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Introduction
Tina Hunter
In June 2009, writers everywhere (or at least those who visited the Absolute Xpress website) were issued a challenge—write an epic flash fiction story in under 1000 words.
But there was a twist it couldn’t be just any story. It had to tell the tale of a creature that haunts the night; one that lurks in the shadows; one that hides in dark places.
Authors from all over the USA, UK and Canada met the challenge.
From the submissions received fourteen writers were selected; some with already established writing careers, others who are breaking out and these are their first works.
Within, you will find an eclectic collection of flash fiction that covers everything from the horrific to the humorous. There are real gems here—all waiting to scare you, thrill you, and make you laugh. Perhaps they’ll even make you wonder about what’s really going on out there while you’re asleep.
There is much more here than you’ve bargained for—and you’ll think twice before extinguishing your lights.
Read these stories in a safe place, preferably where you can bolt the doors and lock the windows, because tonight you will dream about Creatures of the Night.
Blood Money
Jay Raven
Tethering my horse to a nearby oak, I glanced up anxiously through the forest canopy to the darkening sky. Damn, night was falling. I’d taken too long getting here.
Swinging the saddlebag over my shoulder, and pulling my greatcoat tightly around me, I headed downhill through the undergrowth.
I tried to be as silent as possible but my fear was growing, making me shake and stumble. My cavalry boots snapped twigs underfoot, each sounding like miniature cannon fire.
If I didn’t get to Sebastian soon I was doomed. I couldn’t delay. Not for an instant.
I slid on soft earth, grabbing for support, narrowly avoiding pitching headlong to the bottom of the hollow where the ruins of the church lay.
He’d be there, I was sure of it. Where else could he hide? And he’d be expecting me. After all, he was in trouble, we were friends—brothers in arms. What choice did I have?
Halting momentarily, I peered through the opening in the stonework where remnants of stain glass window still hung and saw firelight—and him.
Sebastian was huddled over the flames, tall frame bent double, uniform in tatters. He was gnawing noisily on a bone, trying to suck out the last drops of marrow; grunting and slobbering.
He looked up, straight into my eyes, and I gasped out loud.
It wasn’t the cold, threatening animal stare that unnerved me but the ravages that had aged and twisted his once handsome face. This wretch couldn’t be the man I knew and respected—the dashing officer of only 28.
“You shouldn’t have bothered trying to creep up on me, Gregor,” he said, voice more guttural than I remembered. “It made no difference. I could smell you half a mile away.”
Blushing, I glanced at my grubby tunic. I hadn’t changed it since the last battle but I didn’t realize it was that soiled.
“I was being cautious because I wasn’t sure if it was you,” I explained.
“Wasn’t sure it was me? Or sure that I’d still be me?” he challenged.
I didn’t answer. We both knew the answer.
Beckoning with a long, bony finger, he commanded me to join him by the fire.
“You are either very brave or very stupid to come tonight of all nights,” he said, nodding to the orb rising above. “It won’t be long now—”
“I had to come,” I replied, keeping ten paces’ distance. “No matter what the danger. I had to try to reason with you.”
Opening the satchel I took out the cooked chicken and threw it. He caught the meat one-handed and brought it up to his mouth in an unnaturally fluid motion.
“Then you have come on a fool’s errand,” he said, ripping and chewing, spit flying. “I’m beyond reason. Beyond hope. We both know that.”
“But you can still escape, flee before it’s too late.”
“And where would I go? Napoleon’s troops are advancing from the west—they are less than two days’ march. And your beloved villagers are scouring the countryside for me. What chance do I have?”
“More chance than if you stay,” I said. “If you remain here you will perish for certain.”
My comrade stopped in mid chew, yellow eyes narrowing.
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