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Crimson
A Blood and Brotherhood Story
 
 
Blood and gore clung to everything in the room, dripping like melted wax from the walls. Bodies lay here and there like so many discarded dolls, each swimming in a pool of its own fluids. Steam still escaped them from time to time, the room being painfully cold in the evening hours of late fall. Tables and chairs lay overturned or broken and naught but a single candle still sputtered from a hanger upon one cobblestone wall. Here a wicked deed had been done: a deed born of evil, malice and hunger. There had been peace and happiness here once, though from this day forward none would remember it. Forever it would remain tainted, the air tasting of iron and smelling of decay. Yet before the sun broke the horizon, she lay relaxing upon the bar of the macabre tavern, enjoying the sensations that flowed through her nude body. Naught but blood was upon her skin, yet it felt as if her lover were inside her, such was the ecstasy that came from feeding.
 
Anna awoke with a start, sitting up rapidly in the hope of banishing the nightmare that threatened to bring tears to her eyes, even now as its details faded. Looking around she assured herself she was home, within her own bed, in her own room. From across the house she heard metal upon metal and knew that Momma was already fixing breakfast. With cold sweat upon her brow, Anna brushed her long red hair out of her face with her fingers and tucked it behind an ear. Spinning upon her bottom, she placed her small bare feet upon the cold stone floor as goose pimples spread over her body. It was at this point that the day, which was starting like any other, that it took an unexpected turn.
However hard she tried, Anna could not remember coming home the night before. She recalled working at the tavern, and could even recollect what she had served to whom. In fact, there had been some rather special guests the night previous when Lord Seth and his young bride had come to eat. Anna had served them herself. She remembered not only bringing them each a plate of lamb, but also hearing the rumors that were whispered around the room when the pair had entered. Some said Lord Seth was a demon who created monsters of men as he took their souls. Others thought him to be the hero who had defeated the black horde in the battle to the south. If the rumors were true, then the magician was of a breed above and beyond anything that had ever before been seen upon Thurr. It was said he commanded the powers of life and death and had single-handedly laid waste to thousands of men in the battle. Anna remembered his face, and that of his lover. Of this she was certain. The very last thing she could recall from the night before was taking a break from her duties to relieve herself in the privy. Having started her cycle the day before, she had taken many such breaks, but after entering the privy everything was blank.
Shaking her head as a means to clear it, Anna rose to her feet to dress but immediately regretted it. No sooner had she stood up than her body began to tremble and the room began spinning. Bile rose into her throat. Just as her vision began to darken around the edges, Anna plopped back down onto her bed. Pulling her knees up to her chest, she breathed deeply, hoping the dizziness would pass. 
Many long moments went by before the door to her chamber opened. Still feeling nauseous, Anna opened one eye slightly to witness Momma entering the room with a steaming bowl. As she focused on her mother, the sensation of illness relented, and Anna could not help but to wonder if the feeling had been a lingering effect of her nightmare. Regardless of the reason,  Anna was happy it had gone. Cautiously sitting up, she greeted her mother.
“G’morning Momma,” Anna said while stretching.
“G’morning my angel, I am glad to see you up,” Momma replied with a quizzical expression. “You gave us all such a scare last night, I feared you might get lost in sleep like that smithy girl all those years ago.”
“What do you mean?” Anna asked. “What happened?”
“I dunno what happened,” Momma shrugged. “You were carried home by Mack and Glen. They said you passed out in the privy and busted your head on the floor. Broke a pitcher too, and cut your neck when you landed. They said they tried to wake you for over an hour before bringing you back here.”
“Why would I suddenly pass out?” Anna asked, trying to recall the event.
“I don’t rightly know, angel,” Momma admitted. “Perhaps, this being your first cycle, your body is not used to the blood loss. I hear it is that way with some women.”
“Makes sense I guess,” Anna replied, her voice betraying her uncertainty.
Pulling her long red hair over one shoulder, Anna again spun upon the bed to place her feet upon the floor. Then looking up, she accepted the bowl her mother had brought, and peering inside admired the dark colored broth with chunks of vegetables and meat floating in it. Though it was mostly broth, the scents of spices and garlic filled Anna’s nostrils and she grinned appreciatively.
“I thought if you were awake, and your cycle is the issue, a skimpy breakfast simply would not do. This will give you energy,” Momma smiled, watching her daughter anxiously.
“I’ll be fine Momma,” Anna assured her.
“Even so, if you are not up to it, then you stay at home today,” Momma said. “You understand?”
“Yes Momma, but I am fine, and we need the money,” Anna answered. “I am OK to work, I promise.”
For a long moment Momma looked Anna over. Both knew that they needed every coin they could get. They barely made ends meet as it was with just the two of them. Seemingly come to a decision, Momma paused in the middle of turning to leave the room.
“You feel even the slightest bit weak, you bring your bottom right back to this bed,” Momma ordered sternly. “You ain’t gonna give me another scare like you did last night.”
“Yes Momma.”
Without another word Anna was left alone in her room to eat her breakfast in the hour before the sun would rise to light the sky. Though a day of rest sounded like perfection, Anna knew that a day skipping work was three days skipping a meal. Though she knew it would not be the first time she had skipped a meal, nor would it likely be her last, she preferred the other option available. Anna ate quickly and dressed even faster in an effort to get to the tavern before sun up. If she was late, her pay would be docked, and that was something she and Momma could not afford.
Dressed in one of the three simple dresses she owned, Anna rushed from her house down the dirt road that ran between the two rows of buildings that made up the little village called Traiven. It wasn’t much of a place to live, but it was home. Lots of visitors came and went on their way to or from the capital city of Valdadore to the west. Less than a hundred people lived in Traiven but thousands passed through each year, and in order to serve them all, everyone started work before sunrise.
Sliding to a halt in front of the tavern door, Anna shoved it open and rushed inside. Dodging between tables and chairs, she nearly tripped, not once but twice as the floor sped beneath her. Unlike times past, she managed to catch herself before falling. Rounding the bar, she stooped to snatch up an apron before tying it about her waist while barging through yet another door into the kitchen. 
Letting the door swing closed behind her, Anna watched as all eyes in the kitchen turned their gazes upon her and each face stretched into smiles of something more than recognition.
“She’s alive!” shouted Marcy, a plump woman who spent her days eating nearly as much as she cooked.
“Yup, I’m fine,” Anna stated simply.
Everyone took turns welcoming her back from the seemingly dead, before quickly returning to their duties in preparation for the day ahead.
Grabbing a damp rag, Anna exited into the tavern’s primary room, and began wiping down every table and chair. It was a chore she had been doing for the past five years. Each of the twenty-seven tables and ninety-one chairs felt familiar to her touch. There had once been ninety three-chairs, but an overweight man had crushed one beneath his bulk, and Wilson, the tavern’s owner, had broken another over a belligerent customer’s head when the man had refused to pay after drinking for near half a day. Anna had the pleasure of witnessing both events, though she only smiled fondly at one of the recollections. Fat men breaking chairs, now that was funny.
Finished with wiping everything down, Anna set about sweeping the floor as the first rays of sun began to slant through the windows. With the coming of light outside the tavern, the day began in earnest as Wilson arrived to manage his establishment, or so he was fond of calling it. Within an hour some of the chairs began to fill and Anna’s duties started piling up.
Often as Anna worked she daydreamed about things that attracted her attention, and more often than not she found herself dreaming of Gavin. Of course she had to like the one boy in town who had shown absolutely no interest in her. But how could he like her, as awkward as she always acted around him? Anna could not remember one single time in the last year when she had not embarrassed herself while in the vicinity of Gavin.
She was going through so many changes lately she felt like a stranger to her own body. Worse than that, she had been a late bloomer, as her mother called it. In the last year alone she had grown over a foot, developed breasts and began her cycle. With so many developments all at once, Anna feared she could not bear another. Thank the gods she had Momma. Momma helped her to understand not only how these changes would affect her body, but also how they would influence the way others reacted to her. Immediately it was apparent that Momma had been right. Anna began to notice that men looked upon her differently, and the women who accompanied those men made angry faces at her. Anna was no simpleton. It was merely that she lived in a very small community from which to gather knowledge from. She was the only girl her age in Traiven, though there were several younger. Boys, on the other hand, were more numerous and all but one had eyes for Anna now that she had changed so thoroughly.
On this day, like most others, as Anna set about serving food and drinks to the customers, her mind wandered to thoughts of Gavin with his bronze skin and wavy hair of mixed brown and golden locks. She imagined for the millionth time what his lips would feel like on hers as she pictured him pulling her into his arms. But this time the daydream seemed peculiar in comparison to those she had had before. This time the fantasy was more precise, the details finer, the emotions more real. As Gavin pulled Anna close this time, Anna seemed reluctant to obey his restraining arms. When she did, instead of locking lips as they would usually do, Anna began voraciously kissing him upon the neck and dragging her nails across his flesh, leaving red trails. So vivid was the alien dream that Anna walked straight into a table, causing a customer’s drink to slosh out of his mug. Fortunately it had not spilled completely, and the man in traveling leathers dismissed the accident silently with a gesture.
Carefully attempting to control her thoughts, lest she lose pay for upsetting another customer or spilling someone else’s food or drink, Anna resumed her duties a short while. However, soon, seemingly caught up, she took a few moments to relax in the kitchen with the rest of the staff while Wilson manned the bar. Shoving through the kitchen door, Anna nearly collided with Kristen, a woman in her early forties with blonde hair and a more than ample bosom. Apologizing for her clumsiness, Anna stepped aside to allow Kristen to pass, holding the door for her. Kristen very nearly did exactly as expected, stepping into the open door, but then she spun upon her heel to stare at Anna. Immediately Anna felt uncomfortable, even having known Kristen her whole life. Something about the woman’s gaze was unnatural. It was as if this day the woman peered beneath the flesh to see all her secrets and shortcomings. Turning her head to look away, Anna was again surprised when Kristen grabbed her chin and pried her head to the side, though not violently.
“Wow!” Kristen exclaimed. “I don’t believe it.”
“Believe what?” Anna asked, worried what secret her soul had divulged to Kristen.
“Your cut is completely gone,” Kristen answered, still looking at Anna’s neck intently.
“What cut?”
“You had a jagged cut on your neck from falling when you blacked out yesterday,” Kristen reminded her. “I cleaned it myself!”
For a long moment Kristen tugged Anna’s neck this way and that, peering closely at the skin of her neck for any sign of the vanished injury. Wilson rounded the door frame to see for himself too, and before long the entire kitchen staff abandoned their duties to witness the absence of the cut. Each of them gave their own imagined reasons for its disappearance, but within seconds it was decided that it must be a blessing from the gods that Anna had been healed so quickly.
All the undue attention made Anna extremely uncomfortable. So much so that she began to sweat, and her knees to shake slightly. As her body temperature seemed to rise, and the morning’s nausea began to return, Anna simply could not take any more. Before the small crowd made any notion of being finished gawking at her, Anna pushed past Wilson. Entering the tavern once again and rounding the bar, she strode across the room. Without an explanation, or looking back to assure herself she had not angered the proprietor, Anna made her way into the privy where she leaned against the door, allowing no one else entry.
Panting hard Anna closed her eyes as sharp pain lanced through her skull. For long minutes she gritted her teeth until it abated. Waiting further still, the trembling and nausea stopped as well. If her cycles were going to be like this every four weeks, Anna did not know how women lived as long as they did. The whole ordeal was overwhelming, and Anna questioned whether or not to take Momma’s advice and return home after the pain and nausea she had just endured. If she did, though, she knew they would both suffer for it, and Anna could not bring herself to make Momma suffer for her weakness. Shrugging off her fear and uncertainty, she left her post against the door to rinse her face in the bowl across the room. This singular decision would reveal another fact about the night before of which Anna had been unaware.
Approaching the water bowl, Anna first noticed the bloodstains upon the cobblestone floor. Although the vast majority of the blood had been wiped up, some of the floor had not been properly cleaned and showed just how much blood she had lost the night before. Even with little knowledge of her body’s inner workings, Anna found it hard to believe that she had survived such extensive blood loss. If the stained floor were not evidence enough, the bowl upon a small wooden table was filled with water stained crimson. Rags soiled with blood remained in the bowl and the scent of sweet iron was overwhelming, filling Anna’s nostrils with the smell of blood. Anna inhaled, enjoying the uncommon scent as her stomach turned once again and the sudden urge to vomit returned.
Closing her eyes and breathing deeply through clenched teeth, Anna waited once again as the nausea subsided. A moment later she opened her eyes and worked quickly to restore the room to its original condition lest she suffer some consequence for the bloody mess. Though she hoped to finish this unforeseen task discreetly, it took two very uncomfortable trips through the tavern and kitchen for fresh water to complete the job properly. The eyes of everyone else employed at the tavern rested heavily upon Anna each time she exited the privy. She wished that they would just forget that the previous night had even happened and, more fervently, that they would not call the fact that she had healed quickly a miracle of the gods. Perhaps the wound had simply looked worse than it was. Maybe it had not even existed at all and those whom she worked with were mistaken. Maybe they had all eaten something spoiled and they had all imagined the incident. 
Many more thoughts passed through Anna’s imagination to explain away how she felt, but eventually, as she finished cleaning up the mess, her mind returned to Gavin. Somehow, amidst her fantasies, she had imagined everyone had become ill by eating bad meat. Dying, each of them had risen from the dead as flesh-eating zombies. Someone had to save the village of Traiven and who better than Gavin with his thick arms and sandy hair?
“Anna get your ass out here! You have customers with empty mugs,” Wilson whispered loudly through a crack in the door.
Anna jumped, instantly roused from her reverie. She had not even heard him approach the door, let alone had she expected to hear another voice in the room. Sighing loudly as her heart began to slow to a normal rhythm, Anna strode out to resume her mundane duties of serving food and drink to the many passers-through of the day.
Little more than two hours came and went, and thankfully for Anna they were much like any others working at the tavern. The stares from her coworkers came less and less often, and for the most part Anna was beginning to have a good time at work, including better than average tips from her patrons. The kitchen staff was hard at work stirring pots and cutting vegetables when Anna shoved through the door for the hundredth time of the day to fill an order when events took an unexpected turn for the worse.
No more than had the door swung closed behind her than agonizing, stabbing pain exploded in Anna’s stomach. Instantly she clutched her belly. As she doubled over to ease the pain, Anna lost her footing, collapsing in a heap. As she screamed in pain, everyone in the room rushed to Anna’s aid, though without injury none knew how to help the girl who now began to trash upon the floor as if she were on fire.
Anna felt as if her insides had been torn asunder. Convinced she would die of the pain, she coped as best as she was able, struggling to remain conscious. One second it felt as if she had been gutted, and the next she was overwhelmed by unbelievable cramping throughout her entire body. One instant she was folded in two as her body was wracked by spasms, the next she writhed upon the floor as those around her watched on in horror, unable to comfort her in any way. For more than an hour Anna clung to consciousness, her nails biting into the stone floor on several occasions, peeling them back to leave bloodied stumps. It wasn’t until yet another symptom added itself to the already overwhelming list that Anna was finally overcome.
As if something had ruptured, a loud popping sound reverberated through her skull as her head exploded in pain, causing her to retch upon the floor uncontrollably. Blood spewed like a crimson river from her lips. If that were not enough, after vomiting blood several times, still squirming upon the floor in puddles of her own fluids, it suddenly felt as if something hit her in the jaw. It was as much pain as the young woman could take, both mentally and physically. With the added agony in her head and jaw Anna lost consciousness.
 
Anna flexed her taut muscles. Twisting her neck to an extreme angle, she smiled as the bones in her neck cracked several times. Spinning upon the bar, her nude body was an abomination, as if created by an insane person’s darkest thoughts. Pale white, milky, supple skin shone out between patches of blood-stained flesh. Her young body bore the traces of rivers of blood that had begun at her mouth and spilled from her chin like crimson waterfalls to fall upon her perky breasts before spattering upon her abdomen and thighs, and everywhere in between. Her fiery red locks hung in tangles, with dried blood and gore clinging like scabs between the strands. Her arms to the elbows were pure red as if dipped in blood, and her legs looked much the same up to her knees, as if she had spent hours stomping around in puddles of spent life.
Anna’s lips parted in a wicked smile. Something about it was unnatural, almost predatory. In that smile was a sign of the monster she had become. More than that, her eyes shone with a hue that was demonic and screamed that something evil had been spawned and now lived within the awkward body of the young woman none would suspect. Seeing something across the room Anna began to giggle, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the sound. Upon the floor a young man moaned in agony, trying in vain to roll himself over with broken limbs. Anna began to laugh harder.
Hopping down from the bar, she strode across the room like an agile, predatory beast. Her adolescent hips swung from side to side, slightly over-exaggerated, obviously accentuating the motion. She moved fluidly. Graceful to extremes, Anna walked among the dead and dying, each of them covered in gore, like a dancer upon a stage. So light she appeared, that had anyone witnessed the scene they would have imagined her floating among the dead, like a ghost come to mourn those lost.
Kneeling beside one of her favorite victims of the night, Anna began to undress the woman, peeling blood-soaked leather from the body. One by one she removed the shapely garments, and one by one she donned them herself. Only moments passed before Anna rose once again. Dressed now from head to toe in black and buckles, she strutted towards the door. She smiled again. Pulling the door to the tavern open upon its hinges, Anna watched as the last rays of the sun vanished from the sky. With naught but a wicked grin she stepped out into the night.
She was now a creature of singular purpose. Pleasure was her only want, her only need, and her only desire. Fortunately for Anna, she had learned well this day that pleasure could easily be found with a lover. But it could also be found feeding upon the blood of others. Anna could not help but to decide that Momma had been wrong; it was definitely better to play with one’s food.
 
Anna awoke to find herself propped up in a corner of the kitchen, a damp rag wrapped about her head. Perhaps she had become ill and had fever. At least that would explain the nightmares. Nothing at all today seemed to make any sense. Closing her eyes she tried once again to recall the details of the previous night, in hopes of remembering what it was that had happened in the privy. Try as she might, however, she did not succeed. She remembered serving Lord Seth, the Death Mage, and his young wife. She remembered speaking to Mack on their behalf, as it was the young couple’s desire to purchase a cloak. 
Upon this train of thought it was only then that Anna recollected another detail of the night before. She remembered the woman’s eyes. The Death Mage’s wife had the same red-hued eyes as Anna herself in the nightmares. That explained at least a portion of the dream. Many in the tavern had been frightened of the young couple, instilling an uncomfortable feeling in the room while they were present. Their appearance, in dark armor that looked wholly evil, menacing and wrought from nightmares, could explain Anna’s peculiar dreams. She was simply recreating that which she had heard the night before within her own head. The young mage was said to slaughter other men by the thousand, and this could explain all the bodies and blood in the nightmares, couldn’t it? Anna could not help but to try and explain the unnatural subconscious thoughts away. Nightmare or not, it could not explain why she had blacked out, now on two different occasions. Something more was at work here, and Anna hoped to figure out just what it was before it was too late.
Opening her eyes, Anna looked upon her clothing and was instantly disgusted. Dried vomit and blood clung to her clothing, staining her favorite dress in such entirety that Anna knew the fabric would never be rid of the evidence of this day. Shaking her head at the discovery, she rose to her feet to find that she felt... amazing. She had anticipated feeling ill, but in fact she felt rested and energized. Stretching her body, Anna craned her neck to one side and could not help but grin when it cracked twice. Feeling both hungry and thirsty, she looked around the kitchen to find several pairs of eyes had fallen upon her. Oh, how she hated the attention. Every day of her life she tried her best to blend in and not be noticed by the rest of the staff. Most days she succeeded but occasionally her clumsiness got the better of her. Today Anna wished it was only clumsiness that garnered her such attention. With her chin falling nearly to her chest in an attempt to hide her shame, Anna spoke quietly, not even focusing her words towards any particular person.
“I’m hungry and thirsty,” she merely whispered.
Without a reply her colleagues began to move again and Anna listened as someone came nearer. Knowing she looked repulsive Anna instinctively stepped backwards away from whoever it was that approached. Then Anna discovered something amazing.
Retreating, Anna stepped unevenly upon something on the floor. In an attempt to shift her weight off the object, she lost her balance as the item moved. With her ankle rolling beneath her, Anna began to fall. She anticipated her knee giving way as she plummeted to the floor, where she would undoubtedly injure herself further. Instead, however, just as she imagined the impending fall in all of its embarrassing glory, something completely unnatural occurred.
Reacting as if by instinct alone, Anna lowered her body, thereby taking control of her center of gravity. Balancing her weight above the leg with solid footing, Anna leapt into the air high over the head of the woman who approached her carrying a bowl of steaming soup and a mug of water. Twisting in the air, Anna’s red locks created a trail behind her, making it look as if her head were on fire. Repositioning as she fell, Anna landed in a crouched position, spreading her weight across both legs and one arm, like a cat stalking its prey. Taking a moment to realize what exactly had just happened, Anna remained crouched low to the ground, swiveling her head this way and that, taking in her surroundings. Again all eyes were upon her, but she decided quickly that she preferred them like this, rather than if she had fallen and split her head upon the stone floor.
Something inside her had altered during that moment in the air. In a split second Anna had discovered that somehow she had become more than she had been. She had become more complete. She had become more perfect. Anna knew in an instant that she had made an amazing discovery. Not only had she become better than she had ever been, but she had become better than everyone she knew.
Anna spun gracefully to a standing position, her long hair trailing her motions like crimson ribbon surrounding her body. Coming to a halt, she stretched and flexed her muscles as if she had never used her body before. Then, as quickly as the confidence had come, it was gone. Slouching, as was her custom, Anna’s eyes dropped to the floor. Embarrassed, the blood flowed quickly to her cheeks staining them crimson for all to see. If that were not enough, a second later Anna’s legs began to shake as again she was overcome by hunger. Unceremoniously dropping to her knees, Anna let her hair fall in front of her face to hide her shame. Without so much as a word, a bowl and mug were placed upon the floor before her. Not wanting to look unappreciative, but without raising her gaze, Anna picked up the bowl and began to eat ravenously. Within minutes she put the empty bowl on the ground and gulped down the mug of water. Wiping her chin with what appeared to be a less soiled portion of her sleeve, Anna was again overcome by an odd sensation.
As if a thousand daggers had been trust into her gut, Anna doubled over in pain again as her stomach began to knot. Spasms, of the like that none could even imagine formed in the pit of Anna’s belly as she cried out in pain. Toppling over to curl upon the floor like a whipped dog, tears streamed from Anna’s eyes as her insides felt like they were rearranging themselves. Unable to breathe momentarily, Anna lay, mouth open, sight blurred, for what felt like an eternity as those in the room with her came to tend to her again. After many more long moments she began to reclaim control of her body and her ability to take a breath was restored. She began sobbing uncontrollably like a child waking from a nightmare. A moment later she continued to sob as she felt herself pulled into the arms of someone soft but strong. It would be that singular act of kindness that would shape the rest of Anna’s life, for in the moments that followed, her future was rewritten across the flow of time, and possibilities blossomed where before there had been none. A meager role upon Thurr had changed in an instant to one of substance, one of notice. Who would have ever imagined that one act of kindness would lead to such misery?
Snuggling into the warm body that held her, Anna began to calm herself. Working hard to steady her breathing, she forced herself to inhale through her nose and was immediately overcome by the scents carried by the woman who held her tightly to her chest. Though she could not see her face, Anna knew the woman to be Hilda, one of the tavern’s cooks. She smelled of spices and smoke, but more than that, she smelled of children. The sweet scent of a young babe had somehow managed to extract itself from the many others upon the woman’s clothing and Anna found herself lost in it for an instant, wondering what it would be like to birth a child and love it unconditionally.
Then the reverie was gone, replaced by another thought-inducing scent. This one hinted of salt and iron and was more than a bit familiar to the clumsy adolescent. Anna knew in an instant that the scent belonged to blood, and although it was not out of place upon the clothing of a cook, Anna was overcome by it. By the second the scent grew stronger and stronger, enveloping everything. No longer could Anna find the scent of the newborn babe. No longer could she even sniff the spices that just moments before were prevalent upon the woman. Anna began to panic as the scent grew so strong that she began to taste it. Looking up to ensure herself that the woman who held her to comfort her had not become injured, she found her true calling in life.
Tilting her head back, Anna’s cheek brushed against Hilda’s neck and as their flesh slid, one beneath the other, Anna felt the older woman’s heart beat beneath her flesh. Without thought Anna reacted to the sensation and exploded into motion. Twisting her body within the confines of the woman’s arms, Anna wrapped her legs about Hilda’s waist. Crossing them behind the woman’s back she secured herself to the new mother. Reaching up, as if to hug the woman in thanks for her comfort, Anna slipped one hand around Hilda’s neck grasping the back of her head and a fistful of hair. At the same time, Anna reached under one arm of the woman and then up to grasp her shoulder as well. Wrenching her hands away from one another, Anna caught the woman off guard as she used her newfound strength to cling to her. Like a wild animal, Anna brought fang to flesh as she tore into Hilda’s neck ferociously with her teeth, letting the hot blood spew into her mouth and run down her chin. So overcome was her prey that not a sound escaped her lips. Anna was lost in the joyous sensation the taste of blood brought her, but that was only the beginning.
Biting deeper into the woman’s neck, Anna used her teeth to hold her to the wound and formed a seal around it with her lips. Like the newborn babe the woman was accustomed to, Anna began to suckle. It was not the milk from her breasts that Anna needed, but the blood that sustained Hilda’s life. As she began to suck upon the grievous wound, Anna began to feel new sensations of a heightened nature. As she fed, something within her grew whilst something else was satiated, yet those were insignificant to the third thing Anna began to feel.
Having just started her first cycle the day previous, many a concept was new and alien to Anna, yet Momma had done a great deal of explaining to make the change as comfortable as possible. Even so, nothing could have prepared Anna for what was about to take place.
As her hunger and thirst both subsided, and new strength and vigor flowed into her body, seemingly carried upon the blood she consumed, Anna began to feel a new and wondrous sensation. As she fed her body was overcome with warmth at first and then, for no apparent reason, she began to moisten between her legs. It was not the uncomfortable, wet sensation from the day before when she had begun to bleed, but something pleasurable instead. Beyond that the more overcome she became, the more her body and instincts began to take over. With every moment after the pleasure began it increased, and within moments Anna was rolling her hips, pulling her body tightly to the woman she clung to, pressing herself into Hilda hard as she worked her pelvis, increasing the pleasure further. Suckling still, Anna’s breaths became harder and harder to find as her ecstasy increased. Without another option she released her grasp upon the woman’s throat for an instant in hopes of catching her breath. Instead, as her lips parted from the warm flesh, a quiet moan of pleasure escaped her, followed quickly by another of increasing intensity, and then another. Then it was as if something inside her broke or exploded, and screaming out in pleasure of the likes she could have never before imagined, Anna looked into the lifeless eyes of her very first lover, her open mouth twisting into a smile as her hips ceased rolling.
Everyone in the room stood frozen in shock, looks of disgust, fear and dismay etched upon their faces. No one moved. No one breathed but Anna. A final trickle of blood ran down Hilda’s neck as Anna stood and disentangled herself from the lifeless body. Still no one moved, as if time had stopped. Anna looked around, still reveling in the bliss which had just exhilarated her. She had to experience it again. Now  the others began to realize their danger as eyes darted towards the two doors in the room. Anna knew she couldn’t let any of them escape, and somewhere between conscious thought and instinct, Anna sprang into action, the inkling of a plan taking shape.
Leaping over the two nearest women, Anna landed with hardly a sound and began sprinting towards the back exit of the tavern. It was the full distance across the kitchen, and three other women moved towards it that same instant. With her newfound grace, speed and strength, Anna raced past those who sought to escape her without so much as breaking a sweat. Sliding to a halt between the massive shelves that held the sacks of ingredients for cooking, Anna turned to face the women. With a smile she reached out to either side and grasped the immense oak shelves, heavily laden with supplies. Pulling them towards one another, her small arms bulged as the two shelves leaned closer together. Small objects began to slide from them to clatter loudly upon the floor, and just as the two shelves reached the point of no return, Anna leapt out from between them. Though the shelves could not fall in entirety, each one leaning into the other, they blocked the top of the door from being pulled open from inside. If that were not enough, as the two crashed together heavily, the whole of their contents came to spill out between them. Sacks of grain, flour, rice, sugar and spices filled the void between them. It would take several men with strong backs to right the shelves again.
With the back exit blocked, the seven women in the room with Anna realized their predicament seemingly all at once. As if of one mind, all seven rushed to the door opposite Anna, but despite their being two thirds of the distance ahead of her, none would beat her to the door.
Like a force of nature Anna launched herself across the room, moving at impossible speeds. She spun on her toes as she slid to a stop before the door into the tavern proper. Raising her hands she showed the women whom she had thwarted the two knives she had managed to pick up off a prep table halfway across the room. Fear showed in their eyes. Anna preferred the fear over pity. Turning again she drove the blades of the two knives through the wooden door and deep into its frame, effectively nailing it shut. The women began to scream for help, but all Anna heard was music. Music played to the steadily increasing rhythms of their hearts. A moment later the door behind her began to shake and rattle as someone tried to get in, assuring Anna that it was secure and she could take her time.
Smiling, Anna danced across the cobblestones, her bare toes barely touching the floor with each step. She leapt towards Rachel, the woman her eyes had fallen upon. Rachel was a cook, the prettiest in employ at the tavern. She was a confident woman with blonde hair, blue eyes and a body that every boy and man in Traiven appreciated. Now she would be Anna’s. As Anna landed in front of Rachel, only a few steps between them, her victim tried to retreat. It was unfortunate for the poor girl, for stepping backwards she plowed heavily into one of the large cooking pots suspended above a fire. Such was the blow to the pot that it swung violently into the wall behind it. Hitting the wall the huge pot splashed boiling soup onto the cook who screamed out and clutched at her arm where it had been burned. Worse than that, the front chain of the pot, having become slack for an instant, managed to unhook itself and, as the pot swung forward once again, it spewed its contents onto the floor.
Rachel wore but linen booties upon her feet so as the scalding fluid pooled and splashed onto the floor, it instantly saturated the linen, melting and boiling the woman’s flesh. Screaming in agony, the injured cook tried to flee, but taking a step, her flesh peeled away from her foot exposing meat and bone. The pain was so intense that she collapsed into the pool to endure the torturous pain a thousand fold over much more of her body. None the less, Anna needed to taste her blood, if nothing else to see if a more beautiful woman tasted better.
Screaming as the flesh blistered and cooked on her body in too many places to count, Anna dragged Rachel from the harmful liquid, her own feet seemingly spared. Thinking this an act of kindness, two other women in the room ceased their panicked screams and attempts to escape to watch in wonder as Anna extracted the woman. A second later they resumed their screams as Anna plunged her teeth into Rachel’s neck, sealing her lips to the milky white flesh of the fair skinned woman that so many men lusted after. Anna was again overcome by pleasure, but to a lesser degree. Rachel’s blood was indeed different. It was saltier, warmer, and Anna could literally feel the adrenaline seeping into her as she drank, her own heart beginning to beat faster. Again the longer she drank, the stronger she felt. The other women in the room huddled together, half sobbing between their screams for help. A loud banging sounded at the back exit, and was repeated at the other door. Those in the tavern had realized that something was locked in the kitchen with the women. They were franticly trying to get in. Anna would not have enough time to enjoy each of the women as she would have liked. She began to hurry, sucking harder upon Rachel’s neck wound, but only until the beat of her heart stopped.
Unsure how much time she had, Anna did not discriminate when choosing her next victim. Snatching the newest addition to the kitchen next, a small brunette named Faun, Sara punched the woman in the head with such force that bones crumpled beneath the blow, destroying the woman’s jaw and knocking her unconscious. It took less than two minutes to suck her dry. Her own heart did most of the work, in fact. Better than that, Faun’s blood tasted much like Hilda’s, and brought the same sensations as well, and within the short two minutes Anna spent with her, she had an orgasm again. This time her body shook with pleasure, convulsing occasionally as the bliss became too potent.
Two short minutes later and Anna was forced to bash another woman and drag her away from the others. Feeding upon this one nearly brought her to climax as well, but unfortunately, much to Anna’s disappointment, the other women in the room with her had gathered some courage between them. Just as Anna’s hips began to roll for the third time in the day, a searing pain exploded in her back, a little below her shoulder blade. Turning her head she watched as the cook named Marcy extracted a knife from her, and attempted to stab her yet again. Then more pain burst from her arm on the opposite side, out of her field of vision, forcing her to swing her head around. Anna was under attack by the remaining four women. Each brandished a knife. Anna leapt from Marcy’s body, pushing aside the ecstasy she had experienced a split second before. Lunging in she caught her fellow bar wench, Sandy, by the arm. With a twist and a shove, Anna listened as the bone snapped and Sandy screamed out in agony, the knife dropping from her arm to clatter upon the floor. To make sure the other women got the message, Anna picked Sandy up by her throat and flung her at Trisha, a short woman with dark curly hair. The two women crashed to the floor in a heap, each sobbing and sprawling, struggling to disentangle themselves.
Anna’s third and fourth attackers attempted to flee back across the room from her, but Anna leapt after them. Striking them both with her own body and digging her fingers between the rib cages of both, they landed heavily upon their backs with Anna above them. Sinking her fingers in, tearing through the flesh, Anna closed her hands around a single rib of each woman. Grasping the bones she yanked hard with each hand, tearing a rib from each body in a shower of blood. Now time was really of the essence.
Not wanting to waste their precious blood, Anna pulled the first woman to her feet. Tearing her dress and apron from her in a single swoop, she bit deep into the woman’s soft, fleshy neck. For just over a minute Anna suckled the life away until the woman’s heart stopped. Then Anna repeated the process. Without a single regretful thought, like an animal driven by hunger, Anna fed upon the women. Less than a quarter of an hour after Hilda had lost her life and changed Anna forever, every woman in the kitchen lay dead upon the stone floor like so many ragdolls tossed aside by an angry child. Yet the night was early.
Still the doors at either end of the room banged and shook, and though no one had managed to enter yet, Anna realized it would only be a matter of time. Though she felt amazing, strong, invincible even, she knew not what her limitations were. She was aware only that the two knife wounds she had received had disappeared before she had finished feeding. Uncertain how much assault she could withstand and not wanting to be overwhelmed by those trying to enter, Anna decided upon a slightly different course of action.
Lying upon the floor, covered in the blood of her victims, Anna waited for the rescuers. To make the scene slightly more realistic, she grasped her dress at the collar and pulled, tearing it wide open, exposing her perky young breasts and pink nipples. Smearing blood upon her milky skin, she lay down completely, and closed her eyes to set the scene.
Anna waited for what seemed like forever, although it was closer to two hours before her pathetic saviors came. It was mid-afternoon when the men from the tavern finally bashed open the door that separated the kitchen and the inn proper. As it swung open, it was apparent that many were gathered beyond it as a collective gasp issued from the small crowd in response to the scene that awaited them in the kitchen.
Men rushed in. Anna could smell them. Surprisingly their scent made her moist again, yet she struggled not to smile or move. A moment later someone smelling very tasty lifted her head and pressed an ear to her chest, right between her bare breasts. A thrill ran down her spine and goose pimples arose upon her flesh. “Anna is alive,” the man with his face pressed to her bare flesh exclaimed and instantly Anna recognized the voice. Gavin, the one boy who never showed her any attention, and the only one she ever fantasized about, had his face on her breasts. This was not exactly what she had imagined for their first date, but it would have to suffice.
Still playing possum, Anna relaxed her body as Gavin lifted her effortlessly from the floor, pulling her body to his chest as he held her in his arms.
“I’ll take her into the tavern so she won’t see all this when she comes to,” he said, his body jerking from a motion he obviously had made with his head. Then he carried her out of the room, away from the mess she had made.
Listening, Anna estimated there were about twenty people in the tavern, perhaps less, perhaps more. Twenty might be too many to handle. None the less, she had a slightly altered plan in mind now that she knew Gavin was here. Today he was paying her attention, and Anna intended to take full advantage of the fact.
A few moments later Anna lay upon the floor of the tavern behind the bar, out of sight of any that might enter from the street. Her head rested upon Gavin’s lap, and honorable as he was, he had pulled her ripped dress closed to cover her exposed breasts. Anna hoped he found them to his liking. Still Anna waited, listening to the sounds of the tavern as she played at being unconscious. For near an hour she bided her time as people were dispatched to get the undertaker. He came with his cart and the bodies were removed. Several guests of the tavern had decided that the show was over and that they had better leave town before the thing that had butchered so many women in such a short time returned. The tavern was closed to new customers, though some remained to see if Anna would rise, in hopes of hearing her tale. It wasn’t until Gavin himself made mention of going to find Anna’s mother that she decided she could wait no longer.
An hour before sunset Anna fluttered her eyes, trying her best to appear groggy. Then, as if focusing for the first time on the world around her, Anna screamed a bloodcurdling scream that echoed off the stone walls of the tavern. A dozen faces stared back at her, their mouths hanging open. Each person in the room wondered what trauma the girl had endured. Every one of them imagined the horrible beast that was responsible for slaying the staff of the inn. Anna fluttered her eyes again, looking around at those in the room with her, sizing each of them up.
Deciding that she could easily handle them, she first needed to get Gavin alone. That might be a difficult task as the tavern only consisted of three rooms. The kitchen was not an option, as there would be no good reason for her to return there. That only left the privy.
“I have to pee,” Anna stated somewhat quietly. Some who surrounded her grinned or smiled, yet others nodded their understanding. Gavin repositioned himself to help her stand. Assisting Anna to her feet, Gavin also rose at her side in case she needed his support. Perfect. As the people before her parted, Anna grasped her tattered dress, acting at being modest, and moved as if to take a step. Wincing as she put weight on her foot, Anna nearly fell with that first step and she cried out in pain. As expected Gavin rushed to her aid. Pulling her arm around his neck, he reached around her waist to support her. Together the pair moved slowly around the tavern, avoiding tables and chairs, towards the privy. Once at the door Gavin hesitated as if he expected Anna to enter by herself.
“You can help me in Gavin, and then turn your back,” Anna said with mock modesty.
Nodding, Gavin assisted the injured Anna through the door and across the small room to the wash bowl that earlier that same day Anna had cleaned her own blood from. This time, before Gavin could even turn away, Anna reached up. Grabbing her dress she pulled it from her shoulders and let it fall around her to the floor. Though she faced away from the man of her fantasies, she easily heard his gasp of surprise as she revealed her bare backside to him. Smiling, Anna whirled round to face him as she heard his heart begin to race in his chest. Grasping a damp rag within the bowl as she turned, Anna brought its dripping surface to her breasts and pretended to attempt to wash away the blood.
“I really can’t see what I am doing here,” Sara sighed pleadingly. “Could you give me a hand?”
Though the events of the day were so out of tune it was ridiculous, hormones being hormones, Gavin could not think of any reason why he should not oblige. As his blood shifted the course of its flow within his body, sending surprisingly even less towards his brain, Gavin took the remaining steps towards the young woman he considered his charge. Taking the rag from her, he began to wipe the blood from her breasts and neck. Only a fraction of a minute passed before two things happened seemingly simultaneously. First Anna’s nipples hardened, and then it appeared a shiver ran down her spine.
Anna watched Gavin take up the rag and reveled in the feeling of him touching her skin. Her body responded lustfully. Her breasts were not the only thing getting wet. Without further delay, as another shiver ran down her spine, Anna turned predator again.
Reaching up, Anna grabbed a handful of Gavin’s hair and pulled his mouth to her own. With her free hand she reached down to unclasp his belt. Moments later the two rolled upon the privy floor, lost in the pleasure they gave to one another. Unfortunately for Gavin, he was not as experienced as Anna had presumed. After mere minutes the boy reached climax and began to fade fast. It seemed Anna would have to reach hers by another means.
Using her new strength, Anna put her hand upon Gavin’s face. With her middle and ring finger she grasped his boney eye sockets, careful not to damage his appearance. With her thumb she grasped the bottom of his chin and squeezed his mouth closed with her hand. Effectively silenced, yet unharmed, Anna sunk her teeth into his neck and lost herself in the deluge of hot bliss that escaped him. As he struggled beneath her, she clung on with her legs and rode him to his death. He had a lot more fight in him than the women she had dealt with earlier. Being such, she managed to climax twice. Releasing his face, Anna kissed Gavin’s still warm lips once more, before rising from his corpse and strolling out of the room. She was a vision of naked adolescent purity, if not somewhat bloodied. Those in the tavern who had been huddled together speaking, stopped as she strode into the room.
Anna, naked for all to see, strode directly to the door. Pulling the hinged mechanism down, she barred it so that no one from outside could enter. Then grasping the metal bracket the wooden mechanism fell into, with inhuman strength she bent it over effortlessly, securing the wooden plank in place. None could get out, none could get in. 
Anna wondered exactly how much more powerful she could become in a single day. Already she found that her strength and speed increased each time she fed, at least to a degree. Prancing across the room as light as a feather, she danced among the tables and chairs, her young body looking perfect except for the blood that stained it. Those among the remaining inhabitants of the tavern watched in mixed wonder and horror as the young woman grew ever nearer to them. Each of them was still uncertain of what approached. None realized that it was death that danced across the polished stones of the floor. Not a single one of them retreated, screamed or panicked in any way. At least, not at first.
Things took a dramatic change a moment later. Reaching the center of the large room, Anna spun to face the bar that everyone stood behind. They were all clustered together, watching her somewhat uncomfortably like a flock of sheep surveying a wolf. She moved; their eyes moved. However, Anna was already getting bored. Launching herself through the air, Anna leapt across what remained of the room to land upon the bar. She landed on all fours, crouching low with her legs spread wide, her hands grasping the back edge of the bar top, prepared to lunge again. Not even the most perverted of the men behind the bar ventured a look any lower than her eyes.
Anna lunged. There were strangers in the tavern, the largest, a man in traveling leathers. Anna recalled seeing him earlier in the day. He had been kind. Now, however, he was the biggest threat, but also Anna wondered how much blood such a large man could contain. Striking the man bodily in the chest, as light as she was, Anna drove him backwards a few paces. Not wanting to be dislodged, as she struck Anna wrapped her arms about his head and her legs about his chest. Though effectively blinded, the man struck at her with his fists and smashed her into the stone wall behind the bar as onlookers yelled and fled towards the door. Anna felt one of her ribs shatter against the wall, but also felt as it mended a second later as she sucked the large man dry. He had barely more blood than Gavin, but Anna was beginning to make some distinctions. Men’s blood tasted more of iron and salt, whereas women’s blood was sweeter, and had less of a metallic tang to it. Those who were scared before she fed infused her with adrenaline which made the pleasure that much better, but the blood of those who were injured seemed to decrease the pleasure she felt consuming it.
Anna made herself some rules. Seduce her food if possible. If not, then at least scare it before consuming it but injure it only if necessary. And lastly, try all varieties of her food, as variety was the spice of life.
Realizing her chances of seducing anyone in the room were slim, as she lowered the large man to the ground, suckling the last drops from his throat, she grasped his lower jaw. Yanking with all her might she tore the jaw free. Holding the gory souvenir up to inspect it, she used her teeth to grab the flesh upon it and peeled it away slowly. Moments later, having picked most of the flesh off the bone, Anna smiled as she placed it carefully upon her head like a tiara. A woman in the room vomited. Wilson, the tavern’s owner, peed himself.
Over the next thirty minutes Anna fulfilled her craving again and again until but two remained alive in the room with her. To maintain the level of fear in the room high enough to keep producing adrenaline, Anna had to continually up the ante with each kill. One man she sucked dry then ripped off his arm to bludgeon the next victim with. As for Wilson, she ripped the manhood from him and, shoving it down his own throat, she fed on him while he suffocated upon his own flesh. A woman she fed upon kept passing out, and time and again Anna was forced to rip off a finger or toe to revive her at least momentarily. These appendages she flung at the others. Repeatedly she murdered and maimed, all the while feeding and receiving pleasure in return.
 Now the game was nearly over though. All who remained were a woman dressed in a leather skirt, leather knee high boots and leather corset, all three pieces having rows of buckles, and a man dressed in a long leather coat that hung nearly to the floor. They were both attractive and smelled much the same. Even now the couple clung to one another. Anna wished she could feed upon them both at the same time, and so decided to do just that.
Springing from one table top to another across the room Anna closed in on the leather clad couple. Acting as any good man should, the male shoved the woman behind him and faced Anna defiantly. Anna smiled, blood and gore covering much of her naked body. Stepping off the table she landed lightly upon the floor and reached down to retrieve a broken leg from a table that had been destroyed a few minutes earlier. The other leg she had thrust into a man’s ass. That she had found particularly amusing. This one she had other plans for.
The man in the long leather coat stepped forward, closing the distance. Anna lunged in. The man was brave but never stood a chance. Anna first broke his dominant arm at the shoulder with the table leg, then she broke both his legs at the knee. For sport, as he lay upon the floor still flailing around and shouting curses at her, she grabbed his remaining arm. Rolling him over with her bare foot she pulled his arm over his head and over his back as far as it would bend, then she kicked it and reveled in the sound of it snapping. He cried out in agony once more. Anna smiled, her elongated canine teeth the only proof that she was not wholly human.
Unexpected the woman in the leather skirt leapt upon Anna from behind and drove a splintered chair piece into her back. So well delivered was the blow, the shard of wood went clean through Anna’s back, up through her diaphragm, just missing a lung, and out at her bottom most rib, below her left breast. Anna was enraged. Turning like a wild animal Anna snarled as her head swung side to side. As the woman in leather retreated, Anna reached down. Grabbing the piece of wood protruding from her ribcage she pulled hard and twisted the object again and again until she managed to pull it in entirety through the hole in her body and out once again. The woman in leather began to tremble. She knew her assault had availed her nothing.
Anna attacked. The struggle was a meager one, and within seconds Anna had the woman on her back upon one of the remaining tables. To keep her still, Anna nailed the woman’s hands to the table with knives found upon the floor that guests had used earlier to eat with. To keep her legs still, Anna shoved a single finger into the woman’s lower spine, careful to slide between two of the bones. Once the wound was created, Anna wiggled her fingers about, testing to see what made the woman’s legs twitch. Finding what she wanted, Anna ripped out the bundle of nerves controlling the woman’s legs and laughed at her helplessness.
Wanting to feed upon both at the same time, Anna then dragged the man with all four of his limbs broken over to the table his lover was pinned to. Lifting him, she draped him over his lover’s thigh, and using no more than her finger nail, she slit his throat, letting his blood spill down the woman’s bare thigh below her skirt. Anna then bit deeply into that same thigh and drank deeply as the two bloods mixed in her mouth. Though she might never be sure of the fact, Anna could swear she tasted the couple’s love for one another in their mingled blood. The thought, added to the intense pleasure the influx of power brought her, caused her one last orgasm that night. Wanting to luxuriate in the feeling, after having climaxed, she let the man fall to the floor as she strode across the room. Leaping lightly, belaying gravity, Anna spun and landed in a seated position upon the surface of the bar. There she sprawled out like a feline and stretched her muscles before lying down to enjoy reliving the day within her mind. There she lay for a quarter of an hour before she again rose, deciding that perhaps it was time to leave Traiven and go explore the location of a larger flock from which to feed.
 
 
Anna flexed her taut muscles. Twisting her neck to an extreme angle, she smiled as the bones in her neck cracked several times. Spinning upon the bar, her nude body was an abomination, as if created by an insane person’s darkest thoughts. Pale white, milky flesh shone out between patches that were blood-stained. Her young body bore the traces of rivers of blood that had begun at her mouth and spilled from her chin like crimson waterfalls to fall upon her perky breasts before spattering upon her abdomen, thighs, and everywhere in between. Her fiery red locks hung in tangles, with dried blood and gore clinging like scabs between the strands. Her arms to the elbows were pure red as if dipped in blood, and her legs looked much the same up to her knees, as if she had spent hours stomping around in puddles of spent life.
Anna’s lips parted in a wicked smile. Something about it was unnatural, almost predatory. In that smile was a sign of the monster she had become. More than that, her eyes shone with a hue that was demonic and screamed that something evil had been spawned and now lived within the awkward body of the young woman none would suspect. Seeing something across the room Anna began to giggle, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the sound. Upon the floor a young man moaned in agony, trying in vain to roll himself over with broken limbs. Anna began to laugh harder.
Hopping down from the bar, she strode across the room like an agile, predatory beast. Her adolescent hips swung from side to side, slightly over-exaggerated, obviously accentuating the motion. She moved fluidly. Graceful to extremes, Anna walked among the dead and dying, each of them covered in gore, like a dancer upon a stage. So light she appeared, that had anyone witnessed the scene they would have imagined her floating among the dead, like a ghost come to mourn those lost.
Kneeling beside one of her favorite victims of the night, Anna began to undress the woman, peeling blood-soaked leather from the body. One by one she removed the shapely garments, and one by one she donned them herself. Only moments passed before Anna rose once again. Dressed now from head to toe in black and buckles, she strutted towards the door. She smiled again. Pulling the door to the tavern open upon its hinges, Anna watched as the last rays of the sun vanished from the sky. With naught but a wicked grin she stepped out into the night.
She was now a creature of singular purpose. Pleasure was her only want, her only need, and her only desire. Fortunately for Anna, she had learned well this day that pleasure could easily be found with a lover. But it could also be found feeding upon the blood of others. Anna could not help but to decide that Momma had been wrong; it was definitely better to play with one’s food.
Anna could not help but to look back into the tavern that had been like a second home to her these last years.
Blood and gore clung to everything in the room, dripping like melted wax from the walls. Bodies lay here and there like so many discarded dolls, each swimming in a pool of its own fluids. Steam still escaped them from time to time, the room being painfully cold in the evening of late fall. Tables and chairs lay overturned or broken and naught but a single candle still sputtered from a hanger upon one cobblestone wall. Here a wicked deed had been done: a deed born of evil, malice, and hunger. There had been peace and happiness here once, though from this day forward none would remember. Forever it would remain tainted, the air tasting of iron and smelling of decay.
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