odd noises his only ear was trying to grow accustomed to. He heard a squirrel scampering across limbs, he heard the heartbeat of a resting sparrow, the soft treading of a red fox, and he couldn’t understand what was causing such disturbances. He was frightened now and looked around, half expecting to see a man lurking in the shadows.

Since Billy had become free, he had realized one thing without truly being able to comprehend it or express it in even the slightest terms: only man was to be truly feared for it was the most dangerous of animals.

Billy watched a stray dog trot off behind a clump of trees in the distance and saw a deer grazing on grass before it dawned on him that he had never been able to see such things before at night. His vision had improved remarkably. He was also breathing normal, and he no longer hurt anywhere. Billy smiled and shouted something incomprehensible in the darkness. A fluttering of wings, bats ascended from the trees, forming a huge dark cloud, fluttering away from his echoing voice as fast as possible.

Billy ran his hands over his face and no longer felt rough, cratered skin. It was now smooth. He reached for the hole where his left ear had been and let out a sharp grunt. His fingers traced an earlobe that had grown from the hole, and he smiled innocently at his discovery and chuckled happily as a toddler. He was awed by the sounds and feelings and new body. He felt so alive, so free, so…his stomach rumbled and a bitter gnawing sensation invaded his stomach. He was hungry. Blood hungry.

Billy sniffed the air, and a sudden scent made his mouth water. He started to run, letting his nose guide him to the meal. The trees started to speed by in blurs, and he felt panicked at the rate he was traveling. He glanced down and was surprised to see his feet were not touching the ground.

Through the trees was a clearing, and in the clearing Billy saw a deer stand. He floated to the top of a tree and sat on a branch without rustling a single leaf.

Still as stone, looking like a morbidly obese marble gargoyle on top of an ancient cathedral, Billy watched the man in the stand smoke his cigarette and finish his beer. He watched as the man lowered his rifle and stood up with an empty Gatorade bottle. He unzipped his fly and sighed as warm urine splashed into the plastic container.

Billy pounced then and landed on top of the deer stand, ripping through the cloth with sharp, black talons. The man screamed and jumped from the deer stand, completing a belly flop to the ground. He gasped for air, wheezing and clawed at the dirt, trying to regain his footing.

Billy landed on his back and there was a crack as the man’s spine shattered. He lifted back his massive head and sank his jaws into the back of the man’s neck, ripping out a chunk of flesh.

He devoured the flesh with rapid speed and lowered himself back into the blood and raw meat. His fangs sank into the meat, and he sucked the crimson life from the dying hunter.

Billy stood up, dizzy and exhausted. He walked to a tree, blood trailing down his face, drops hitting his massive belly. He leaned on the pine tree, and a sudden explosion in his mind forced him to his knees.

Suddenly he could see the hunter and his wife and their son. He could feel the woman hugging him tightly, telling him that she loved him. He could see the son asking him to borrow the Lincoln. Billy shook his head no. He could see his brothers and sisters and the Christmas tree and his father and mother. Billy could see his babysitter and his favorite dog Sparky (no other dog had meant as much to him since Sparky). “I love you,” his mother said, tucking him in goodnight, kissing him gently on the head. “Ready for Cub Scouts?” his father asked.

The visions flowed rapidly through his mind—parties, names and faces, lovers and friends— and he tried to shake them away. The hunter’s life was right in front of him. Billy watched it unfold unwillingly, just random thoughts, not realizing he was slowly beginning to comprehend what was being said or that he was crying and shouting words he had never spoken before.

And then the visions stopped and the noise ceased and he was alone in the dark forest. He curled himself into a fetal position in the field. His own memories started flowing back then, memories of pain and horror, of unspeakable acts. He saw his mother feeding him a stray dog, beating him with a belt. He saw his uncle hitting him. He saw the chains, the pile of bones, and the body of a man Uncle Ethan had rolled down the basement stairs. Billy had stared at the dead human being for days. No food had come during this time. And when he was to starving point he had no choice but….

And then all thoughts were gone from his mending mind and he was shivering, clutching his knees like a child. It was about an hour later when he caught the scent of something strange. It set his hair on end, and he stood up, survival instincts kicking in as he searched for the unknown danger lumbering towards him.

Billy lifted himself from the ground, grabbed a pine tree branch and climbed. He stared silently down below and watched as six massive wolves came into view. The beasts strolled right by his hiding place and four of them rushed to the slain hunter, tearing into the carcass, their snouts drenched in blood and their eyes burning a hellish red in the darkness.

Billy licked his lips as he watched them eat, the blood lust taking over. He could barely contain himself: soon it would be his turn to dine.

One of the wolves lifted its head from the meat and strolled away from the pack, the bushy tail waving back and forth joyously, its belly full. 

Billy watched it leave its safety zone and silently followed it in the trees above as it roamed deeper into the woods, unsuspecting of any foul play. Billy grinned and felt the fangs against his lips, sharp and lethal.

The beast strolled across the forest until it reached a stream and lowered its head to drink.

Billy shot from a loblolly pine tree, and pine needles fell from the branches as his arms wrapped around the wolf. It lifted its massive head and howled out. Billy clamped his mouth on the throat of the beast and held it as it struggled, ferociously at first but then weaker and weaker, until there was no more blood and it lay limply in his grasp.

Billy released the wolf and it fell in a heap. He stood back from it, the blood warming his cold body, and he shouted.

The hair was receding from the beast, the bones cracking beneath the pink skin, the body shrinking. He was suddenly staring at a nude human being, the skin taught around the muscles, bloodless and pruned by the riverside.

His ears caught movement in the distance, and he heard a blood curdling bay close by. Instinct kicked in. He fled the scene, racing through the trees.

#

Ten wolves surrounded the body of their fallen comrade and looked to the biggest wolf, the jet black one, for guidance. Had it not have been for the moon, the wolf would have faded into the night except for the bright red eyes.

It stood up on its hind legs and let out a howl that quickly turned into a scream as it transformed from beast to man. GBI Agent Ben Hauser stood nude in the moonlight, staring down at his beloved Ashley.

“It’s Ashley,” his second-in-command whispered. “No big loss.”

Ben turned to the man. “What did you say?”

“I said no big –“ 

Hauser grabbed him by the throat and threw him across the river. He landed with a thud at the other side of the bank.

“Say it again!” Ben threatened. “Say it again, and I’ll destroy you!”

The second-in-command stood up and wiped dirt from his legs. He crossed the river and joined the rest of the pack.

“I didn’t realize Ashley meant so much to you. He was a sorry excuse for a werewolf.”

A tear rolled down Hauser’s cheek. “We loved each other,” he said.

“I can’t believe the Vampire Man got him. We’re the ones hunting him…it’s not supposed to be the other way around.”

“There’s only one thing to do right now,” Ben said.

“What’s that?”

“Get the sonofabitch!” He sniffed the air and immediately his eyes brightened. “He’s heading north.”

Hauser let the conversation die and shifted back into wolf form. With another sharp howl, he motioned his pack to follow him as he left his lover by the water and raced after the scent of the vampire. He had a feeling today was going to be unlucky because his plan for the pack to pose as GBI agents had gone by without a single problem except for the death of the police chief. It had been too easy getting past the law enforcement officers, and sneaking away with the chief’s body (which they’d devoured as soon as they were safely hidden) and he feared karma was going to pound him to the ground.

And how stupid was the chief, believing that he was in charge. The man had mentioned the death of his son. People usually never think rationally when a loved one dies. Ben remembered Ashley and could barely manage to keep himself together as he sped through the forest.

They had been hunting the Vampire Man for three years, ever since he’d shot their Head Leader’s daughter with a poisonous arrow, the silver tip releasing the immortality from her veins. He thought about Ashley then and fear almost caused him to quit running. He hadn’t realized vampires were capable of sucking the life force from werewolves. How strong must this creature be to clutch Ashley long enough to drain his blood? The Vampire Man had sucked him dry.

Ben growled as Ashley’s lifeless eyes returned to his thoughts. He increased his speed. The incident at the fairgrounds had made the 11 o’clock news, and he’d been the one watching it. He always watched the news at 11. What a coincidence that the Vampire Man was in Georgia. They had been in Florida this whole time wondering if he was still even in the USA. They’d come close twice before to capturing him, but his track always grew cold before he could be reached. Unfortunately for him, he had been too close this time.

Now, they were going to kill him, then eat as many people as they could before they vanished somewhere up north.

Ben ran across the forest floor, his tongue wagging and the red glow of his eyes burning.

#

The thoughts pierced through Billy like tiny daggers as he fled…and he felt he was going to be torn into shreds at any moment. He saw the blood and felt the change coming. He wanted to change. He desired it; his body craved it. He felt his bones breaking and heard the cracking as they elongated, as he turned into the wolf. His hands were the texture of leather, and he felt his tongue lash out and lick his hairy chin. He saw the jet black beast and the other gray ones feasting along with him on the dead. He didn’t know how he knew it was the Crusades, but he knew as he devoured the body in the sandy silence of the desert. And then he saw the Vampire Man running away, the Master’s daughter dying from the poisonous silver in her body. He saw the leader shout curses and demand that he and the black wolf bring the monster to justice…

Billy heard the howling and the images abruptly halted. He realized he was still running through the woods. He didn’t know how much time had passed since the visions had begun, but there was a clearing up ahead. He felt slow, lethargic. He reached the edge of the woods and spotted lights coming from a small house.

The hunger seized him then, his stomach growling. He could smell them inside their home.

Billy crossed the ground in utter silence and moved with lightning speed to the window. Through the glass he saw a woman at a table, a book in her hands. His stomach rumbled, and saliva fell in thick rivulets down his chin. He could hear the wolves baying in the distance, but the bloodlust was strong and he thought of only one thing.

Billy reared back and crashed through the window, shards of glass embedding themselves into the woman’s face. She let out a scream and he was upon her, eating the soft flesh. He was so caught up in feasting on her that he didn’t hear the door open.

“Get off my wife!” a man shouted. He flung himself on Billy’s back and tried with all his might to lift him from his dead beloved.

Billy wrapped a hand around the man’s arm and ripped it off. He held the arm in his hand and beat it against the man’s back. The man, howling curses, rolled off. Billy lifted himself from the woman and turned to face the husband.

“Go to hell,” the man grunted as he held his shoulder, blood spurting out between his fingers. Billy fell upon the wound and gulped down the blood until…

More visions… 

He suddenly gasped. The little girl filled his thoughts…He was holding her hand at the fair, reaching into his wallet for a dollar bill. “Try to pop the balloons with the darts,” he explained to her, “and you’ll win a prize.” He laughed as she took the darts with an excited squeal. “I’m going to win, Daddy!” she said.

Billy shook himself away from the dreams, smelling the werewolves coming; they were right outside the door. He stood up and unsteadily made his way down the hallway. He could hear a heart beating in the rear bedroom…

“I love you so much, Laura.” The little girl looked at her mother as she held out her hand…a warm, motherly hand…and brushed loose strands of silky blond hair from her daughter’s forehead. “I love you too, Mommy,” the little girl said.

They were in the house. He could hear their claws as they moved across the yellow pine floors. 

Billy opened the bedroom door and saw the child resting in her bed, softly snoring. He sat at the edge of the bed and gently shook her awake. “Laura,” he said in a hoarse voice.

She opened her eyes and screamed. Then recognition took over. “Hey Billy!” she said.

He grabbed her and rushed to the window and broke through the glass, shielding the little girl in his arms. They were outside then, Laura screaming and clutching him tightly.

“It’s okay,” he said, his voice as dry as the desert. And then he ran, for the demons were behind him. The little girl, slung over his shoulder, wailed as the trees flew by.

“Big dogs!” she screamed.

The werewolves were on their trail. Billy ran faster. He frowned and jumped a log barring his path. His feet didn’t hit the ground. He looked around, astonished that he was airborne. He looked to the stars and rose above the trees. The girl was no longer screaming.

She looked around, a smile on her face. “This is cool!” she shouted.

Billy looked down, and saw the werewolves running below him. He could see the water tower from the fairgrounds and headed there, chilly air blasting his face as he sped across the night sky.

He landed with no effort at the top of the tower and released the little girl. She walked to the edge and peered over it.

“This is scary,” she said. “I want to go home.”

Thoughts of her parents flooded through Billy, and he felt a sudden rush of guilt. He felt anger welling inside. Anger at himself. Anger at the wolves he could hear close by. Anger at the hunger that was growing inside of him. He looked at the little girl. The hunger was taking over, and he stepped to her, a wicked smile on his face. He raised his hands.

“Hey Billy,” the little girl said. “Can we go home?”

“We can’t go home,” he said. “It’s too late for that.”

The little girl’s eyes went wide. “Why can’t we go home, Billy?” Laura asked innocently.

Her blood smelled divine.

He could feel his fangs shifting in his gums.

A hand appeared on the edge of the tower, and Billy’s blood craze dimmed. Someone was about to climb up on top of the tower. He ran to the edge and pushed the little girl away from the hand.

He looked over and saw a man, his eyes blood red, staring at him. “You’re dead,” the man said.

Billy stepped on his hand, and the man screamed.

“Don’t!” he shouted.

Billy stepped on the other hand and the man went flying to the ground. He hit with a thud and the wolves below scattered. The man looked up.

“You’re gonna regret you ever did that, fucker!” He shouted to Billy from the ground, his body twisted at an odd angle.

Billy looked at the little girl. She was frightened, sitting silently at the center of the tower. He couldn’t believe he had almost killed her. He turned and looked at the man still lying on the ground. The guilt turned into rage.

“Stay there,” he told the little girl. “Don’t look.”

Billy jumped from the water tower, landing on the man, his huge fists ready to bash in his head.

The other werewolves were on him instantly, biting his flesh, raking his face with knife-like claws. He heard his left eyeball pop and screamed as he felt jaws clamp on his hands and arms. He felt one of the wolf’s teeth touch a bone, and then the teeth were extracted and implanted into his arm again. And then the arm fell off onto the ground.

The black wolf suddenly appeared in front of him, and Billy watched as he transformed. He stood well over six-foot, and he was as pale as marble, his hair a shiny raven hue in the moonlight.

The leader of the pack frowned slightly and Billy felt his wound tingle. He looked at his stump and saw with amazement a new hand budding from it. He felt it shoot out of the stump, a new wrist growing. Two of the werewolves behind him, in the form of man, grabbed his arms.

“Did you think we wouldn’t smell you on the water tower?” the leader said. “You should know better. You know how to dispose of us; you should know about our strengths. Scent is our most powerful weapon.” He grinned and Billy noticed the sharp row of fangs.

The frowned deepened on the man’s face. “You killed my partner,” he said. “His name was Ashley. You can apologize if you want to, but you’re going to die very painfully. I just wanted you to know that.” He raised his hands, and Billy watched the fingernails grow into claws. “Before I rip out your other eyeball and skin you with my bare hands, I just want to know one thing. What’s your name?”

Billy stared at the fingernails as they lengthened and yellowed. He wondered about that. He stared at the man. “Bad Billy.”

“Your name’s Bad Billy?” the man asked. He grinned. “I’m going to fuck you up bad, Billy.” He swung a hand, and Billy felt his throat rip open. Blood from his recent victim spilled from the gash, and he gurgled the coppery liquid in his mouth and spit it out.

“I want you to say my name,” the man said. “Say, ‘don’t kill me, Ben Hauser.’”

Billy spit more blood out of his mouth. Red bubbles were escaping from the slash in his throat.

“Say my name!” Ben roared. “Say Ashley’s name!”

Billy stared at him blankly, choking on Ashley’s blood. He farted.

“Ah!!’ Ben screamed, grabbing for the slit throat. Billy felt his fingers on the wound, and then he felt his skin being ripped from his throat down. He cried out in agony, and Hauser pulled a patch off at his stomach.

“Told you I was going to skin you with my bare hands,” he said triumphantly, tossing the skin to the ground.

The men behind Billy were laughing. “Give it to him,” one said. “Rip his other arm off.”

Ben smiled, stepping up to Billy. He stared him in the eyes. “I’m your worst nightmare, you stupid –” 

Billy leaned forward, opening his jaws like a snake. His movement was swift and his teeth clamped around Ben Hauser’s face. He bit down and felt the skull crack. He pulled away. Hauser’s face was completely gone, and his brains were spilling out of the hole. The body fell back.

Billy lifted the two men that were still holding his arms, and they let go quickly. He turned and saw several running away. Four jumped him, and he flung them aside like dominoes. He sunk his teeth into the nearest one and took a deep drink. He lifted his head and sighed with satisfaction. He lowered his head again.

The men were turning into wolves. One completed the transformation and rushed Billy. He caught the animal with his one good hand and crushed its throat. He tossed his drink aside, and lowered the wolf to the ground. He squeezed the throat tighter and placed a foot on its shoulder. He pulled the head clean off.

They were all fleeing now, and he followed them, the blood lust dominating any little bit of rationality he possessed. They ran under the trailer and jumped in the tunnel and he followed. He flew through the opening, gaining on the creatures, his anger boiling within. He reached one and ripped its head off. He passed it and continued ripping the heads off as he encountered the werewolves.

He took ten of the beasts out before he reached the opening and surfaced, bloody from the altercations. He looked around and spotted no more wolves or men. He dropped back down the hole, turned and fed on each body as he passed.

By the time he resurfaced underneath the trailer, he was completely covered in blood and dirt. His arm had completely regrown, and his skin had healed, smooth and unblemished.

Billy slowly walked to the water tower, the visions of his kills filling his mind with images of people he’d never known nor cared to. Their victims and crimes played out, women screaming, men yelling in hopeless rage. He willed himself from these thoughts, thinking of the girl instead.

He could hear her gently breathing on top of the water tower as he walked the fairgrounds. The place was large without the rides, vendor booths, and crowds of people. It was peaceful.

Billy thought about Laura and the little girl’s future with no parents. He wondered if he should tell her they were dead. He could say the werewolves had ended their lives. Maybe he could be her father.

Guilt was welling up inside of him. He climbed the water tower, lifted himself over the edge and stared at the little girl as she slept, her face troubled from her dreams. She whimpered.

Billy wondered if she was dreaming about him. Did she think he was a monster? He gently lifted her, and she stirred only a bit. He held her in his arms and jumped off the tower, landing effortlessly on the ground.

She opened her eyes and smiled at him. “Hey, Billy.”

He grinned and brought her to the trailer. “Crawl under,” he said as he lowered himself to the ground and slid into the darkness.

“Why?” Laura asked.

“The big dogs,” Billy lied. “We don’t want them to find us.”

She nodded. “Okay, Billy.” She crawled under the trailer and nestled beside him on the ground. She was soon breathing deeply, her eyes closed, dreaming about something.

Billy’s stomach was growling. His fangs were growing. He could smell her blood and hear it pulsing. Her heart beat loudly and steadily. He could see blood flowing through her veins.

Billy opened his mouth. He lowered his head to the sleeping youth.

The darkness had faded to gray.

He stopped as his fangs neared her throat, a sudden realization that he was a monster creeping inside his head. He wanted to drain the life from this girl. This little creature who had befriended him. His only friend. He gently took her hand.

She continued to sleep as he examined her angelic face. “Bad Billy,” he said in a rough voice.

Billy dropped the hand and crawled to the front of the trailer, the sunlight hurting his eyes as he neared it. 

He climbed out from under the trailer and felt his flesh bubble. He saw plumes of dark smoke wafting from his blackened skin. He felt the searing pain of the sunrays and watched as his body burst into flames.

Billy walked out into the field, ignoring the blistering agony that grew with each step.

He screamed once but thoughts of the girl fought away all of his fears.

He continued walking until his body was nothing more than blazing ashes.

And then the wind gently blew him away.

 

THE END
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