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Prefac e

Satan seed spawned a host of minions, demons,
familiars, half-life’s, vampires,

werewolves, the undead, and other dark
creatures. One of his goals is to find

a way to create life from death.

Failing to succeed in this campaign, his next
goal is the destruction

of mankind by attempting to destroy the genetic
matrix by of man by

introducing the malignant virus of his own
blood. He conceded that unlike

God he could not create life from lifelessness.
The dust from which man was

formed held an unsolvable mystery, so he then
reasoned that a combined mix

of his seed simultaneously with that of man at
the moment of conception

would produce the hybrid he wanted. This is
variation of the same arrogant

audacity that got him kicked out of heaven and
condemned to now the Lake

of Fire for all eternity.

Nevertheless he continues his efforts to try
and create life and light

in the image of himself. Satan refuses to
accept the fact that he is death,

and what concert has Gods light and life with
the darkness and death?

Jesus said, “I have come so that they may have
life and have it more

abundantly.

When Satan fell from grace, he took a coven of
angels with him.

Fools who were willing to share his fate in the
foolish dream that one

day they would all be as powerful as God.
Foolish thoughts indeed for if

that were possible Satan wouldn’t have allowed
himself to be put out of

heaven, and at the very least Satan would allow
them to be as powerful

as he was.
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Satan is aware of this treachery for he himself
is the author of lies, deceit

and treachery. Eventually he would have to
destroy his subjects but then

his down fall would be complete. A house
divided against it self cannot

stand.

Satan had to create a special minion, one that
could carry his genetic

code to man. If successful, this demon might
totally corrupt the gene pool

of mankind, and re-populate the earth with his
dark seed whose sole purpose

for existing would be to serve their master.
One such creature he named

Rekots Marm. The name means carrier of death
life!

Marm had lived for hundreds of years cultivated
and schooled by

his master. A relative babe compared to some of
his fellow demons, but

nevertheless he was just a potent as they, and
probably more motivated

because he had a single purpose, a single task,
and if successful he had

been promised the seat just below his master.
If unsuccessful he would be

condemned to unimaginable torment for all time.
Had he known the Bible

he would have known that both he and his master
would share that fate for

all time in the Lake of Fire.

Marm decided the initial mating with humanity
couldn’t be with just

anyone. It had to be a man of God, dedicated
and incorruptible by the

temptations of this world. His quest had
brought him to the challenge

of Pastor Charles Lacey, a man of God at whose
hands he had suffered

his first setback in town called Freedom,
Virginia. A defeat for which

Satan had little tolerance, and for which he’d
issue a death warrant if

Marm failed again.

Rekots Marm anger at this man who dared
challenge him was

unbridled. He wanted to torment and rend this
mere man’s flesh until he

screamed for Satan to save him with the release
of death. However, that

was not his goal, so he cooled the flames of
his rage and hit upon another

plan. One he believed would over come the sting
of his previous defeat

when his dark forces failed to be victorious
over the faith of this man.

His plan was not to battle Pastor Charles
Lacey, but to get him to help

him with his plan. He’d confided his scheme to
his master who decided

he liked the way his black spirit thought, so
he decided to allow him

one more chance. He had been patient up to this
point, but he would
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be patient no longer if Marm repeated his
former defeat. This would be

a direct a front to Satan’s power.

Rekots Marm new his fate if he didn’t succeed,
and decided that Pastor

Charles Lacey’s defeat would be ultimate, and
complete. It would begin with,

as did Adam’s in the Garden of Eden, with the
introduction of a woman.
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Chapter 1

It was about a half hour before dusk when
Caroline Booth pulled her carriage

off the small back road onto a path leading
toward a thick growth of tree’s

marking a particular area of the woods the
bordered the eastern end of the

Booth plantation. It was one of the biggest
plantations in Jackson county

Georgia, and known for some of the most scenic
and beautiful forest laden

areas on the entire estate. The woods were
populated by an impressive

variety of animals and reptiles. Rattlesnakes,
Cotton Mouth Moccasin and

the like were generous throughout. A variety of
moss laden tree’s, hanging

vines, wild flowers were abundant covering rich
soil that was nourished the

surrounding land.

The ground was also home to a couple of swamps
filled with several

slimy denizens, and innocent appearing traps
known as quick sand. Few

people, except the most skilled hunters, and
woodsman ventured deep into

these woods. A couple of experienced parties
that dared test the prowess of

this tangled territory had never returned.
There were tales, superstitions and

legends that demons inhabited the darkest
recesses of the swamp. People

passing by on the roads connecting Jackson
County to the southeast end

of the state swore they heard strange growls,
screams and howling coming

from the dense vegetation that sounded like no
animal they’d ever heard

of in these parts. Some swore they saw pairs of
red and yellow eyes glaring

balefully at them as they passed by.

According to the legend those foolish enough to
venture in were brutally

murdered and their soul taken by demons. They
were condemned to wander

these black woods as soul less ghosts for the
rest of time.
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As time passed fear of the place had quieted,
and since none of the

alleged attacks were ever proven to have
occurred. Most of the people that

were supposedly killed eventually showed up in
one place or another. In time

people began to traverse the area without fear,
but they did stick to the main

road because any trails off of it put them onto
the Booth property.

Caroline pulled on the reigns to the left
letting her old buggy horse

Coco know she wished to head down the path
leading into the forest. She

had a rendevous for which she was late. The
horse snorted and stopped,

refusing to move forward. They had been here
before and the horse didn’t

like it then either. Something within him
sensed this was a dangerous place

and he didn’t want his mistress, or himself to
go there. Caroline became

more insistent tapping him lightly with her
whip, reminding him that she

was still in charge.

Reluctantly the animal moved forward, but one
could see a shiver run

across his back. He tossed his tail, and raised
is head higher then normal

with all his senses fully alert. It was if to
say that at the first sign of trouble,

master or no, we are getting out of here in a
hurry!

The carriage entered a stand of trees and was
soon concealed from the

view of anyone that might pass by on the road.
Once they were about 20

yards in Caroline pulled on the reins bringing
Coco to a halt. The horse

looked about and pawed the ground nervously,
but didn’t move. Caroline

got down and walked forward until she was even
with Coco’s head. She

looked about expecting the two men she was to
meet to be waiting. After a

few seconds she impatiently called for them,
but there was no instant reply.

She called again and waited a few seconds, but
again there was no reply.

She began to think that maybe she had entered
the woods at the wrong

place, and therefore she was in the wrong
place. She decided to wait a few

more minutes. She reached into her purse and
took out a neatly folded

piece of paper, unfolded it and began to read.
She couldn’t help the wave of

hate and sadness that traveled her length. It
was a letter from her husband

telling her that he was leaving her. She
finished the letter and walked over

to a wet area. She picked up a stone and
wrapped the letter around it and

threw it. The paper landed on the soft wet
surface, stayed there for a few

moments and then sank out of sight. She turned
to get back in the buggy
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and was about to climb in when a voice said,
“Surely you ain’t about to leave

without payin’ us lady.”

The voice startled Caroline and she dropped her
handbag to the ground.

She looked in the direction from which the
words had come and saw the

brothers Jeb and Aaron Slakey emerging from
concealment behind some

trees. They were both course looking
characters. Neither of them shaved,

and obviously they didn’t believe in bathing
because the odor that rose from

there bodies preceded them to Caroline’s
nostrils. There tattered clothes

looked as if they had been washed in swamp
water and mud, if at all. She was

reminded of the smell of some of the pigs on
her plantation, the difference

being that pigs smelled better.

Both men stood about 5'10'' weighing near 150
pounds with wiry

frames that belied the muscles beneath. They
had narrow faces with weak

looking chins, small piercing eyes that never
seemed to blink giving them

a reptilian appearance above those hawk like
noses. Both were unsavory

looking characters that had haunted some poor
mothers nightmares, but

then again she hadn’t hired them for their
looks. She hired them to kill her

husband, and that black tramp.

The two men paused for a moment looking at the
woman, sent a

knowing glance back at each other, and then
headed toward her. Caroline

Booth caught the exchange and became wary. She
slowly bent and retrieved

her purse, slipping her hand inside. She felt
the wad of hundred dollar bills,

and the pearl handle of the four shot derringer
her husband had given her as

a gift and for protection. Her fingers caressed
the weapon with her trigger

finger poised. She was no fool, and had learned
long ago that if you deal

with scum, be prepared to play on their terms,
and wallow in their filth.

The men got within 10 feet of her and
stopped.

“Well lady, where’s our pay?” said
Jeb.

“I have it here. Where are they?”

“A few paces over yonder. Course you ain’t
gonna see ’em unless you

feels likes divin’ in quick sand,” said
Aaron

“How do I know they’re dead, and your not
trying to trick me?”

Responded Caroline.

“Look here lady—you got no call to be bad
mouthing us. We’s men of

our word, and a deal is a deal,” replied Jeb
angrily, “besides do these look

familiar?”
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Aaron reached into his ragged pants, not the
pocket, but inside the front

of his pants and withdrew two items, and
presented them to Caroline. She

saw where his hand had gone and declined to
handle the things. Aaron

opened his hand and revealed a gold plated
watch with a platted chain

attached to a small rounded anchor. She
recognized it as the gift she had

given her husband Trindle Booth for their first
anniversary. The anchor

symbolized her husband’s days as a ship captain
working in the slave trade.

He had amassed a fortune running slaves, and
retired from the sea after he

bought and named the Booth
Plantation.

“I got this off the wench,” announced Aaron
with a liverous grin that

revealed decayed and rotting teeth as he pulled
from nside his hole-ridden

shirt a rose flower decorated scarf. He showed
it to her and she recognized

it as one of her own. Her anger flared at the
thought that Trindle dared give

his slave wench the very first thing he’d ever
given her. She had thought it

was so sweet and charming. It wasn’t the
generous present that many of her

suitors had provided, but that was to be
expected. He seemed to show a

sincerity and caring that she had wanted to
find in the men before Booth, but

hadn’t. She had cherished it, and wore it only
for special outings, occasions,

or when she wanted to be sassy in their bedroom
when they were still newly

weds. She would wear the scarf around neck or
draped over one breast and

nothing else.

How could he have given it to that black wench?
He could have bought

her one, or a thousand for all she cared, but
giving his lover that made it

clear that he neither loved nor respected her
any more. Caroline used every

ounce of her composure to restrain from
bursting into a tirade of profanity

about her now deceased mate.

“How did you get it from her?” asked Caroline
hoping the man would

say he took it while doing the woman
harm.

“She gave it to me,” replied Jeb with a wry
smile, “along with some other

sweet thang before I choked her with
it.”

“You want it as a keepsake missy?” asked Jeb
with a sly look on his face,

while sniffing the lace of the
scarf.

Caroline Booth was satisfied that the woman had
paid a sufficient price

for wearing that which Caroline once prized.
She hoped it was the last thing

the witch saw before she died.

Vengeance Is Mine 17

“No, I think you would probably like it better
as a remembrance of the

fun you had.”

“You sho’ right ’bout that. Them black gals are
full of fire and sass. But

then, so are some whitens I know. How ’bout it
missy? You’re a fine figure

of a women. You one of them fire in the belly
women? Now that you ain’t

got no man, maybe you could use a real one to
warm you at night.”

A ripple of utter revulsion claimed Caroline’s
at the thought of his

foul stench being even this close. Her stomach
muscles tensed as a wave of

nausea rose and she fought off the urge to
vomit. She took a couple of deep

breaths, tighten her grip on the pistol and
declined his offer as graciously

as she could.

“Well that’s too bad, and it don’t seem
neighborly. I mean we got to be

so close, and you asked us to do you this favor
and kill off your husband

and all.”

“There was no favor. You are being paid well.
Very well I might add.”

“Yeah, you got me there lady, but Aaron and I
been a studyin’ on it a

spell, and we don’t think it’s fair that we
gets this measly change, while you

ride high in them fancy digs. We think we
should share in some of that

fortune you gets now that your husband is
sucking mud over yonder.”

Caroline wasn’t surprised at what was
happening. In fact she expected

something like this because of the type of men
she was dealing with. Though

these men were animals, they were not totally
stupid. That’s why she brought

the gun, and kept her distance from them making
sure they were both in

front of her at all times. Her husband’s
insistence had caused her to practice

many times with the small but powerful weapon
until she had become quite

proficient. It wasn’t lady like, but Trindle
Booth’s experience at sea told him

that everyone should be prepared to defend
themselves if need be. Especially

a woman since he wasn’t always going to be
around to protect her.

Caroline raised her hand bag slightly making
sure the barrel of the pistol

was aiming at Jeb’s gut.

“Hey lady, what you got in there?” asked Aaron
suspiciously as he raised

his rifle cautiously.

“I have your pay. I believe the amount was
$1500.”

“Yeah, but like we said, that ain’t enough,”
said Jeb, his tone a bit more

insistent.

“I’m sorry gentlemen, but that’s all I
have.”

“Look wench, we ain’t no back hills fools you
can play with it.
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There’s got to be more money, your old man was
one of the richest

men in these parts, so don’t lie to us,” said
Jeb spitting out the words in a

venomous spray.

“I’m not lying. My husband took most of the
ready cash with him to

buy slaves, and the rest is in the bank. This
is Sunday, and the bank won’t

open until tomorrow. I may be able get a little
more then, but somebody

might become suspicious if I take out too much
at one time. Especially with

my husband missing and all.”

“I think she’s right ’bout that,” added
Aaron.

“Shut up! Since when you do the thinkin’ tween
us boy?” shouted Jeb.

“Well lady, it looks like you’ve convinced my
younger brother, but you

ain’t convinced me—sides I got another notion
how you can pay us, and

the more I think on it, the more I like
it.”

The look in Jeb’s eyes as they roamed up and
down Caroline’s body left

no doubt what sort of payment he had in mind.
Again her body shook with

disgust. Slowly she withdrew her hand from the
purse. Both men raised their

guns, but then relaxed when the green of her
money popped into view. Jeb

stepped toward the lady and there was no
mistaking that he intended to take

the money, and her. It was at that precise
moment when the wind rose up

again, and this time with a little more
intensity. There was a rank stench. It

was intense like some giant had belched
spraying the air with sulfur dust,

rotten eggs and something dead. It was then
they heard the growl. It was

horrific, menacing and more importantly . . .
close.

They all turned toward the sound, and Caroline
screamed as terror

gripped her entire being, but it did not
paralyze her with fear. Her need to

survive galvanized her into action. She turned
and ran for her life leaving the

two men to face the whatever horror that was
beginning to part the branches

and would emerge from a dense of row of thick
bushes to her right. She felt

no shame in leaving them to their fate,
especially the one called Jeb. Even

the thought of his eyes roaming, defiling her
body made her skin crawl,

and he had hinted at another form of payment
that meant her body. Now

she may not have to worry about killing these
hideous men herself . . . that

thing would do it for her.

19

Chapter 2

Kyle Christopher Lacey was a good son to Pastor
Charles Lacey and his wife

Eleanor. His tender 17 years of life didn’t
detract from his unmistakable

maturity of charm, which even amazed his
parents occasions. Many were the

times his behind should have felt the bite of
his fathers leather belt for one

or more of his acts of mischievousness, but a
smile and those sparkling hazel

eyes oft times caused a wavering in their firm
resolve to administer proper

correction when needed. Nonetheless, all his
attributes couldn’t overcome the

social and racial barriers that permeated the
little town of Oxjaw, Georgia. It

was a simple yet growing community about 150
miles west of Atlanta. In fact

it had adopted many of the characteristics, and
unfortunately some of the

bad habits of its big sister city. All the
bigotry, ignorance, hatred and greed

that had so recently divided this young nation
into the bloodiest conflict it

had ever known was part of this flourishing
vine of the south.

As a white man Charles Lacey was considered by
a majority of this

town to be a traitor to his race because of the
wife he had taken. Many even

considered him a traitor to his God, even
though many of them read and

knew the Bible, knew the tenants it contained
about love, brotherhood and

that God is no respecter of persons. That there
was nothing in the Bible

that spoke of being superior because of the
color of ones skin. It did speak

of the ugliness of hatred, and the penalty for
the transgression of doing evil

to your neighbor no matter what race, creed or
color, but the word of Jesus

didn’t matter. All that mattered was their
personal prejudice and hatred

which meant more to them than the word of
God

Pastor Lacey’s marriage to the runaway slave
Essie was to them was his

foul indeed.
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It somehow, in their eyes made him less than a
man of God. All that

he knew, believed and had taught each Sunday
for the past 5 years meant

nothing because he had taken a black wife.
Because of their racism in their

eyes he was no longer a man of God.

Essie was believed to be the issue of a beast
of a man named Mange

Tolbert. He was the overseer of the Chaney
Plantation, and considered one

of the cruelest creatures walking about on two
feet. Despite of his reputation

he got the job done, and as far as Winthrop
Chaney was concerned that

was all that mattered. Keeping the crops
growing, and the slaves working

were his duties. What he did beyond that Chaney
didn’t care, unless it

reflected badly on him, which it rarely did
since most of Tolbert’s brutality

was directed toward the blacks.

Despite Mange Tolbert’s professed abhorrence
for niggers, he like many

white men of similar declaration couldn’t seem
resist taking a female slave

to his bed almost regularly. In fact, he made
it a point to “break in,” as he

called it, all the young girls just coming of
age, and before allowing any

other buck on the plantation to deflower her.
He did of course restrain his

cravings if master Chaney told him he wanted a
particular young virgin for

himself, or had male guests who fancied one,
that on rare occasions even

included young boys. There were often requests
for young girls as young as

7 years of age to satisfy the pedophilic desire
of a couple of Chaney’s guest.

However when Mrs. Chaney found out about the
practice she put her foot

down, which was rare, and insisted such a
depraved behavior reflected badly

on the good name of Chaney. She knew that above
all her husband cherished

his family’s good name and reputation and she
was right.

Winthrop Chaney put and end to what he had
called a courtesy, though

it made him less than popular with some of his
friends, the rest acknowledged

his right to do what he wanted with his slaves.
No slave girl under the age

of 14 would be touched, and boys were off
limits.

However, there had still be times before this
when young female slaves

were subjected to deflowering or just plain
rape. Tolbert would make sure

the teenager was well washed, smelled good and
promptly presented to the

guest who had requested her. There were a few
occasions when a young girl

was the desire of both husbands and wives at
the same time.
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Once the young child’s innocents had been
taken, Tolbert still found it

necessary to impose himself on the poor teenage
so that he could proclaim

his prowess over the other man or woman that he
used her before. He

didn’t make his proclamation out loud, but
always wore a smug look after

imposing himself on a young girl declaring that
only he had the equipment

and the know how to break her in properly. As a
result, there were many

children on the plantation who were of mixed
heritage and would never

know their paternity.

Mange was also given the task of helping the
young Chaney heir,

Winthrop Thaddeus Chaney III lose his
virginity. Mange figured that

between the sweating thighs of a young black
wench was as good a place as

any for this Winthrop cherry to wet his wicket
for the first time. If they were

good enough for Mange Tolbert, they were good
enough for this brat.

Tolbert had chosen the daughter of a slave
named Rose to be the boy’s

first sexual conquest. Her name was Pearl, and
like her mother was maturing

into a very attractive, ripe lady. She was 14,
and had until now been spared

the ravaging attention of Tolbert. Her mother
Rose had decided to make a

deal with him. She would do anything he wished
willingly, and be the sexual

delight of his life if he promised never to
touch her daughter.

Tolbert was loathed to give up what he had
decided was his right and part

of his pay as overseer of this huge plantation.
He somehow had himself in the

class of the overworked and under paid. Getting
some trim from a hot black

wench was his just compensation for all that he
had to put up with working

with the “niggers”. He had convinced himself
that he should be given the

same consideration and respect as all Chaney’s
fancy friends and invited to

the Big House when they threw their parties.
After all Chaney couldn’t run

the plantation without him. Tolbert believed
that he was indispensable to

Chaney, and the place couldn’t be run without
him. He had also rationalized

that he was a gentlemen and just as good as
those Fancy Dans that were

allowed to stroll through the front door while
he, Mange Tolbert, the true

master of the Chaney Plantation had to come in
the back or side entrance . . .

just like a slave. He swore that one day he
would have his own slaves, his

own place and that all the people in the town,
especially the men would tip

their hats and respect him. The women, white
women would curtsy and

smile as he passed while they secretly yearned
to share his bed.
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During these moments of pure fiction and
fantasy Tolbert forgot about

his true appearance. Mange Tolbert looked like
his name sounded. A mangy,

a foul breathed decayed toothed, tangled
bearded redneck with cruel beady

black eyes a slightly broken nose and unkept
prematurely balding sandy

brown hair that seemed to be trying to escape
rather than cling to his head.

He was nearly six feet tall with a strong build
and quick temper. He rarely

seemed to find time for a bath, and except a
French cut shirt, a buckskin

coat and his Sunday to go to meeting suit his
wardrobe was a bit sparse. It

wasn’t because he didn’t have the money, Chaney
paid him well, it was just

because he had no sense of style and no one
cared to show him. Besides he

felt more comfortable in his levi pants and
buckskin shirt. All in all Mange

Tolbert was a thoroughly unsavory
character.

The bargain he struck with Rose occurred one
night when he entered

the slave quarters intent on taking Roses
daughter. At first he had refused,

blustering in arrogance that he could take
whatever he wanted and do

whatever he wanted, including having Rose
beaten or killed for daring to

bargain with him. Rose was determined to save
her daughter the unspeakable

horror of being raped by this man and refused
to back down. She had

quietly replied that if he harmed her, or her
daughter, he might wake up

one morning from one of his many drunken binges
and find his manhood

gone. Or even worse, he might not wake up at
all.

Tolbert’s rage was instant at this threat and
he struck her a terrific blow

to the face sending her across the room to the
floor of the slave quarters. He

then uncoiled his whip intending to give her
the beating of life.

“Ifn’ you kill me, ya has to kill all of us,
and our men folk too,” she

said with an unmistakable deliberateness,
gesturing to the 24 other female

slaves in the room assenting head movement made
it clear they stood with

Rose.

Rose new she was running a big bluff, but she
was desperate to keep

her child away from this animal. The puzzled
look on Tolbert’s face told

her she might have a chance at pushing the ploy
through if she pressed her

advantage now.

“Ifn’ you kill us all, how you gonna ’splain to
massa Winthrop. But I

tells you somethin’ else—ifn’ you kills us, you
ain’t gonna know how deaths

goin come to ya. In yo food, one night on yo’
rounds, or maybe you wake

up from a drunk and finds a Cotton Mouth
keepin’ you warm,” she said
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with a dark smile. “Dat be most merciful cause
they is black spirits we’s

know that can do worse things than
that.”

Rose may have been a slave, and without an
education but she was

nonetheless intelligent, especially in the
psychology of the human mind.

She had good common sense, years of living
behind her and the legacy of

a culture that acknowledged the existence of
evil as well as good spirits.

She looked deep into Tolbert’s eyes to see what
affect her words had on his

ignorant mind. She could see the fear there,
and smiled inwardly as she

knew she had this feeble minded fool believing
her. She had hoped to play

on the fear that most white folks held deep
inside about blacks. That some

colored’s were in league with, if not possessed
of devils they could call on

during voodoo or other occult rituals that
could possess even the soul of a

white man.

Their arrogance, greed and craving for power
would overcome

anything that threatened their position in the
chain of human evolution,

but nevertheless superstition was still a part
of them, and would always be.

They didn’t suddenly divest themselves of their
European beliefs in witches,

warlocks, and demons when they came to America.
Deeply embedded in

their minds and souls were too many centuries
of witch hunts, burnings,

tortures and condemnations in the name of man
and God for a mere move

to another continent to change. They had
brought this cancer with them,

and though Rose didn’t know their entire
history, she had watched, listened

and learned. She knew enough about white people
to reason that when

properly used this information would serve her
well, and she could see this

was one of those times.

Tolbert started to raise his whip but the look
in Rose’s eyes was not

one of fear, or even false bravado but of
deadly sincerity. He scanned about

the room and saw the same venomous glare coming
back at him from the

other females. His arrogance gave rise to the
thought of threatening them all

with death, but he knew he couldn’t get away
with it. Besides, crops needed

tending, and slaves nowadays were too expensive
to replace, with the war

and all. He lowered his whip, and after what
seemed to Rose an eternity,

answered her proposal with stipulations of his
own.

“You gotta’ deal on two conditions. First you
keep your word to me.

Second, I chose who Pearl lays down
with.”
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Rose winced inwardly at the thought of her
daughter being subjected

to the attentions of one of Tolbert’s friends,
or even Massa Chaney’s for that

matter. They were all white filth as far as she
was concerned, however, she

knew she’d have to concede something so Tolbert
could salvage his pride and

appear to be in control. Plus she felt that for
the one night of deflowering

her daughter would have to endure eventually,
any man other than Mange

Tolbert would be better for her daughter,
especially if she came of child

from the union. Rose was certain that Tolbert
may have fathered her, by

her mother Esther. She certainly didn’t want
her daughter to suffer the same

fate. Had she known what he had in his mind
regarding young Chaney her

fears would have been somewhat
allayed.

“I agree,” was her lone response. The words
sounded like a death sentence

to her, but life to her daughter. Indeed they
were. Tolbert shouted to the rest

of the slaves to get back to work, and then
stepped in close to Rose.

“Remember, anything I say,” Tobert hissed. “You
gonna’ wish you had

died by the time I get through with you
wench!”

The malevolent look in his eyes projected his
sinister intent. Rose knew

his plans for her were would be repayment for
the humiliation she’d caused

him, but to her it was worth it to keep her
child from the torment this man’s

loathsome embrace.

Tolbert left the quarters angry, but somewhat
relieved knowing he had

narrowly escaped a potentially explosive
situation. One he could ill afford,

as it would have ended his career as plantation
ramrod. A slave revolt would

have been like a death sentence to his career
and future plans for wealth.

It meant he couldn’t control the slaves in his
charge, and it would tell his

boss, not to mention future employers or
investors that he couldn’t handle

the job.

He also recalled the threat of awakening with a
deadly reptilian bed

partner, or some horrible demon conjured up
from the pit of hell. He knew

his weakness for alcohol and propensity for
getting drunk and passing out.

The thought of a vile death by viper made him
shudder with fear, and the

look in Rose’s eyes had made it clear that it
could happen.

He also knew and understood the importance of
maintaining the balance

of control and power on a plantation. It was a
fine line, and if he missed

judged it, or the application of it, the
persecuted could become immune to

the brutality. They would overcome their fears,
and the balance of power
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would slip away. He had been presented with a
united front. They had

found a common goal more valuable to them then
their own lives. Thus

intimidation would have been ineffective, more
then likely it would have

been the catalyst for a disaster for which he
would held responsible. Besides,

he thought, “Rose is a handsome woman, for a nigger wench, and she sure
knows

how to pleasure a man.”

He kind of liked the idea of having his own
personal slave at his every

beck and call. No stiff-necked resistance, no
limp unresponsive compliance

with his sexual demands. He would get what he
wanted, how he wanted it,

anyway he wanted it, and he had some definite
idea’s about the different way’s

he wanted it. A lurid smile captured his face
as he walked out of the slave

quarters. He had special ways of paying Rose
back for the embarrassment

and loss of respect she had just caused him.
What he would do wouldn’t kill

her, but by the time he finished with her she
might wish he had.

A couple of nights later the union between
Winthrop Thaddeus Chaney

III and Pearl and took place. Tolbert had
prepared him to approach the

deflowering of this young maiden with the same
Neanderthalish relish

that had always characterized his frequent
sortie’s into the slave quarters,

or encounters in his shack. Young Chaney was to
always hold his victim

in contempt, subject her to his power by taking
away her most precious

possession with violence and power, thereby
establishing his authority and

mastery. Making it clear that she was just his
property to do with as he

willed. The teenager had listened intently
acknowledging that he understood

every word Mange said. However, Winthrop’s
mother’s influence in his life,

plus his own fears would have made a target for
failure that night had it

not been for Pearl.
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Chapter 3

Winthrop Thaddeus Chaney III was the grandson
of Caroline Booth,

mother of Delilah Elizabeth Booth, now D elilah
Elizabeth Chaney, having

married the wealthy Winthrop Thaddeus Chaney
II. He was his father’s

son, but his mother’s boy. His dad had tried to
teach him to be a man. At

least the man he wanted his son to be, which
was in the image of his father

and grandfather.

Delilah Chaney had tried to teach her son that
he didn’t have to be a

carbon copy of his father which was in direct
contrast to what Chaney senior

wanted, and therefore they clashed about this
along with other problems

in their marriage. She didn’t want her son to
be any less of a man, she just

wanted him to know that he could be both
strong, and sensitive at the same

time, which would make him better than his
father. It would make her son a

better husband to his future wife and father to
his children. Maybe his wife

wouldn’t have to endure what she, and her
mother had both been subjected

to as the wives of the Chaney men. She
especially hoped her son would think

of his future wife as a woman who needed
kindness, affection, and pleasure

just as much as he did. Particularly when it
came to fulfilling her needs in

the bedroom instead of just an incubator for
his future legacy.

She was raised to ignore self and live to
please her husband. But more

even importantly to be a perfect example of
white feminine pulchritude.

She had managed to pull off the latter, but the
desires of her body were a

constant source of torment. Her need for
attention and need to be touched

raged, no ravaged her daily with unrequited
sexual anxiety. It wasn’t that

she and the senior Chaney didn’t have sex; it
was just that he was all too

quick, too short, in more ways than one. When
he left her bed, her body

was still begging for more, aching to be
satisfied, but her mother had taught
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her that a proper lady resisted those baser
needs. She was there to service

her husband, and should find solace in pleasing
him. If in time he became

more thoughtful fine, but if not he was the man
and his satisfaction was her

foremost concern. “That’s how you keep a man,”
her mother had said.

Delilah knew more about her mother’s intimate
relationship with her

father Trindle Booth then her mother would have
liked. Her father’s nightly

visits to the shack of a particular slave named
Charity, was her mother’s

personal shame, along with the fact that he
became bewitched by this

supple young slave had apparently led to him
abandoning them. Delilah

often wondered why her mother told her the lie
that she and her father

had shared a wonderful marriage. That he after
of few years of marriage he

had become more considerate of her feelings and
was more than adept at

pleasing her in the bedroom.

The truth was that she hated the fact that they
slept in separate rooms.

After finishing with her, he would quickly get
up and with only a peck on

the cheek, or quick hug, he went to his own
bedroom leaving her frustrated.

There had been so many times she touched and
manipulated her self to find

relief from the frustration of not being
satisfied. Even though she had been

warned as a young girl that a woman who touched
herself in that way was

allowing the devil in her body, and if it
continued he would soon possess

her. She didn’t now if this old wives tale was
true or not, but after awhile she

didn’t care. What was worse was that her
husband’s lack of attention made

her uncertain of herself, not knowing if there
was something wrong with her.

Something she was or wasn’t doing right to
please him. She had tried to talk

it over with her mother, asking her if there
was anything else she could do

to please her man, but her mother called her
shameful. “A proper woman

would never think of those things,” her mother
had replied. “You just let

the man take the lead, and be happy to know
that he keeps coming to your

bed instead of bedding one of those black
witches in the pens.”

When Delilah’ mother would say things like that
she would look at her

mother as if she were crazy. Everybody knew
that daddy went to the slave

pins. It was almost traditional among white
slave owners to have at least

one black mistress if not more, but in this
case it was personal because it

was her father, and he had fallen in love with
his slave.

Delilah had known by the look on her mother’s
face not to push the

subject any further. It hurt her deeply because
after all she’d done, all she
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had endured, her husband, and Delilah’s father
had run off with his slave

when Delilah was 15 years old. At least that
was what she had been told. He

had apparently spent just enough time with her
mother to conceive a child.

He didn’t like the idea of children, but knew
he needed someone to carry

on the Trindle Cummings Booth name. He’d prayed
for a boy, but when

Delilah was born, his disappointment was
evident and the dissatisfaction

with his wife and their marriage
deepened.

Booth never overtly or publicly cruel to his
wife, at least not in his mind,

nor did he mistreat or neglected his daughter,
as she quickly became the

delight of his life. However, he seemed even
more disgusted with his wife

as if she had failed him by not producing a
son, and he spent more time in

the arms of the beautiful, and well-endowed
slave named Charity. She was

a smart seductive 17-year old who quickly
learned the value of her body

to the white man, and was possessed of an
overly active libido that exuded

sensuality from every pore of her being. A
beguiling charm which few men,

Trindle Booth in particular, could not
deny.

Charity was tall for the child of a Bantu
female at 5' 6'', but that was

to her advantage, along with the fact that her
body blossomed earlier than

some of her peers. Men started to notice her at
the age of 13. Her face was

oval shaped with high cheekbones, a chin
containing a tiny cleft, the dot of

a small mole just a quarter of an inch from the
left side of her mouth. Her

lips where full, her eyes deep pools of crystal
black sapphires that seemed

to have a hypnotic effect on men in particular.
She had wide but feminine

shoulders that blended well with the tapering
upper torso which ended in

a 24 inches waist, flaring hips with a fetching
round buttocks to match.

Her high pair shaped honey colored breast were
crowned with earth tone

nipples that seemed to find their way over the
top edge of her well-worn

cotton dress at seemingly innocent, but some
how opportune times as she

grew older, and especially when the master was
around. The calf length

dress did nothing to hide her ankles and finely
sculpted calves that hinted

at marvelous delights further up her
dress.

Her mother had initially kept her hair short,
or in short twist in the

traditional way of her people, but as time
passed Charity complained more

and more about wanting to let her hair grow
like the Trindle’s daughter.

She would sneak and take apart the braids no
matter how many times she

was chastised until finally her mother gave up.
She concluded that once her
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daughter saw that her hair wouldn’t grow out
like the white girls she would

change her mind.

The plan proved to be a resounding failure.
Charities hair extended

passed her shoulders, and it was evident that
some where in her ancestry

the blood of another race had been infused in
their family’s lineage. It was

more than likely Spanish in origin, as they
were of the first of the so-called

civilized races to engaged in the African slave
trade.

Charity’s beauty coupled with her adventurous
spontaneity was indeed

a white man’s dream, a white woman’s envy and a
black mother’s nightmare.

If were not for her mother’s fierce
protectiveness and eagle eyed surveillance

of her daughters every move, she would have
lost her virginity to one of the

male slaves long before Master Trindle tapped
her. It wasn’t her mother’s

intent, but her parental diligence served them
both well. She wasn’t happy

about her daughter’s behavior, but once Master
Trindle became involved

there was little she could do but express her
disfavor, and be there for her

child. Finally, she began to see and understand
her daughter’s dream for a

better life. Her daughter was beautiful, with a
body that could entrap many

a man. Somehow, without her mother’s guidance
Charity had learned to take

advantage of her gifts. Skin color was no match
for what she had to offer a

man, if offered correctly, and her mother
decided to teach her daughter how

to use her innate skills to do more than just
please a man in bed.

Except for her mother Charity was scoffed at
and persecuted by all

her relatives and other slaves, but what they
thought or felt didn’t fit into

her plans. The remarks, gossip, slaves turning
their back or spitting as she

passed hurt, but she didn’t let it interfere
with her goals. She did, however

promise herself that one day she would make
them pay for mistreating her

mother. She had no intentions of being a slave
all her life. She had dreams

of living well, making other women jealous and
men, especially white fall to

their knees before begging her to bestow even a
small bit of her considerable

charms upon them. She discovered early that
success was the best revenge.

Also laying down with this white man was better
than working in the sun

baked fields, or the hot kitchen and doing
laundry in the main house.

Once she learned what pleased him she used what
her mother taught

her, and then invented a few new things to
drive him nearly insane with

lust for her. She had even overheard white
women talking from time to time

about things they’d heard or read about where
French and Asian women
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used their mouths and other body parts to
please their lovers. Some book

called the K. Sutra or something like that had
been a hot topic for a while

and the information in it cause quite a stir
before it was forbidden. The

literature was abandoned but the words and
images weren’t. These were the

subjects of many secret conversation and
exploitation that were discussed

among the white women. Charity heard, and
sometimes was able to sneak

a peak when certain intimate acts had either
been performed or fantasized

by one of the women.

Charity was at first loathed to try any of
them, especially anything using

her mouth, but when she finally tried it,
clumsy though she was Trindle

Booth was ultimately and hopelessly hooked. She
slowly taught him how

to give as, good as he got during their fiery
sexual encounters, and gradually

their sessions became more enjoyable for her as
well. In fact, he became

quite skilled at pleasing her but not so much
that she forgot her goals. Not

so much that she would forget this was the
white man who brutalized and

raped her mother when Charity was four years
old. He too was part of her

plan for retribution.

She didn’t care what her fellow slaves thought
of her, as she concluded

they were just envious of her good fortune. She
had been warned by many

of them, including her grandmother that she was
going to come to no good,

but she didn’t fear that. Not as long as she
had her white man, and he’d

promised to give her all the things she’d ever
need. Her plan was working,

and there was no turning back. What she didn’t
know is that someone else

had plans of their own, and that there was
something else lurking in the

shadows of the night that had plains for
Charity as well.

Trindle Booth became more bold with his
affirmation for Charity, and

his disgust for his wife became was punctuated
by the fact that he ceased

the pretense of affection toward her during
their all to infrequent sexual

interludes. Adding to this insult was the fact
that he became less and less

discreet about his visits to a small shack he’d
had built and furnished for

Charity, separate from the main slave quarters.
She had asked him to build

it for her so they could have some privacy. She
sealed the request by telling

him that once they were alone, she would show
him delights he never felt

before, and he could be as loud and free as he
wanted. They wouldn’t have to

worry about prying eyes and listening ears.
Through all this Delilah’s mother,

Caroline Lisa Booth had maintained her dignity.
She had silently born the

criticism, long stares and the muffled whispers
neighbors and of so-called
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friends. However, it became apparent that her
ego wouldn’t take much more

of the mental and emotional abuse. Finally the
day and opportunity she

had been awaiting for arrived. The day when Mr.
Booth announced he was

taking another business trip to New Orleans to
purchase more field slaves.

He’d told Charity to keep secret the fact that
he intended to take her with

him as his “secretary”. She realized that her
drive to learn to read and write

was now paying off, and she could hardly
contain herself from flaunting

her trip in the faces of her fellow
slaves.

All would have gone as planned had she not
gotten in an argument with

another female slave name Tula, and in a moment
of indiscreet arrogance

she let slip the fact that he was taking her on
this upcoming trip. Word

spread quickly and Mrs. Booth overheard a
conversation between the cook

and Delilah’s colored nanny. It had cut her to
the bone, and it was the last

straw, the last bit of humiliation that she
could endure. She told her husband

that if he took that black wench with him to
New Orleans she would leave

him and take Delilah with her. He didn’t seem
to care about her leaving,

but warned her that if she took Delilah, he
would track her down and kill

her himself. Instead of shrinking back as usual
she stood her ground, and

for the first time had showed some backbone.
Though Booth respected her

for the first time in that brief moment, he
left no doubt that he loved his

daughter, and he meant what he’d said about
killing his wife if she tried to

steal his daughter from him. He didn’t take
note of the cold rage behind

the glare in his wife’s eyes as he stormed out
of the room. Had he done so

he might have been a bit more
cautious.

A week later he left on his trip taking Charity
with him as promised.

The last that was heard of them was after they
boarded a riverboat to New

Orleans and then they disappeared. Inquiries
were initiated and a search

begun, but shortly after it started Mrs. Booth
let everyone know that she’d

received a letter from her husband saying that
said he wasn’t coming back.

The letter stated he had cleaned out their bank
account except Delilah’s

trust fund that she couldn’t touch until she
turned 25 years of age, and her

mother had no access to the money. He left just
enough money for his wife

and daughter to survive on and had allegedly
sent a trusted courier to get

the money and return to him.

After the local magistrate read the letter that
had been expertly forged

by Mrs. Booth, the search was called off, and
all the lands and property were

put in Mrs. Booths name.
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No one was around when Caroline Booth took a
lone buggy ride to

a particularly untraveled, and densely
populated section of forest on the

plantation. She had gone there to meet the two
men whom she had hired

to do away with her husband and his mistress.
She thought no one saw her

read her husband’s final letter in which he
declared his love for Charity, and

said that upon his return he was leaving his
wife. It further stated that is

if she wanted to avoid the embarrassment of
being kicked out, she should

leave quietly. He also repeated that if she
took his child he would track her

down and kill her himself.

All these things had been in her mind as she
went to meet the men she’d

hired to kill her husband, and his slut. She
gingerly walked over to what

appeared to be wet ground, but she knew from
hunting with her father the

signs of quicksand. She wrapped the letter
around a rock the size of her

clinched fist and threw it in the quicksand.
“Now you and that black wench

have all the time you want . . . in
hell!”
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Chapter 4

(Destiny attacks)

Caroline Booth turned and walked back toward
the buggy and was about to

climb up when she heard, “surely you ain’t
leaving without paying us lady.”

Caroline dashed to her carriage and at that
precise moment an eerie cold

breeze arose carrying a powerful odor as if the
woods had just farted up the

remains of all the dead it had consumed during
the previous millennia. It

stung the eyes and nose of all three of the
people and then just as suddenly

it disappeared. Caroline stopped her flight
looking about fearfully thinking

that whatever it was had come after her because
she had run and was waiting

to attack from concealment. She had read how
some predators like the thrill

of the chase and always went after the prey
that fled from them.

There was a rustling in the bushes and tree’s.
Something felt strange to

Caroline but she couldn’t identify the feeling.
She just knew it was bad.

Just as Caroline Booth a few feet from the
carriage remembered the

money and reached inside her purse and withdrew
the money they had

discussed. Jeb figured this was the time and
the place to get what he wanted.

He started to move toward her when suddenly
there was a growl from the

shadows. Then another and this time it was
prolonged ending in a vicious

snarl. It seemed to come from several different
places in rapid succession

as if something or someone that moved swifter
than any man, was stalking

them. Jeb and Aaron made ready their rifles and
searched the woods with

anxious eyes. They weren’t afraid because like
most men, a weapon in their

hands gave them confidence that they were
superior to man or beast. Caroline

looked around and heard more than the wind
moving through the bushes.
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Without hesitation she started moving back
toward her buggy. Seeing the

men primed and ready to defend themselves she
too figured they would

survive an encounter with any of the many
denizens that inhabited this dark

corner of the swampy forest. Caroline fumbled
quickly in her cloth purse

and pulled out a roll of bills. She had the
urge to throw it to Jeb; instead

she threw on the ground in his direction and
slipped her hand back inside

the purse gripping the pistol.

It was then that it happened. Another
blood-curdling growl and Caroline

Booth turned just in time to see a massive
hairy beast towering over the two

men. They were all stunned into immobility by
the horrific manifestation

standing over seven feet tall. There was more
to its bulk, but all that locked

their attention were the extended fingers armed
with razor sharp talons,

protruding hairy muzzle, and a cavernous maw
lined with rows of sharp

glistening teeth. The hypnotic trance ended
when the creature’s claws flashed

forward burying its four-inch claws deep into
Aaron’s gut. The man’s tortured

screams echoed through the trees.

Jeb blinked and then fired. The bullet struck
its mark hitting the creature

in the left chest where its heart should have
been, and where death should

been ensured, but the creature was unaffected.
It looked at Jeb and let out

a vicious snarl that said he would be next. It
lifted Aaron several feet off the

ground and looked at him like he was a
sacrificial toy and then closed its teeth

on the man’s throat and face. The crunching of
bone was sickening as blood

squirted and then oozed from the man’s still
screaming body. Jeb dropped

his single shot rifle, pulled his pistol and
began to fire. All six round found

their target, but were as futile as the
previous one. The creature continued to

chew on his the hapless man in its grasp until
the man became limp marking

his death. The thing dropped the corpse and
turned toward Jeb.

Caroline Booth was snatched from her trance
when she heard the pain

filled screams of Aaron Slakey. She leaped into
the buggy and grabbed the

reigns as it was turning to dash away being
towed by the frightened Coco.

The horse had reared high when the creature
attacked, and that slowed

it’s progress allowing Caroline the opportunity
to scramble on board. Her

whip fell with a swiftness and power the horse
had never before felt from its

mistress but it wasn’t necessary because fear
spurred the animal to a frenzied

gallop and it ran with speed it had never
before achieved, nor would it ever

again as they dashed toward home.

Vengeance Is Mine 35

Caroline tried not to look over her shoulders
for fear she would see

imminent slavering death in pursuit, but the
urge was too strong and she

chanced a peak over her left shoulder. She saw
Aaron Slakey’s demise, and

the creature advancing on Jeb.

Momentarily her fear was replaced by relief as
she realized that those

horrible men could no longer blackmail her.
There would be no one to tell

that she had hired them to kill her husband and
his whore. The thing that

had attacked could not tell, and as soon as she
reached home she would

make up a story about this terrible beast
attacking her as she took a ride in

the country. She would say that two men, who
appeared to be hunters had

come to her rescue and she fled not knowing
their fate.

Caroline Lisa Booth had plotted and planned her
revenge, and succeeded.

She felt vindicated for all the shame and
humiliation her husband and that

black tramp had put her through. She could now
live with her head up, and

have all of his possessions as well. She took
one last look over her shoulders

and saw Jeb standing with his hunting knife
drawn ready to meet his fate.

He’s a brave man, but a fool who deserved to
die if he didn’t realize he had

no chance against that thing. He should have
followed her example and fled

for his life. She saw the thing grab the man
who struck it in the chest with

his knife. That only seemed to enrage the
creature further. The last thing

she heard was Aaron Slakey’s death rattle as
his head was crushed between

the giant claws and then torn from the body as
the creature drank his blood

then roared in triumph.

Caroline had looked away from the horror end of
Aaron Slakey and took

one last look over her shoulder to see what the
thing would do next and

her heart almost stopped. Coming behind her at
startling speed for its bulk

she saw a dark hulking shadow with two flaming
red eyes in pursuit. She

screamed and whipped the horse with even more
fervor. The whip cracked

repeatedly across the back of the already
terrified animal urging him to even

greater speed. Caroline looked over her
shoulder again and the thing that

had been chasing her had disappeared. She felt
relieved but not safe. The

thing was a merciless killer and had followed
after her for a short distance

trying to destroy the last of the three preys
it had stalked. She heard that

some animals prey on people once they’ve had a
taste of human blood. They

become relentless man killers and no one was
safe.
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Again the sharp report of her whip sounded, and
the flesh of poor Coco

was ripped, but the animal didn’t feel it as
terror and the will to survive

made it immune to the pain.

By the time they arrived home the animal was
almost covered by white

foam manifested by the heat of flight and fear.
Caroline jumped from the

carriage as poor Coco dropped to the ground,
convulsed several times then

died. No one could explain the animal’s death
as no one had seen anything

like it before.

Caroline Booth told her story and hoped that
when they found the men’s

bodies they wouldn’t find the money she had
thrown to Jeb. That might

open another bag of questions. Though she would
deny any knowledge of

the money, she knew suspicions might be raised
about her being out in that

particularly desolate part of the plantation at
that time of day, and that kind

of money being present.

There were still those who believed that
Trindle Booth wouldn’t just up

and abandoned his fortune. Not for anything,
especially some black slave

wench that he could bed any time he wished.
Only Caroline and the creature

would ever know what had happened, and she was
certain they would both

take this secret to their graves.

A party of about 30 men went to the place Mrs.
Booth said the attack

took place. They found some strange tracks none
could identify, blood,

pieces of flesh, but not enough to identify the
men that had been described,

or if in fact the flesh belonged to men. What
was certain from the remains

was that both had met a horrific
end.

Caroline Booth feigned sorrow at their
sacrifice for her, but was relieved

that no money was found. The hunters said
they’d try to track the animal

down, but after several hours and it started to
get dark they gave up the

hunt.

The forest and swamp were dangerous enough at
night, and now with

a creature running loose that may be waiting to
ambush them in the dark

it was better they wait until morning. They
could get tracking dogs, more

men and more guns. Whatever kind of animal it
was the tracks indicated
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that it was big, and may have gone back deep
into the swamp were it came

from. They decided to camp just off the main
road on the side across from

the site of the killings. They would keep a
watch, post warning signs, and

hope the thing had left the area. There wasn’t
a lot of confidence in that

supposition since whatever it was had killed
and probably eaten two men.

When the dogs and additional men arrived they
would track this thing down

and destroy it once and for all.

Fate had favored Caroline Booth and fortune
smiled upon her sooner than

expected. She had assuaged her conscience by
claiming her due vengeance

on her husband and his whore for all the mental
pain and humiliation

they had caused her. However, nights that
should have been blessed with

peaceful repose were filled with unrest and
nightmares. Normally she had

no trouble falling asleep, and sleeping well,
but now her nights seemed

filled with strange sounds that seemed to
invade her bedroom from time to

time. Her dreams would often be bizarre
fantasies, and she would see the

creature. She would shake her head but those
flaming eyes seem to bore

straight through to her soul.

The creatures face haunted her even during the
day, and there were

times at night she’d wake up with the feeling
that someone, or something

had been in the room with her. She refused to
allow this, whatever it was

that was happening to her ruin all her plans,
all that she had worked to for,

all that she had killed to obtain. She and her
daughter had the rest of their

lives ahead of them, and this time she would be
happy. This time she would

find a man who loved her, and would treat her
the way a woman, no a lady

should be treated . . . or else.

Caroline and her daughter survived for a while
but soon the plantation

started to suffer from Mrs. Booth’s lack of
knowledge about running the

place. It would have fallen apart had not
Winthrop Thaddeus Chaney II,

whose family was quite wealthy, and who had
taken a fancy to Delilah. The

court ship was short, but not because the two
young people were anxious.

It was a business arrangement and young
Chaney’s father had taught him

well about seizing an opportunity. He could add
the Booth lands and estate

to his own with this marriage making him the
biggest plantation owners

in the state.
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Carol Booth raised her daughter in the best and
most lady-like traditions

sparing no expense to make sure her child had
the best. Unfortunately

she was ill equipped to teach her daughter how
to deal with the ego and

arrogance powerful men. Her daughter fell into
the same trap as she had, the

difference being that Delilah bore a son and
that made her one step above

her mother. She tried to teach her son what she
was taught which meant

he wasn’t the same kind of callous individual
as his father. But it made the

father son relationship a disappointment to
both. The dad because he wanted

a son he could brag on, and the son because he
didn’t know how to please

his father without betraying his
mother.

The untimely and strange death of Caroline
Booth made things worse.

Now Delilah had no one with whom she could
talk, as her mother was more

than her parent, she was her friend.

Caroline Booth had been found by one of the
slaves going through

convulsions in her room. When death claimed her
many were not surprised.

She had been acting strange, doing things that
some termed crazy, and had

begun to babble from time to time. There were
periods of hysteria, and

paranoia marked with stories about a flaming
eyed demon visiting her in

her room at night. That it would make love to
her, and then tell her she was

soon to die a horrible death for interfering
with it’s plans for Charity and

her husband. She claimed it told her that their
spawn would have been his,

but she had killed them and she must pay. She
of course didn’t understand,

but fear of the prophecy drove any reason from
her. Time caused her to

inch closer toward insanity and the rumors
spread via the house slaves to

the others and eventually some of the white
population became aware of

her aberrations.

Chaney never let his mother-in-law leave home
for fear of embarrassment,

so eventually her world became her room. The
only person she let into her

room was Delilah’s nanny Charlene, and of
course her daughter.

The night came when death claimed her. She had
told her daughter and

Charlene that her demon said that the coming
night to be her last. They

of course thought this was but more of her
deluded ramblings and paid no

attention to her. That night about the ninth
hour the house was shaken by a

powerful roar that peeled off into a deathly
wail. It was followed by another

fear laden scream that sounded more feminine
but no less potent. When
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they rushed to her room they found only her
screaming and thrashing about.

After one last bone chilling scream she sat
straight up, eyes wide full of tear,

and then she fell back onto the bed and lay
still. Her body was covered in a

sweating mass that some said was the same as
that which covered her buggy

horse Coco that had died almost at her
feet.

There was never an explanation found for the
death, but people swear

they felt the cold grip of a death wind come
through the house that night.

One of the slaves swore that when she went to
close the window against the

draft she saw in the woods behind the house,
two red glowing eyes staring

back at her, and then they disappeared. Fear
possessed the poor woman and

she fainted. When she was revived she told what
she had seen and the rumors

about the devils death of Ms. Caroline Booth
were magnified.
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Chapter 5

(Delilah’s Fire)

Except for mysterious night walks Delilah
became more reclusive as time

passed. The relationship, if it could be called
that followed the same path

as that of her mother. She knew about her
husband’s dalliances with the

women in the slave quarters, but she didn’t
care. Though she kept up her

relationship with her son, she gradually
relinquished him more and more to

his father who wasn’t sure how to handle his
son. He just knew he wanted

him to act more like him, more like a
man.

Winthrop Thaddeus Chaney’s crude mind hatched
the plan that there

was no better way for a boy to become a man
than in the arms of a willing

woman. His first thought was to take his son
into town with him to the

local cathouse. Then he thought that might be
too intimidating for a boy

who had been sheltered as much as young
Thaddeus. Then it hit him that he

had his own private brothel on his own land.
Besides if it was good enough

for him, it was good enough for his son. He
informed Tolbert Mange of his

intentions, and left it up to him to make the
necessary arrangements.

Meanwhile Delilah became less and less of a
concern to Chaney senior.

He still did his husbandly duty by her, which
she had learned to tolerate

but would have preferred he’d forget about.
Besides she had found her own

way of satisfying her needs. Those nightly
walks two or three times a week

always ended up in the same spot. There was a
field of soft grass about one

hundred and fifty yards behind the main house.
It was secluded by a stand

of trees that completely encircled it acting as
a natural barrier to prying

eyes . . . at least human ones. Off center was
a small pool about 25 meters
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in length, 15 meters in diameter and over 12
feet deep in all but one area.

The water was cool, almost clear and sweet to
the taste as the pond was fed

by a natural underground spring like so many
that populated their property.

Some fed the wells from which water was drawn
for the main house.

This small hamlet was populated with many small
patches of soft grass

leading to just inside the tree line providing
a perfect escape for lovers. It

was as if some force had carved this place out
of the landscape as a natural

boudoir for clandestine meetings and lover’s
liaisons. In fact that’s what it had

become. Delilah had by chance seen a young
slave there named Joshua. His

skin had been turned almost coal black by long
hours under the unwavering

sun working in the fields. He would glisten
with sweat from his labor in the

days heat that accentuated the muscles rippling
smoothly under his skin. His

shoulders were wide and strong, appended by
long arms replete with lean

muscles that flexed and coiled like a serpent
poised to strike. He chest was

deep with firmly rounded pectoral muscles that
announced the power this

man held in his upper body. His stomach muscles
were ripped and defined,

as each section danced with his movements
saying the center of this man was

strong. His waist seemed almost too small for
all the muscles it supported

and the contrast of the wide strong shoulders.
His hips were flat and in line

with his hard thighs, but it was his round butt
that bespoke power, and

had caught the attention of many women, both on
the plantation, and in

town when he was sent to fetch supplies or
equipment. More than once

he had been the topic of whispered conversation
among the white female

population, and the services they talked about
him performing had nothing

to do with lifting anything heavier then the
hem of their skirts. They would

have all been green with envy if they knew that
Delilah Chaney was getting

what they only dreamt about.

It was Joshua who met Delilah at the pond. It
was by accident at first,

because he knew of the tiny grove, and would
often go there to wash the dirt

from his body after the day’s chores. There was
water for washing at the slave

quarters but he had a need to feel not only
clean, but also free for a while.

It was only there he could imagine the freedom
that his reality denied. It

was on one of those occasions when he emerged
naked from the pool that

he discovered Delilah standing there watching
him. He was stunned and

frightened. He knew that if anyone saw him out
there alone with a white

women, naked, and let alone the massa’s wife,
he would be tortured and

mutilated before they mercifully killed him. He
was stuck and didn’t know
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what to do. If he ran, she might cry out, and
if he stayed and someone saw

them he would be hung. He finally decided he
would grab his clothes and

run. He wouldn’t run back to the slave
quarters. He would run east toward

the swamps, and if he were lucky maybe to
freedom. If not that, then death

in the swamps as it would be preferable to the
death that he would face at

the hands of the white men.

He was about to make his move when he saw the
white woman do

something strange. She reached to her hair,
pulled out a pin and let the seal

brown mass fall loosely about her shoulders.
She stepped out of her shoes,

and began to undress. Joshua became even more
frightened, and decided it

was time to go before she finished. He started
to move and she raised her

hand in a definite signal for him to stand
still. He was torn between his fear,

and doing what she wanted.

He stood there and watched as her dress dropped
to the ground. He

had to admit she was beautiful. Her skin wasn’t
as pale as most of the white

women he’d seen which often made him wonder how
they were able to move

about since they didn’t appear to have any
blood in their bodies.

Delilah’s skin had been browned by her many
walks in the sun, and

nude bathing by the pool. Her pear shaped
breasts were small but they stood

proud, tipped with tight pert nipples that
looked like rich ripe berries. Her

hips flared generously from her a small waist,
and melted into strong firm

thighs, well-formed calves, ankles, and slender
feet tipped delicate plum

polished toenails.

Joshua’s attention came back to the soft dark
brown tendrils that crowned

the apex of her thighs where they met at her
womanhood. Her sparkling

green eyes captured him, daring him to move
without her permission, and

he stood still.

Delilah stepped out of her dress and walked
slowly toward Joshua. When

she reached him she walked around him slowly
admiring this miracle of a

man. Her mind compared his rich dark body to
the pale, and not so tight

body of her husband, and thought to herself
that this was what a man,

no all men should look like. She came back
around in front of him and

looked down at his manhood. It was a beast in
comparison to her husband,

and she felt a wave of fear and pleasure engulf
her. She wondered if all the
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male slaves were this generously endowed. She’d
only had experience with

one man, and seen only two male members in her
entire life. Her father’s

by accident when she walked in on her mom and
dad, and her husband’s,

neither of them could match the one she now
stared at. Almost involuntarily

she reached for it. Joshua stepped back, not
knowing what to do. Again he

turned to flee.

“Please don’t run. I would hate to have to tell
my husband that you tried

to molest me while I was out here all
alone.”

Joshua stopped in his tracks and turned to face
the woman. The urge

to run was strong, but he knew if she were
serious and told that story, his

time was short, and the death he would beg for
would be long in coming.

He had seen how slaves were punished, and all
had been made to suffer. He

didn’t fear death, but he knew he would not die
without a fight, and if he

were captured alive, the white man would make
him wish he had died.

Joshua stood still as the woman approached.
This time when she reached

for him he didn’t move. Her fingers began to
caress and fondle him, and

though he tried to resist, his body had its own
mind and responded to

Delilah’s ministrations. Soon he filled her
hand and she looked up into his

dark brown eyes. He saw in hers a hunger he had
never seen before. Not in

the many slave women he had bedded or any where
else.

“How old are you?” Delilah asked.

“I—I don’t rightly know ma’am,” he answered
hesitantly.

“Who’s your mother and father, you look
familiar to me?”

“My ma is Bessie. She washes the clothes for
all the nigga’s.”

“Stop! Don’t ever say that word again. I hate
it,” hissed Delilah.

“But that’s what we is ain’t we? That’s what
massa calls us, and all the

white folks call us that.”

“I know, and that’s what you are, but don’t
ever say it around me again,

do you understand me?”

“Yessum.”

“Now who is your daddy?”

“I don’t know who he was. All I know is that he
died when I was young,

about the age of young Mr. Chaney when it
happened.”

“What happened, how did he die?”

“I ain’t rightly sure. All I knows is he ran
away, and they chased him

into the swamp. They came back and he
didn’t.”
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Delilah looked deep into those dark brown eyes,
and for a few moments

the lust of her body gave way to pity. She
stood, took her hand from his

privates, and put her arms about him pulling
him close to her. Her face

rested on his chest and she held him tightly
for a few seconds.

The moment of sympathy was soon replaced by the
urge again. The feel

of his powerful body, and especially the part
below that was now rock hard,

brought her back to the reason why she had
shamelessly shed her clothes in

front of this slave. She took him by the hand
and walked back to her clothes

picking up her dress. She then led him to a
secluded corner of the glade on

the other side of the pond that was replete
with tall soft grass. There she

spread her dress out, and then lay down on her
back. Joshua stood there

staring down at her, still frightened, but his
member, now fully erected and

distended, said there were other emotions
working in him. Delilah reached

her hand up to him “come,” she said
simply.

Joshua hesitated a moment more. He looked about
as if he expected to

see a whole mob of torch bearing, lynch rope
carrying white men to jump

from the bushes. There was nothing so he looked
back at this beautiful

woman on the ground before him.

Delilah could wait no longer. She sat up,
grabbed his hand, and pulled

him down to her. She placed his right hand on
her left breast as if to allay

his fears. Joshua let himself be pulled down,
as she opened her thighs and

they became one as he entered the soft moist
warmth of her.

That was how Delilah met Joshua, and their
forbidden affair began. The

secret was never revealed, and through what had
to be a miracle Delilah

never became pregnant because passion often
overwhelmed caution.

After almost 11 months her husband announced
that he was selling

off a block of slaves for a rather handsome
price, and Joshua was to be one

of them. Delilah cried herself to sleep many a
nights up to, and after the

black man she had grown to love was shipped
away to some plantation in

Virginia. She wanted to, but dared not protest
the sale of Joshua lest she

raise her husband’s suspicions. What she didn’t
know was that almost all the

slaves knew about their meetings, and many had
tried to dissuade Joshua

from continuing to see her. At first he
explained he had no choice, because

Delilah had threatened to claim he raped her.
But he knew in short order that
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the reason he kept meeting her at the pond was
because he felt something

for her as well. They not only used each other
for release of sexual energy,

she began to talk to them instead of just
herself. During and after one of

their more romantically passionate encounters
the word “love” had slipped

from her lips.

She taught him how to read, write and educated
him in some of the

social graces. He was a quick study and his
value was enhanced when it was

discovered that he had some degree of learning
and education.

Joshua believed that Delilah truly cared about
him, and though he would

never trade her lust for the fiery loins of a
black woman, he had to admit

that he’d found considerable pleasure in her
arms.

Delilah had waved at him secretly from her
bedroom as the buckboard

took him and 12 other slaves to town where they
would be transported to

their new homes. Once the wagon was out of
sight she slumped back onto

the bed and wept until she fell asleep. After
that time, Delilah did very little,

and withdrew in a way that was ironically like
what her mother had done

before. Even the incessant urge to satisfy her
flesh was gone.

When her husband did decide to visit her bed,
she would lie there and

let him please himself, if it could be called
that. Once he left she would often

go to the privy and vomit. She would then wash
her entire body to get the

smell of him off her, change clothes and then
go to bed to satisfy herself

or dream of Joshua. Chaney didn’t even seem to
notice any changes in her

throughout the entire episode. But then Chaney
was Chaney, and all that

mattered to him was that he got it when he
wanted it.

When her duties around the home were complete,
which consisted of

giving orders, Delilah spent most days out on
the upper floor veranda of

their two-story mansion. It extended around the
entire house, so she walked

about looking at the estate. On one occasion
she watched the unloading of

a new batch of slaves. There were half-a-dozen
women and at least 8 or 9

males. The last one to step out of the slaver’s
wagon caught her eye. He was

a massive, sun blackened specimen with a
powerfully built body, but his

features were not as refined as those of
Joshua. She watched the sun dance

off the glistening skin of his half naked body
as he was led in shackles into

the slave quarters. The muscles rolled easily
stating undeniably that he was
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indeed a powerful man, the question was did he
have Joshua’s endurance. A

wicked smile played across her lips, and the
sexual fire that had been dormant

for so long suddenly flared up. She felt
herself become moist. She thought

of the pond, Joshua and the pleasure this
hide-a-way had afforded her. She

also thought of resurrecting that pleasure with
the new slave!

“Charlene! Charlene,” she called. A few moments
later her nanny

appeared through the double doors that opened
onto the balcony. “Yes

Miss Delilah.”

“Have you found a new boy to take care of
hauling wood for the fireplaces

in the house yet, and someone to tend my
horse?”

“No darlin’, why, you been gettin’ cold up
here?”

“Yes, and winter will be here soon.” “Why
Delilah, it’s nigh on to mid

October. We got plenty time to haul in winter
wood.”

“Charlene, I didn’t call you for a discussion.
I want the wood and I

want it now.”

“Okay, okay. I will go fetch Henry to haul some
up to ya.” “Henry! Henry

is 10 years older than you Charlene. He can
barely haul himself up the stairs,

let alone a cordon of wood. I saw a new slave
brought in today. One of them

looked to have a strong back. He stands about a
hand taller than the rest of

the men they brought in. See to it that he does
the hauling.”

“Why he is raw from the jungles of Afrika
missy. Ain’t got no learning,

no manners. Ain’t fit to be in the house!”
“Weren’t you that way when you

first came to Massa Chaney? Didn’t someone
teach you?”

“Yeah but I . . .” “Then I will expect you to
teach him. Clean him up,

teach him some manners, the rules, and get him
ready.”

“I seen that buck. He looks strong as a bull. I
don’t think Massa Chaney

goin’ want him as no house nigga’. He goin’
want that buck in the fields,

and breedin’.”

“Charlene, if I have to tell you one more time
about using that word, I’m

gonna’ have you working the fields.” “Sho’ you
will suga’—sho’ you will.”

Charlene laughed unafraid of still another idle
threat from her charge.

A child she had cared for since birth, and who
was more like her own child

than the mother who was her mistress. She would
do what Delilah wanted,

but there was fear in her heart. She knew that
this new slave would be

hauling more than just wood up to her baby’s
room. She had been the first

to know about Delilah and Joshua, and had said
nothing for both their

sakes. When he was sold, Charlene had hoped
that ended her surrogate
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daughter’s foolishness, but she could see the
itch for black meat still haunted

Delilah. She looked back through the double
doors at her white child. “You

be careful baby, you hear!”

Delilah looked at this fine old black woman who
had been more

of a mother to her, than her own. She knew that
Charlene knew about

Joshua. She also knew what she was referring to
now. She looked deep into

Charlene’s eyes, then lowered her own. No words
needed to be spoken.

She had acknowledged the warning by the
lowering of her eyes. Charlene

turned and disappeared into the room. Delilah
said softly to herself, “Oh

Joshua—I miss you!”
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Chapter 6

Young Winthrop Thaddeus Chaney III, the product
of a definitively

dysfunctional family now found himself facing
one of the most dramatic

moments in a young man’s life, the loss of his
virginity, and the deflowering of

his first maiden. Nothing anyone said, not his
mother and especially Tolbert

could prepare him for the powerful emotions,
and physical reactions that

now claimed his body. He was embarrassed,
awkward and felt like a fool.

His father had told him he was the man, he
should be confident and take

the lead, and show the wench who was the boss.
Instead he was uncertain,

stuttered and fumbled about not knowing how to
proceed. It was Pearl who

came to their rescue.

Though she had never engaged in any sexual
encounter, she had seen

what goes on when a man and a woman shared
their bodies with one another.

Slave quarters didn’t lend to privacy and often
one could not only hear, one

could see what went on. It had frightened her
immensely but her mother’s

patient explanation and instruction as to what
to expect, what she should

do and, how it should be done had at least
mentally prepared her for this

evening’s ritual. Her novice lover turned out
to be just as frightened as she,

and had no skills whatsoever. She had at least
been somewhat prepared.

Rose had shown her child everything she knew
about pleasuring a man.

She knew that sometimes when a master was
especially taken with a female

slave she could be given privileges, and even
special treatment. Rose was

always looking for ways to make her child’s
life better than her own. She

had acquainted her daughter with all the
information she could, when the

time came, that she knew all women underwent,
her daughter would have

some preparation. She knew she couldn’t make
her ready or understand the

act itself. The pain of being busted for the
first time, as she called it, or the
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wonderful sensation she would feel if the man
were gentle. But at least her

daughter would be ready in case good luck came
her way. She never wanted

her daughter to trade her body for favors, but
knowing how life was for the

black woman on a plantation, if her daughter
had to endure this necessary

evil, she hoped it would make life easier for
her.

It was Pearl that first overcame the young
couple’s shyness first. She

took pity on Winthrop as she watched him
struggle to remove his clothes,

tripping and falling as his pants dropped
around his ankles and he tried to

move. Slowly she strode over to him and helped
him remove his clothes

down to his underpants. He was too
self-conscious to let her go any further,

so she slowly backed away toward the bed. They
were in Tolbert’s quarters.

He had ordered they be scrubbed clean and clean
linen be placed on his

bed. However, since the man lived like a pig
this was no easy task. The

smell that had assailed the nostrils of slaves
assigned to clean the hovel was

nauseating. They shook their collective heads
in wonder at how he could

stand to smell his own rancid funk. These
quarters were worse than the

impoverished dwellings they were forced to
occupy.

However, once they reflected on the man and
vividly recalled the type

of animal he was, they all had a hearty
chuckle. Since they spoke quietly in

their native tongue, Tolbert had no idea he was
the subject of ridicule.

Pearl walked over to the bed and turned her
back to young Winthrop.

She undid the thin rope about her waist that
constituted a belt and then

unbuttoned her slightly tattered but clean
dress, and let it slip silently to

the floor. There was a coal oil lamp in the
room beside the bed. She reached

over and turned the flow knob down a little
hoping the dimmer light would

hide some of her budding womanhood and make her
less desirable. Even

though she was barely a teenager her body had
already begun to show much

of the fullness it would some day completely
attain. Her skin complexion

was light with only a hint of brown making her
appear to be Caucasian to

the unknowing or unpracticed eye. The soft glow
from the lamp seemed to

mold itself to every curve of her form creating
quite an attractive picture to

the man-child in the room with her.

Young Winthrop was captivated by the vision of
her body, as she was

the most fascinating thing he had ever seen.
He’d seen the bodies of young

white girls before when he and some of his
cronies would sneak down to

50 Paul Bennett AKA
Cralion

the pond and watch the girls skinny-dipping.
Their pale, thin, flat bodies in

no way compared to the rounded silky smooth
appearance of the one now

before him. He had even seen his mother’s naked
frame by sneaking a peek

through the keyhole of her bedroom door while
she bathed. Though it was

filled out more than this girl’s, it wasn’t as
exciting as Pearl’s.

His eyes followed the sleek yet firm lines of
her legs up to the rounded

curve of her buttocks, and the modest flaring
of her hips from her tiny

waist. Her back slightly widened as it met with
her shoulders atop which

was what appeared to be a delicate swan like
neck. It was hard for him to tell

because she had been blessed with a wealth of
hair that fell to her shoulders.

He couldn’t see the front of her, but he had
seen the profile of one of her

small pear shaped breasts as she leaned over to
adjust the lamp. She was

indeed a pretty girl, for a slave, he reminded
himself. He wanted to appear

the experienced man but his actions had already
betrayed him. Standing

there gaping at her with his mouth open did
nothing to create and image

of self-assuredness.

Pearl deftly slipped under the covers and
remembering what her mother

had said she prepared herself for what was to
come.

Winthrop turned his back moving to the shadows
of the room to a

chair where he sat down and removed his shoes.
He then turned his back to

Pearl and removed his shirt dropping on the
chair in front of him and then

hesitated before beginning to unbutton his
pants. He slowly pushed them

down his legs and his knees seemed to buckle
slightly as he bent down to

remove them. No matter the façade of control
and confidence tried to project

his body betrayed him. Finally he was fully
undressed and his narrow butt

and back still faced the girl on the bed. He
stood there for a moment, took

a deep breath and then walked toward the bed
staying in the shadows as

much as possible and keeping his private parts
from Pearl’s full view. When

he made it to the side of the bed he again
turned his back, sat down on the

straw-filled mattress and nervously joined
her.

They both lay there looking at the rough-hewn
wooden ceiling of

Tolbert’s shack waiting. Finally, Pearl took
the lead. Her mother had

instructed her well telling her, “he’s a young
pup and probably ain’t got no

experience pleasuring a woman. If he don’t make
a move you may have to
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baby if you want to get it over with quick.
Sides if in charge you can make

things go your way and not let him be rough
with you.”

Taking his hand Pearly placed it on her
stomach. She heard him catch his

breath as his hand touched her skin. Still he
didn’t move but she could his

hear his breathing become more rapid. She
understood what must have been

going on inside him because her heart was
pounding against her chest.

Seeing that he wasn’t going to move she gently,
tentatively, placed her

had on his thigh mid way between his knee and
his groin. She felt him flinch

and thought he was going to jump out of the
bed. She again remembered

what her mother had taught her and began to
slowly stroke his leg. This

seemed to relax him a bit and he settled down.
A few moments later she

felt his hand begin to move around on her
stomach. It moved it in an ever

widening circle that moved closer and closer
toward her heaving breast. As

his hand met one of them it was now Pearls time
to jump a little. However

she quickly settled down as the warning of her
mother came to her. She

didn’t want to displease the massa’s son and
ruin things.

The sad part of it was that the mothers of most
girls her age would be

preparing their daughter to deal their
blossoming womanhood, giggling

together telling her female secrets, and
preparing them for the role of a the

wife. Instead Pearl’s mother had to prepare her
to be raped . . . and pretend

she liked it.

Pearl lay still and let her youthful lovers
hands explore while controlled

the urge to run. It took all the will power she
had to contain her fright but

she managed to do so. The foreplay was short
lived due to his inexperience,

so when he rolled on top of her she almost
panicked, but again her mother’s

words came to her succor. “Let him do what he
wants to. The sooner he gets

his pleasure, the sooner it be over,” she
remembered her mother saying.

Pearl let her mind drift to fantasies and
dreams she and her mother had

talked about, imagining one day meeting a man
she loved, who loved and

would marry her. Someone to whom she would
gladly give herself on their

wedding night. Her mother had prepared her
mentally for the probability

that she would lose her virginity to a buck or
white man long before marriage,

but she never took away her daughters hope and
that if love was a part of

the act it would be the beautiful experience
God had intended it to be. She
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also prepared her daughter for the pain she
would feel when her virginity

was taken. She also encouraged with confidence
that with each encounter

to follow, there could be many years of
pleasure, and hopefully love. Pearl

hoped her mother was right, but at that moment
she couldn’t help but let

a muffled scream escape her lips as he
penetrated her.

The night waned into the early morning hours as
the youth and vigor

of the two took over. What began as a night of
potential terror ended with

the two of them being thoroughly exhausted and
content.

Before dawn Pearl left young Chaney snoring
lightly, and made her way

back to the waiting arms of her mother. She
told her all about what happened

and the tender words of love he’d spoken to
her. He said that he would always

take care of her no matter what. That he’d make
sure that neither she nor

her mother was ever sold. She then fell asleep
under her mother’s watchful

eyes. Things had worked out better than she
could have hoped.

Rose hugged her daughter with all the love in
her heart, and though

she knew how moment’s of pleasure often make
men say more than they

mean, or can do, but for her daughters sake,
“maybe this time, maybe the

almighty was watching after her child,” she
thought.

Pearl had no idea the power of her whispered
prophecy. The Lord was

indeed watching, it’s just that he had his own
plans.

When Pearl left the sleeping youth she thought
she had done so unseen.

She didn’t know her movements were watched by
two pairs of eyes. The

leering orbs of Tolbert, and another deep
malevolent set of eyes, dark rimmed

red with yellow borders, and
ominous.

The voyeur in Tolbert led him to the only
window of his shack, and

he’d watched the two young peoples eager
coupling all the while vicariously

placing himself in the place of the young boy.
He had licked his lips in

anticipation promising himself that one-day
soon, he would have this fine

young wench. He’d not forgotten the promise he
made to Rose, it was just

that his lust got the better of him and he
dismissed her threat as something

he could deal with later. Had he been aware of
the presence of the thing that

watched him watching the teenagers, he would
have reconsidered his lust.

Two months later Mange Tolbert broke his
promise and it cost him his

life. Pearl was returning from what she thought
was her secret bathing pool
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in an isolated part of the woods on the south
side of the plantation. She had

swam and bathed to her delight and then had
lain back on the soft grass

to rest and enjoy the solitude. She had stayed
longer than usual and by the

time she was on her way home darkness was
setting in. She was on the path

leading back to the rear of her slave quarters
when Tolbert attacked her. He

cuffed her on the side of the head before she
could recognize her assailant.

The blow stunned and rendered her
semi-conscious. Tolbert then raped the

child and intended to leave her there. He had
just righted himself pulling

his pants up when there was a short growl and
something struck him.

The next morning his ashen swollen body was
found in his shack

without his genitals, some strange claw marks
across his chest, and several

Cotton Mouth Moccasins slithered away from his
bloated lifeless corpse.

The snakes were quickly dispatched and an
inquiry initiated. However, not

one of the slaves would say anything. The all
claimed to have no knowledge

of what had happened, even under the threat of
harsh punishment. The

threat of death couldn’t ring a clue, much less
a confession as to the demise

of Tolbert Mange.

Chaney refused to allow excessive abuse of his
slaves during questioning

by the local sheriff because they were too
valuable to him. In fact more

valuable than Tolbert had been. He could always
find another overseer, but

replacing slaves would have too
costly.

Besides he was never enamored with Tolbert’s
personality or skills

anyway. He just got the job done and that was
all that mattered. However,

Chaney was concerned with the temerity of
slaves that would take the life

of a white man knowing the dire consequences.
He surmised Tolbert must

have done something awfully cruel to make the
slaves willing to brave the

fatal consequences of killing a white
man.

He had some of his more loyal and trusted
slaves make subtle inquiries

and finally got the truth about what Tolbert
had done to Pearl. But there

was still nothing on how the man had
died.

Chaney knew the slave Rose well. She was a good
hard working gal who

had some spit and nerve to her, but had never
really been any problem. He

suspected she may know more about what or who
was behind Tolbert’s death,

but he had no proof. Besides, judging from the
looks of her daughter she

produced fine children to add to his stock, and
he couldn’t see destroying
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such a fine source of wealth for a pig like
Tolbert. However, Rose would

bear watching, and he would do just
that.

Pearl recovered from the attack quickly with
the help of her mother.

She grew into a lovely young lady and by her
sixteenth birthday was quite

a vision.

Young Winthrop had become totally devoted to
her, which delighted

Rose, was to old man Winthrop’s chagrin. The
senior Winthrop had no

problem with his son bedding a black wench, but
he would not tolerate

the attention his son was fawning over her as
if she were a white girl. It was

a long time, in fact only a couple of week’s
before her 16th birthday when

all the rumors he’d heard bore fruit. Chaney
was furious at being seen as

the laughing stock of the town, and it was this
growing embarrassment

that prompted him to make the decision to
rescind his previous thoughts

of avarice and sell her.

Delilah Chaney disagreed with his decision. She
knew how it would

devastate her son and was against it even
though the girl was a slave. She

had always been the one to indulge her son’s
whims and spoil him. She was a

dramatically romantic individual who reveled in
the idea of deep passionate

love. Something that was no longer a part of
her life as the relationship

between she and her husband had long since
cooled down from the fiery

romance that had sparked their courtship and
eventual marriage. Now he

showed her no more attention than he would the
family dog, in fact the

dog got more respect than she.

When it came to their physical union he treated
her like a toilet vessel

he used to relieve himself and no more. His
contempt for her needs, and

concern for her feelings had diminished
steadily over the years. Once their

son was born and he found out she couldn’t have
any more children he

stopped sleeping with her altogether. He had
sought his comfort in the

arms of other women Local prostitutes, slaves
and of course the slut wife of

Harvey Montague his ex-business partner. A man
whom he had no respect

for, and who bewildered him as to how he was
able to snare such a stunning

young bride.

Delilah wouldn’t leave her husband because in
her status as his wife she

commanded respect, admiration and envy, not to
mention the wealth she shared

as the wife of one of the most affluent
plantation owners in these parts. The
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one failing she had was that she had been born
a passionate woman, and the

fires of her libido still burned unquenched.
Her self-ministrations would only

temporarily assuage the cravings of her body.
Occasionally found her self secretly

on top riding one of the plantation bucks
reveling in the magnificent power of

his loins and her freedom to cut loose. Her
ecstasy would heighten beyond her

wildest dreams when her captive lover felt
brave enough to take over, turn her

around placing her on all fours, and entering
her from behind.

She was extremely careful not to get pregnant,
and once she decided the

buck had sufficiently served her purpose, or
became a problem, she would

see to it that he was sold for one reason or
another, and one she had been

especially fond of, Malachi, she had helped
escape.

Delilah would ensure her lover’s silence by
sneaking them some money

that was accompanied by the threat of death if
they ever leaked their secret.

No one except the slaves ever knew about her
practices and they kept their

mouth shut, because they knew that such an
accusation would be denied

by the misses, and the one who told the story
would be hung.

Mrs. Chaney often toyed with the thought of how
it would destroy her

almighty husband if word got out that his wife
was bedding the plantation

niggers. Sure it would hurt her, but the way he
treated her and their son made

her think that it might be worth it. The main
reason she didn’t was because of

their son. One thing was for sure, she had to
be certain her son was protected

and provided for no matter what. In the
meantime she would give him as much

love and support as she could. She also knew
that her spoiling the boy, and

making him the opposite image of the senior
Chaney was a constant source of

irritation to her husband and she was willing
to settle for that. He couldn’t brag

about the son he had sired because he wasn’t
like him.

Chaney knew how his wife would react to the
news of his selling Pearl.

He knew she would come to the slaves rescue for
the sake of their son.

However he countered her move by telling her
about the town gossip from

some her lady friends. He told her she too was
becoming a laughing stock and

respect for her was almost a thing of the past.
That some of her friends were

even hinting of possible improprieties with
other members in the Chaney

household. The ploy worked, as he knew it
would. His wife loved their

son, but she also loved her position in
society, and he figured she wouldn’t

sacrifice that for a mere slave that her son
was bedding.
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Chapter 7

The news was devastating to young Chaney. All
his fantasies about he and

Pearl crashed down around his head. He knew he
could never give her up.

They were both young, he being 18 and Pearl 16,
but he figured they could

go somewhere else, and start their life away
from the vile cruelty of slavery.

Something he had never really approved of at
all.

This was part of the humanity learned from his
mother, and something

for which his father held him in
contempt.

Young Winthrop planned and executed an escape
with the secret aid

of Rose and some other slaves. One night a
small cotton shed was set on

fire allegedly by accident. During the
confusion he and Pearl made their

escape. They appeared to have gotten away
clean, but one of the slaves

loyal to young Chaney’s father, and hoping to
curry favor with his master

informed on them when he accidently found out
about the escape shortly

after they’d left. In no time 10 men with dogs
were dispatched to pursue

and bring them back.

Young Winthrop Chaney altered his plans
changing their route deciding

to take a chance on going through the swamps
where he hoped his pursuers

would lose their trail. He had been through
them only once before, and

then during the day. He figured it was their
only chance to escape because

he knew if they stayed on the main roads and
trails they would soon be

caught. He hadn’t made a contingency plan in
case they were discovered

sooner than expected, nor had he accurately
estimated the speed at which

his father could assemble a search party to
come after them. The men that

followed were experienced trackers who know the
area, and slowly they began

to close the distance between them and their
fleeing quarries.
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Winthrop heard the sound of their pursuers dogs
and threw caution to

the wind. He rushed ahead without being careful
where he stepped, only

stopping for a few seconds at a time to catch
their breath. It was during

one of these rest stops that they first sensed
something. When they took up

the run the feeling of being watched stayed
with them but furtive glances

about revealed no sign of who or what was
following them seemingly so

close but invisible. They felt they were being
followed, but knew it wasn’t

the search party. The sounds of the hounds told
them the searchers were

still too far away.

The baying of the dogs rang out through the
swamp seeming to echo

off every tree, and growing louder as the
canines gained ground on their

frightened quarry night, urging the two
teenagers to even greater speed and

more reckless abandon. Their legs grew more and
more fatigued with each

step as fear and exhaustion took its toll on
them and slowly the lead on their

pursuers dwindled to a mere few hundred yards.
The brief seconds for rest

grew less, and there’s always that sense of a
presence they felt grew stronger.

They saw nothing and all they could do was move
on and hope that destiny

would favor them in their flight toward freedom
and happiness.

Young Winthrop was counting on the bright
moonlight to help guide

their flight, but of course that was when the
plan was to stay on the road.

The pursuit had changed the plans and they were
now slogging through

the woods and the canopy of trees blocked the
moonlight from reaching

the ground. There were only patches of light
because of a break in the tree

line, and the rest was feeling as you go. This
was the young mans undoing.

They were at the end of their stamina when they
reached a fork in the path

they had chosen. There was no time to scout a
little up either trail to get

an indication of where they might lead. All he
could do was make a choice,

but unfortunately he chose the wrong one. It
led toward a small quick sand

bog.

There were a few moments of silence and they
noted the howling of

the dogs had ceased. They could hear the voices
of the men that meant

their trackers had gotten closer than the
fleeing couple had realized. This

new stimulus gave the two a shot of adrenalin
and their stumbling progress

became a quickened pace. The chorus of the
hounds resumed and they

could hear the voices of their masters urging
them on. Then there was

another change in the sound of both men and
dogs. They sounded excited,
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frightened and scream of pain and panic began
to feel the night air. The

men were shouting, there was gunfire, and the
savage snarls of the dogs

were now distinct and it wasn’t because they
were coming after the kids.

The dogs were fighting and from the sound of
their battle cries, they were

fighting for their lives.

The cacophony of the conflict became more
strident and desperate.

The dog’s snarling now turned to wail’s of pain
and panic. The men yelled

with abandoned hysteria and there were sounds
of crashing and crunching

as the men scattered in all directions
screaming with unbridled terror as the

fled for their lives.

Suddenly there was an incredible bone-chilling
roar that ended in a more

malevolent growl. There was the sound of
something big moving through

the woods and one by one the sounds of the dogs
and men ended. Some

without another sound, others in fear-drenched
screams, blood curdling

wails, and unmistakable death cries. Their
cries filled the night air echoing

off the now licorice looking vines, trees and
bushes. The moon itself seemed

to take note of the carnage below and grimaced
at the sight.

Tyus Suggs was very proud of his brace of six
tracking dogs. They were

the best trackers in the territory, and had run
down many a runaway slave in

the past 3 years. He was not surprised when he
was told to bring his dogs to

hunt down the two escapee’s figuring it would
be quick easy money. His only

concern was that one of two he would be
tracking was Winthrop Chaney’s

son. He had to make sure his dogs didn’t harm
the boy in any way and had

his men keep a tight rein on the his hounds as
opposed to letting them run

like he would if they were after a slave.
Normally when his dogs caught up

with a runaway they were taught to tree them.
However, on occasion the

dogs had caught a slave on open ground, or
where they couldn’t climb to

safety and they would deliver some serious
bites. On the whole there was

never a big to do about it because they were
blacks, and unless they were

extremely valuable to the slave owner, they
were taken back and hung as an

example to any other slaves contemplating
escape.

In cases like that a few bites here and there,
or even some mangling was

okay. The pain was part of the torture the
captured endured on the way

back to be killed. Sort of retribution for all
the trouble they put their white

masters and pursuers through.
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This hunt would be different because he didn’t
know how Mr. Chaney

would react if his son were bitten. His dogs
didn’t care about the difference

between black meat and white meat. They were
all the same to them, and

for that matter to Suggs. All he cared about
was the money, and would go

after whatever, or whomever as long as he got
paid and had some fun.

In this case he wasn’t given any special
instructions except to bring both

his son and the girl back alive. He decided to
make sure he stayed close to

his dogs on this trip so he could be right
there when they found the two

runaways.

As they closed in the howling of the dogs would
grow in pitch and

intensity. He decided that he would call them
back in a few moments and put

them back on the ropes, that way he would have
them under control when

they caught up with the kids. Besides there was
fifteen other experienced

men with him, and they should be able to help
track and surround the

pair. Especially if they wanted a part of the
$5000.00 reward Chaney had

posted. He would have to figure out a way of
getting rid of most of them,

except his brother Morgan and cousin Finney so
their part of the reward

would be more.

He was just about to whistle the recall to the
dogs when he heard one

of them yelp in pain and then there was a
muffled crunching sound as if

something had landed heavily on the leaf
carpeted ground. He could tell by

the tone something had happened to the dog. The
animal’s next sound was

a growl that turned into a snarl followed by
the voices of the other dogs.

He knew they were fighting and hoped it wasn’t
with the Chaney boy and

that girl. By the sound, the dogs were engaged
in a death match. He could

only imagine they had stumbled upon a touch old
razorback boar and he

had turned to fight.

Suggs had to get there before it was too late
and one of his dogs was

seriously wounded or killed. They were fearless
animals, but they weren’t

trained to hunt wild pig, nor were they aware
of just how deadly these tuskers

could be. They could rip a dog or man wide open
within a second using

curved four-inch razor sharp teeth that
protruded upward from their lower

jaw. He shouted to the men and increased his
trot to a full out run.
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The sounds grew closer and he could see they
were coming from the

other side of some thick foliage ahead. He
spotted an opening to his left

and turned in that direction. His foot caught
on something and he pitched

forward head first to the ground. He scramble
up with his faced covered with

mud and grass. He heard the other men crash to
a halt, and then there was

a strange silence except for the sounds of the
dogs. He cleared his eyes and

the first thing he spotted was Fred Wheeler to
his right. He was standing

stiffly still as if he were a statue. His eyes
were fixed wide with fright, and

his mouth had dropped open.

Suggs noticed several other men were in similar
states of immobility.

He followed the direction of their gaze and his
eyes fell upon an apparition

that seemed to be floating a few inches off the
ground. Its’ huge clawed feet

appearing to be standing on its toes. It seemed
humanoid in configuration

but that’s where the resemblance ended. Its
hair was a curtain of billowing

golden wheat. Eyes that starred back glowed
flame red rimmed with yellow,

and a mouth with up curled lips revealing a maw
armed with rows of sharp

teeth accentuated by two downward protruding
fangs. A black tongue flicked

in and out between the teeth accompanied by a
hissing sound.

The thing was big, standing nearly 8 feet tall,
and seeming even bigger

as it rose to its full height after picking up
one of the dogs by the throat

in its taloned right hand. The dog struggled
helplessly, and presently there

was a snapping sound as the creature tightened
its grip around the animal

throat and crushed it as easily as one might
crack a toothpick. The dog died

without a sound, its eyes popping from their
sockets as it was dropped to

the ground.

The other dogs were still attacking, and the
thing, with surprising

celerity moved forward quickly grabbing another
in mid air as it leaped

for the creature that caught and threw it at
the men. This seemed to break

the spell the men were under, and they all
broke and ran scattering in all

directions.

“God almighty!” shouted Suggs as he turned to
run.

“What the hell is it?” Another man yelled
fleeing wildly.

“It is from hell—Aaah!” said another man who
never finished what he

was saying. Four curved claws pushed through
his chest and stomach from

behind and he was pulled upward wiggling like a
fish on a hook. He was

lifted and flung 20 feet through the air, his
screams shattering the night
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silence until he smashed head first into a
tree. His skull crushed to pulp on

impact splintering and spilling brains to the
ground. The thing pursued

another fleeing man grabbing him up by the
legs, swinging him around

lariat-like then slapping him against the bole
of a tree. His body burst open

like ripened fruit and his innereds sprayed the
bushes and ground.

The creature didn’t hesitate to see the results
of his work, he continued

in pursuit of the other men through the trees
killing them one by one, and

it seemed to be able to go in all directions at
once as screams of pain and

death filled the night. If one had been
standing in the center of the circle

formed by the fleeing dogs and men, one would
have thought the cries of

pain and anguish were coming from all
directions simultaneously.

The remaining canine contingent faired the best
of the group, as they

fled on four swift legs as opposed to the
bipedal flight of their master’s.

Three of the animals survived, and only two of
the twenty men that started

after the couple. One was Tyus Suggs. Instead
of running in mad flight he’d

followed the path of one of his dogs. The
animal had found a hollowed

out log covered by thick bushes and other
vegetation, and was cowering in

hysterically.

Suggs scrambled on his hands and knees until he
heard a dogs whimper.

As he approached a log the whimpers turned to a
low warning snarl. Suggs

recognized the growl of his red hound One Eye.
He was the eldest and most

experienced of the pack having been on many
hunts with Suggs. He was

the lead dog and a friend.

Suggs approached with cautious urgency knowing
he couldn’t rush into

the sanctuary or the frightened animal would
attack. On the other hand

the terror chasing them was far more deadly. He
began to talk soothingly

to the animal as he approached.

The volume of the dog’s growl increased and
this presented Suggs with

a dilemma. He had to get into the cover of the
log, but feared the growling

of the dog would attract the thing chasing
them. He moved a bush sideways

so the dog could see his face as well as hear
his voice, and presently the

dog stopped growling. It had a look of
gratitude on its face as it moved

forward feverishly licking the man’s face
letting him know he was glad for

the company.
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Suggs scrambled into the log and pulled the dog
back with them as

deep as they could get. He heard a rustling
sound, and put his hand around

the dog’s mouth clamping it shut. The dog
struggled momentarily then

apparently realized that what it feared was
outside the log and close by.

The dog stopped moving and both of them sat
with there eyes fixed on the

opening of the log. Suggs whispered a silent
prayer promising to become a

bible carrying, hymn singing Christian if the
Lord spared him. Who knows,

maybe the dog did the same.

Whatever the reason, Suggs was spared that
night and kept his word

to God. He and the other surviving man were
questioned about what had

happened but their ramblings were concluded to
be the results of swamp

fever, starvation and exposure. They had
staggered back to the Chaney

estate five days after the attack, and two
day’s apart. Both men were sick

and bedraggled. Suggs had gotten separated from
the dog One Eye and

wandered aimlessly in circles until he happened
on a trail that led him out

of the swamps, then the woods and back on to a
main road where he was

picked up by some passers by. Through his
incoherency they were able to

catch the name Chaney, and took him to the
plantation. Once the man

had fully recovered he remembered the promises
that he made to God, and

became a dedicated man of the Word.

One Eye had made it home three day’s before
Suggs. He fully recovered

and lived to sire 1 more litter’s before dying
mysteriously. His body was

found behind a neighbor’s stables completely
drained of blood.

The two teens noted the different sounds in the
woods; screams of the

dead and dying and the mournful wail of dogs
mingle with savage growls

and another unearthly roar that surely couldn’t
have been issue from human

or canine lips. It was those sounds that
spurred them on even faster with

young Chaney in the lead. Before he realized
what had happened he plowed

into the middle of a quicksand bog. Only the
fortune of him being several

steps ahead of Pearl saved her life. He shouted
a warning to her in time to

prevent her from following his disastrous lead.
He sunk quickly in the death

grip of the unforgiving thick mire, all the
while professing his undying love

for his self—proclaimed bride.
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Pearl kept trying to find a way to help him.
She searched about for a

fallen branch, vines or some other means of
saving him but branches broke

and there were no vines strong enough to pull
Chaney free. He became

fearful that in her floundering about she might
fall in so he shouted at her

to leave him and save herself. She refused at
first saying that she couldn’t

live without him and that she would rather join
him in death. “You can’t let

our love mean nothing and die with me in this
stinking place. I die happy

having loved you because you are the only true
happiness I’ve ever known.

The only thing I regret is that my mother . .
.” his voice trailed off for a

moment. “I will always love you Pearl, now and
in eternity.”

Those were his last words as the muddy slim
made a sickly sucking

sound, and then folded over his head and deaths
arms pulled him down

into its dark unyielding depths.

Pearl sobbed until she again heard more cries
of the hounds and dying

men. She knew she had to run, for if she were
caught she’d be taken back

and killed. She would be blamed for Young
Winthrop’s death no matter

the circumstances of his demise. Reluctantly
she turned and ran stumbling

and falling through the swamp as she tried to
increase the distance between

her and the tragedy behind her and the hunters.
She was unaware that the

hunters had become the hunted fighting and
fleeing for their lives.

Pearl ran for seemed like hours until nearly
exhausted, using her last

bit of strength she stumbled into water of a
small river bumping into a log

floating on its calm slow moving surface. She
mounted the log straddling

and gripping it with her thighs. She leaned
forward and tried to lie down and

rest, but It was then that felt something, a
presence she couldn’t understand

or explain. She didn’t know what it was but she
knew it evoked a horror that

her young soul had never before experienced.
There was also a horrid smell

like death was burning spreading its foul odor
and strangling the night air.

She sat up and looked about fearfully into the
night but saw nothing.

The presence became more oppressive evoking
terror in the young girl

terror that raced adrenaline through her system
supplying the drive to use

her last ounce of strength. She quickly
dismounted beside her wooden

river horse feeling the cold fingers of the
water engulf her to the waist. Her

feet found purchase on the sandy bottom and she
managed to push the

small log away from the shore and out toward
the center of the river. She
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scrambled aboard and lay forward on her stomach
and was about to close

her eyes when she saw the flash of something on
the shore, accompanied

by a frustrated growl. It was too dark to make
it out fully, but it loomed

like a hulking shadow in the reeds and bushes.
Pearl she saw two glowing

red eyes and slathering jaws that tore a
terrified scream from her. Her mind

couldn’t take the shock and she swooned. The
culmination of the nights flight

and the emotional exertion crashed in on her
and mercifully she collapsed

unconscious on the log.
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Chapter 8

It was late the next day almost 45 miles from
where Pearl had entered the

river. She faded in and out of consciousness
plagued by hunger, exhaustion

and thirst. Ironic that she floated over a
bounty of water but it didn’t look

clear enough for her to dip her hand in and
take a soothing cool drink. She

was also aware that drinking bad water could
mean a slow painful death so

she decided to wait until she could find a good
stretch of water that looked

clean before trying to appease her thirst. She
could have tried to beach the

log, but she was afraid of the woods, and the
thing that had almost frightened

her to death. Even in her delirious sleep she
could see the grotesque thing

that had growled at her from the shore. All she
could do was conserve her

strength and sleep.

Pastor Charles Lacey was returning home late
afternoon from church

services in Myers Flat. His route took him on a
road that paralleled the

same slow moving river that now bore Pearl
astride her make shift savior.

His attention was caught by colors on the water
he would see through

bushes and intervening reeds that didn’t seem
to match the surroundings.

He reined up his mount and alighted to make a
closer inspection, and to

his amazement saw a limp body half on and half
off a log floating on the

river. He waded out into the water and guided
the it toward the shore. He

made a quick examination of the figure on it
and determined the girl was

still alive. Gently he gathered her into his
arms and carried her passed his

horse to a patch of soft grass lining the side
of the road opposite the river.

He then went back to his horse and got his
canteen and a small bundle of

food wrapped in a handkerchief. He managed to
get some watered passed

Pearls barely parted lips, and then realized it
would be better to get her to

shelter as quickly as possible. He carried to
his horse managing to get her

situated so she sat across the saddle and
against his chest holding her between
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his arms and grabbed the reins that had been
wrapped around the saddle

horn. He gently squeezed the sides of his old
sorrel Nanny and headed for

home which was only a couple of miles
away.

Two days and nights Pastor Lacey nursed the
young girl and finally his

efforts were rewarded when on the second
evening she opened her eyes and

looked on his kindly face. Initially she was
paralyzed with fear thinking

Chaney’s men had recaptured her, however, she
quickly came to realize she

was in a safe haven far away from the
plantation. She hoped, and correctly

so, the men chasing her were gone forever from
her life.

Time passed and Charles Lacey grew to care
greatly for the young girl

until the day came when he admitted to himself
he had fallen in love with

his foundling. He knew her as Essie. Pearl
thought it best he not know her

real name. There was always the possibility the
word was out on a runaway

slave girl named Pearl. She was able to hide
the slave brand because Chaney

made it a point to brand all slaves with a
small mark just behind the left ear.

That way no scar would show and decrease their
value when he wanted to

sell one. As long as she kept her hair down,
the mark would never show.

The people of River Glenn, this small hamlet
off the main road, believed

their pastor had found himself a housekeeper
and maid. As time passed

it became apparent to all in the little
community that there was more to

the relationship than a slave/master. Lacey
knew his ministry would be

compromised by living unmarried with any woman,
let alone a young black

girl who looked white unless you knew what to
look for. He also knew that

if he married her he risked losing his whole
congregation. The thin strand of

Christianity he’d managed to weave into the
rough fabric of this congregation

wasn’t strong enough yet to accept a mixed
marriage, and he knew it.

Charles Lacey was 35 years old. He’d dedicated
his life to God 15 years

ago forsaking all carnal pleasures having been
celibate since his youth. He

had always managed to keep his passions under
control despite the many

temptation that were oft times laid before him
by some of the willing young

ladies of his flock and other places he
visited. Now he found himself drawn

to this young girl. He felt stirrings he’d long
since submerged in wrappings

of piety and dedication to the Lord. He knew
the temptation that he’d earlier

felt for the young girl was growing to the
point that he felt might cause him

to betray his teachings and beliefs. He spent
many nights and days in silent
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meditation and verbal prayer asking God for the
strength to maintain his

purity, his mission and wisdom to know what to
do.

Finally he made the decision to ask her to be
his wife and Pearl accepted.

She too had grown to love Lacey as she called
him, but had been too shy to

say anything about her feelings. His proposal
was a pleasant surprise. She

was happy to know that she was not just someone
he desired, but he truly

loved her. She realized the enormity of his
decision to marry her and that

made her love him even more. The possible
repercussions he braved was a

testament to his love, and she prayed deeply
asking God blessings on their

union and to spare her husband any anguish or
disgrace for his decision

to marry her. In turn she promised God to be
the best wife she could be,

loving God and her husband with all her heart
and soul.

One thing was in their favor, Essie had an
extremely light complexion,

long straight black hair that came from her
white grandfather who had

Indian infused in his bloodline and facial
features that were less indicative

of her African heritage.

Pastor Lacey decided not to subject himself or
his potential bride to a lot

of harassment, and despite the fact that he
felt he had been called to preach

in River Glenn he decided to move a thousand
miles away.

Pittsburg Landing was a 15-day journey away
northeast of Rivers Glenn,

and a place where it was unlikely anyone would
know anything about him

or his new bride.

Once the decision was made he moved quickly
packing their belongings.

They left in the middle of the night leaving
the people of River Glenn with

a recommendation for a new pastor but that he
had another calling; he just

didn’t say what it was. He hadn’t lied because
he truly believed Essie was

brought to him by God and he was charged with
the responsibility of being

a good husband as well as man of
God.

Before leaving the county entirely they stopped
and a small town called

Sparrow Creek about 25 miles from Rivers Glenn
and were married by a

pastor and friend of Lacey, and then moved on
with his new bride. He hoped

it was to a life of continued service to God,
and happiness with his wife.
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It was during the trip that Pastor Charles
Lacey had his first encounter

with a force of evil that was beyond his
wildest nightmares.

It was the second day of their journey when
Essie became aware of

that dreadful presence again. The one that had
haunted her the night of

her escape on the river, and occasionally her
dreams. She huddled closer to

Charles and he could feel her shaking. At first
he thought it was the chill

of the night air that had suddenly come upon
them. Soon he realized her

shaking was born of fear. He could see it in
her eyes, and the trembling of

her lips when she tried to describe what she
was feeling.

Charles decided they should pull off the road
and camp for the night.

He found a small clearing a few yards off the
road, pulled in and began to

set up camp. Pearl gathered some wood all the
while looking about fearfully

while Charles took care of the horses. Once the
fire was started, a meal had

been cooked and eaten, the two settled into the
wagon for the night.

Pearl had become more relaxed as the evening
passed and the feeling of

the presence had disappeared. She felt safe and
secure in the arms of this

large gentle man whom she loved. She wasn’t
quite sure about how her

feeling’s had evolved, or if this was truly
love as she still had warm feelings

when she thought of young Winthrop. However,
she knew the feelings she

had for Charles Lacey were different and even
stronger.

Essie lay snuggled close to her husband, though
under separate blankets.

She could feel the warmth of him coming through
to her reassuring her

that all was well. Passion flared and it wasn’t
long before they made love.

Afterwards they were both exhausted and it
wasn’t long before she drifted

into a peaceful slumber.

Essie’s sleep was violently disturbed as she
felt a sudden movement beside

her. Her eyes popped open in time to see
Charles jumping out of the wagon

shouting “whoa! Whoa! Come back
here!”

“What’s wrong?” she shouted.

“It’s the horses, something frightened them,
they got free and took off!”

he shouted back. After a few seconds he
hurriedly returned to the wagon

were he quickly donned his boots and a
jacket.
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“I’ve got to go after them. Stay in the wagon
and you’ll be alright,”

he said. He jumped from the wagon and took off
in pursuit of the two

horses.

Essie watched as her husband sped after the
frightened fleeing horses.

The night air had turned a bit chilly so she
took one last look at the

shadow of her husband receding down the path.
She felt something touch

her, but saw nothing and concluded it was just
a cold wisp of wind, so she

got back under the covers. Her mind drifted to
her husband and the fact

they had made passionate love under the stars
before drifting off to sleep.

He had been one of their more satisfying and
intimate couplings. Not just

because he was a great lover, something that
defied what she heard about

white men, but also because something in her
told her that this time they

would conceive a child. She didn’t know how she
knew but she did and

was happy.

She tried to stay away but something made her
drowsy and sleep called

her closing her eyes. She pulled the covers
over her and soon sleep took

over.

The contentment of Essie’s sleep was ruffled.
She felt something touch

her until finally it was enough to startle her
awake from that pleasant slumber

she was enjoying. Essie was instantly
suspicious and apprehensive. Charles

wasn’t back and it was hard to believe the two
horses had run so far that

it was taking this long for her husband to
round them up. She had been

around these two horses, and she knew it was
hard to ruffle them. In fact,

there were times they were so complacent it was
hard to get them to move.

Only Charles had the special touch to get them
to do what he wanted. He

loved them and they loved him, and felt they
tolerated her for his sake.

Whatever had frightened them had to have been
quite terrifying to cause

their reaction and flight from their friend and
protector.

Bessie’s startled feeling of fear began to
grow, but this time they came on

with a rush that hadn’t occurred before. She
knew the difference because she

had felt it a dozen times since arriving at
Lacey’s home. She hadn’t told her

then husband to be about them as she thought
they were left over feelings

from that night of flight, and terror with
young Winthrop. This time it was

different. The feeling was augmented by a
presence that seemed close, and

unlike before, was getting closer.
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Suddenly her terror became overwhelming. Essie,
wide eyed with fear,

looked out the rear of the wagon but saw
nothing. She felt the air grow

thicker, quickly colder causing her some
difficulty breathing. There was a

sudden rush of wind swirling about the wagon
and then stark silence as if

she and the wagon had been caught up in the
quiet eye of a hurricane. She

saw the top of something rising above the back
end of the wagon. It was a

gray mist that flowed over the rail and down
over the blanket’s.

Essie tried to scream but something prevented
it. She struggled but

her will seemed paralyzed and she could barely
think, and then her vision

went black. The mist disappeared under the
blanket. Essie felt her clothes

being parted and her legs being separated, she
tried to resist but to no

avail, and then she felt a weight pressed down
on her. Her mind screamed

and she fought with all the will she could
muster, but nothing came from

her mouth, and she could not move. It wasn’t
until she felt herself being

penetrated that she was able to break free of
the mystical hold on her and

let out an ear-shattering scream. At the same
time she opened her eyes and

saw staring back at her the two flame red orbs
she seen that night at the

river. She screamed again but it was too late.
The thing was inside her and

the fiery pain was so intense that she
fainted.

Charles Lacey was about a hundred yards away
returning with the two

horses down the road they had traveled earlier
that day. He heard Essie

scream and bolted forward at a sprint leaving
the horses walking behind. His

mind was a riot of fear as he tried to imagine
what was wrong and damning

himself for having left his wife alone. As he
ran back toward the clearing he

tripped over a small branch. It was about 5
feet long and sharpened on one

end where the wind had torn it from the trunk
of a tree. It was about the

thickness of a bat at one end and Charles knew
it might make a good club.

He grabbed it up and continued to run. He
flashed into the clearing running

toward the rear of the wagon. As he approached
he heard a growl and then

saw a shadowy figure rise and step toward the
opening of the wagon.

Charles Lacey froze where he stood feeling the
blood in his body turn

cold as he looked up into two small rounded
flames of evil. He had no time

to think or even be scared. The thing launched
itself at him driving him to

the ground on his back. The air was forced from
his body in a painful rush,

and Charles felt consciousness slipping from
him momentarily. The thing
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had let out another ear splitting growl as it
leapt but now it was silent as it

stared down malevolently with a demented glare
and deadly white fangs.

As Charles regained his senses he could feel
the oppressive unmoving

weight on him. Fear gave him strength and with
a sudden surge of adrenalin

he shoved up and over pushing the thing off of
him before it had time to

react and then stood up with his makeshift club
ready to strike. He looked

down at the thing that looked like a man
covered by a cape. He started to

swing when he heard Essie’s sobs. He turned and
jumped to the footboard

of the wagon and inside. There he found a
trembling terrified young girl

with tears streaming down her cheeks. Charles
comforted her as best he

could. He checked her face and upper body for
any sign of injury but saw

nothing. He looked out over the edge of the
wagon and the cloaked figure

was still there unmoving.

“Are you okay? Are you alright?” He
inquired.

“I, I don’t know!” Essie blurted back, the
sound of near hysteria in her

voice.

“What happened? Who, what was that?”

“I don’t know. I was just lying here, and, and
then it was just there. I tried

to run, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t scream or
even move at first. Then—then

it was in the wagon and I felt it touch me and
I felt pain and I screamed. I

don’t remember anything after that.”

“You felt pain—where? Where are you
hurt?”

“I don’t know. I don’t feel anything now. It’s
like it didn’t ha-happen.”

Charles turned his head while Pearl gave
herself a thorough once over

but there was no sign of a cut or other
injury.

“Stay here, I’m going to take another look at
him.”

“Him! How do you know it was a man?”

“What else could it have been?”

Both of them looked at each other for the
answer, but there was none.

Charles lowered himself from the wagon and
walked to the cape-covered

body on the ground. He reached down and pulled
back the covering, and to

his astonishment there was nothing under it but
some ashes in the outline

of what appeared to be a man, and blood the
soaked sharpened end of the

stick he’d been holding when the thing had
jumped on him. Apparently it

had penetrated the man things body when he
instinctively placed it between

him and his pouncing opponent.
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Lacey quickly crossed his heart and whispered a
prayer to God. He

didn’t know exactly what had happened, but his
spirit told him it was evil.

Without another word he moved back to the wagon
telling his wife they

had to leave right now!

It was then that his two horses walked up.
Lacey grabbed and harnessed

them as quickly as he could. They hastily broke
camp and fled the area with

the horses running at a gallop. They had
covered approximately 5 miles from

their previous camp when they heard another
heart stopping thunderous

growl. Another wave of fear came over them
both, and Charles Lacey snapped

the reins on the horses back urging them to
even greater speed.

Upon arriving in Pittsburg Landing Charles
decided to move on

further northeast away from whatever they had
run into on the road. If it

was following them distance wouldn’t matter,
but if they had unwittingly

stumbled into its territory then the best thing
to do was to move on. However

before they moved on they needed to gets some
provisions and Charles

wanted to go to the local church and
pray.

It was a Catholic parish; the minister was
courteous and also inquisitive.

Lacey found the man’s additional attention to
his wife disconcerting and

was afraid he might figure out that she wasn’t
white. He hated living a lie

but he felt he had no choice. He loved his wife
very much. When the father

asked her name Lacey lied not wanting to take
any chances someone would

question her name as having any similarity to a
slave name. He replied, “It’s

Essie or rather Eleanor . . . Eleanor Buchanan,
Essie is my pet name for her,”

Lacey said a silent prayer asking forgiveness
for the lie.
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Chapter 9

Charles Lacey hurried through the
introductions, said his prayer and then

ushered his wife out of the church and back to
the wagon. They stopped

at the general store and picked up the supplies
they needed then made a

hasty retreat from Pittsburg Landing heading
for Oxjaw, Georgia, 2 days

journey north.

Once they arrived in Oxjaw their wagon served
as a temporary residence

until they found proper lodging. It was a
medium sized three bedroom two

story home, well kept with a nicely manicured
lawn enclosed by a wooden

fence that ran all around the property. There
was a small flower garden

in the rear and two sapling trees growing in
front. There was an enclosed

patio facing west on the lower level lined with
mosquito netting. It was

the recipient of gorgeous sunsets according to
Ms. Quigley the property

owner.

Charles Lacey wasn’ t long in establishing
himself as the pastor of the

local church which until his arrival hadn’t had
a man of the cloth in it for

two years. Soon he and Eleanor settled down to
as inconspicuous a life as

the man of the cloth could have. Three years
passed and they came to know

all their neighbors, but there was always a
cloud of suspicion about the

true identity of Mrs. Lacey and gradually the
degree of acceptance began

to diminish until only a small segment of the
populace remained who cast

no disapproving eye in the couples
direction.

In there second year of marriage they had a son
whom they named Kyle

Christopher Lacey. He was a lovely baby boy who
grew into a handsome

young man. He was a good son, but his one
failing was his unwillingness

to fully embrace his father’s Christian
theology. He preferred to follow
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his own hedonistic pursuits and these
activities were oft times a source of

embarrassment to his parents when news of his
escapades reached their ears.

Especially his visits to an unsavory part of
town reputed as the refuge for all

sorts of sin and debauchery.

Pastor Lacey preached and campaigned against
this infamous part of

town, and the more his father reviled it the
more Kyle was determined

to explore it. He would never directly
challenge his father’s opinion, his

authority, nor openly defy his father, but all
his father’s prognostications of

doom only served to further wet his appetite to
discover what secrets lay

behind the dark veil that shrouded that corner
of the town.

The area in question was located in the
southeast part of quiet hamlet. It

was a small community populated mostly by the
lees and dregs of the society.

Transients, homeless, and the helpless either
lived in the area, or frequented

the spot. It was an area shunned by the vast
majority of Oxjaw’s citizenry

as a place of sin, darkness and satanic doings.
There was also the promise

of forbidden delights and pleasures beyond
imagining to fulfill the wildest

dreams of all who dared venture there. This
temptation was like dangling

the proverbial apple before Adam and Eve in the
garden.

The lure of it was more enticing than Kyle’s
still immature mind could

withstand. He fell victim to its promise of
passion despite the constant

warnings and vehement admonitions of his
parents.

On his 18th birthday he decided to delve deep
into the secrets of this

forbidden fruit and thoroughly partake, slaking
the thirst of his curiosity. He

started with the most notorious nightspot, a
particular car called Lucifer’s

Corner. It was noted for its own individual
brand of sin.

After a couple of visits he was hooked and
began to make himself a

regular. He tried to sample all the place had
to offer, and every form of

sexuality he could. He had an innate aversion
to drugs so he never tried that

bastion of depravity, nor was he bent toward
homosexuality, but practically

all other forms of lasciviousness was fair
game. Though he enjoyed himself,

he always had a strange feeling about the place
that both frightened and

intrigued him. It was almost as if some unseen
force drew him like a moth

to a flame.
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The course of events in Kyle’s life took a
dramatic turn on the night he

and a couple of his friends decided to visit
Lucifer’s Corner for one of their

birthdays. It was Franks Arnett’s 18th, and he
thought he was now man

enough to make the symbolic demonstration of
manhood and defy evil so

to speak, by venturing into this ill reputed
part of town. It took awhile for

him to build up his courage, and a significant
amount of alcohol before he

acquired the necessary courage.
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Chapter 10

Clarissa Armineaux was a young woman of dark
sultry beauty. Her sensuous

curves, hypnotic eyes and captivating smile had
turned the head of many a

man in her life. She promised delicious rapture
and untold pleasures to any

man who was the recipient of her charms yet
also radiated class, style and

sophistication. The curious couldn’t help but
wonder about her propensity

for visits to this part of town, and her
propensity for visiting Lucifer’s Corner

once monthly. She would appear suddenly dressed
in some eye—catching

fashion that was bait to some hopeful would be
lover for the evening.

There was never an absence of fish that would
take the lure in hopes

of being reeled in by her. However her attitude
made it quite clear that she

was selective and not just anyone would do.
Clarissa also always seemed to

know when new faces were about. She was
unerring in her accuracy always

picking the right target always pick a man who
was alone, a stranger to the

area and without family.

Once her selection was made there was a volley
of hoots and jeers toward

the lucky man from the other unchosen jealous
males in the establishment.

Consequently no one paid attention nor asked
any questions when that

selected male never returned. It was assumed he
had enjoyed his night of

pleasure and moved on.

Frank Arnett, Kyle and two other male cohorts
braved the streets and

clubs until they approached Lucifer’s Corner.
Arnett’s courage wavered

despite the alcoholic reinforcement and after
several minutes of useless

coercing they decided to leave and return to
the part of town for the

alleged upper class. They were about to leave
when Kyle sensed he was

being watched. He turned about slowly looking
behind them, and out of
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the shadows stepped an enchanting creature in
the form of a young lady.

Her dress was a clinging black silk thing that
displayed her every entrancing

line and curve to the onlooker. The front of it
swept down in a “V” shape

to her navel. It exposed her modest cleavage
accentuating the roundness of

her half exposed breasts. The dress was full
length reaching the top of shoes

only allowing the toes to be exposed. It was
adorned with one lone stretch

of sequins that border the slit that ran up her
right leg to the top of the

thigh just below her hip. She wore a small
delicate hat attached to a fine

net that was pulled down to somewhat hide the
face behind it. There was

just enough of an outline to reveal full lips
that could be used to administer

unrelenting pleasure.

The young lady left the cover of the shadows
moving toward the young

men with feline grace. The easy swinging roll
of her hips marked each step

capturing the minds of the four young men
devouring her every move. She

brushed passed Kyle and the intoxicating
fragrance of her perfume seemed

to envelope him in an invisible cloud of
enticement. It was as if a wave of

sexual desire engulfed his mind and body. He
half-heartedly tried to resist

but his will didn’t seem to be his own. He was
so beguiled that he seemed

compelled to follow her. He was barely aware of
his friend’s efforts to get

him to leave. Finally, seeing their attempts
were futile they abandoned him

to what they figured would be a totally
delightful fate.

Kyle walked slowly behind this mysterious woman
who seemed to

effortlessly draw him to her. When he caught up
with her they were at

the front door to Lucifer’s. She turned to him
and he could see a smile

underneath her veil. Slowly she raised her
finger beckoning him to follow

her inside, and as if he had no will of his own
he obeyed reaching out to

take her proffered hand. Gallantly he placed a
kiss on the back of it and

allowed himself to be lead inside.

Though Kyle had been to this club before he had
never seen this

enchantress there before, and now it seemed as
if he was visiting a new world

for the first time. He felt things that he had
not experienced on his previous

sojourns to this establishment. Sensations and
thrills in his being heretofore

unknown surfaced while under the spell of this
new seductress. They danced,

laughed and drank until Kyle’s body seemed to
no longer belong to him . . .

it was hers. Flashes of desire ran the length
of his body each time their bodies

touched. He felt more alive than he’d ever felt
before, and he liked it.
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Kyle couldn’t figure out how why they had not
met before. Especially

when he advised her that he’d frequented this
establishment before. Maybe it

was because she would normally show up at the
club around midnight, and

Kyle was usually in and out by 10 p.m. trying
to get home at a reasonable

time so that his parents wouldn’t forbid him
from going out at all. Though

he was a bit rebellious, he tried to show some
degree of respect for the two

people he loved most in the world.

Clarissa admitted to herself that she too felt
something in the presence

of this handsome young man who was her junior
in more years then she

wished to acknowledge. She could feel his
vitality and was caught up in

the excitement of his enthusiasm. Embers of
desire began glowing with fire

teasing her southern passion. His arm around
her waist slid subtly down

until she could feel his hand on the crest of
her slightly rounded buttock.

She a moan eased from her and she pulled him
closer to her and it was

apparent that his body was yearning for hers.
She could see the quick rise

and fall of the pulsing artery in his throat. A
deep throaty groan escaped her

lips and she buried her head
against his shoulder. “Not this one, she
thought,

this one is
special.”

Kyle took her action as a sign of submission.
He could hear her breath

quicken, and feel the heavy rise and fall of
her breasts against his chest.

Suddenly her body stopped moving to the music
and he felt her pull him

even closer as if she was trying to mold their
bodies into one.

Kyle didn’t think about the fact she was older
than he was, all that

matter was that she was the most fascinating
woman he had ever known

with the emphasis on woman! Until this night he
had been a typical young

man dating teenage girls.

Kyle looked into Clarissa’s eyes and what he
saw there told him it was

time for them to go. He didn’t know where they
would go but he followed

as she led him toward the rear exit. As they
passed he noticed Quincy

Smart, the proprietor of Lucifer’s Corner
standing impassively behind the

bar. Clarissa took the time to introduce Kyle
to him, “this is Quincy the

owner of the Corner.” The two shook hands and
Kyle saw a strange look in

the man’s eyes. It made him feel uneasy,
especially when the man licked his

lips. There was also something familiar about
the name Quincy, something
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or someone his father had told him about, but
at the moment he couldn’t

remember what it was.

“Nice to meet you Mr. Quincy,” he
said.

“Just Quincy boy, and I don’t know where you
could have heard the

name before, took it to be mine over 20 years
ago. I heard it once long ago

during a battle. It belonged to a brave man,”
said Quincy with obvious

admiration, “I needed a fresh start where I was
going and a fresh name so I

took it to be mine,” Quincy said with a not of
finality.

Quincy turned to Clarissa inquiring, “you
aren’t leaving now are you,

things are just starting to livin’
up?”

As if on cue a fight suddenly broke out between
2 men at a table just

behind them. A look of anger came over Quincy’s
face, and with one move

he jumped over the bar with a short club and
cracked one man across the

head felling him instantly. The man slipped to
the floor unconscious. Quincy

swung at the other man, but he wasn’t as drunk
as the first, and was able

to avoid the club flashing at his head. He
scrambled away stumbling and

falling, but made it safely out the front
door.

Quincy dragged the first man into the back room
saying he would let

him sleep it off in the rear storeroom.
Presently he returned and took up

his conversation with Clarissa. They talked
only a few moments more, then

Clarissa announced that she and Kyle are
leaving.

“Yea, you two young people probably have a lot
more interesting things to

do than hang around with an old wolf like me,”
said Quincy with interesting

smile on his face. He was looking at Clarissa
in a way that indicated some

inside joke had passed between them. “Its time
for me to get a bite to eat

myself. I’m sure you two have appetites of your
own to satisfy.”

Again he eyed Kyle with that hungry look that
had made Kyle

uncomfortable. Clarissa stared sternly at
Quincy showing seeming

disapproval of his levity, but closer
observation would have revealed her

veiled attempt at trying to repress a smile.
She took Kyle by the arm and

headed for the rear door.

The door to the storeroom opened and Quincy
stepped into the dark

room his silhouette outlined by the light from
the bar area. The man he’d

hauled in there had awakened and was trying to
collect his thoughts. He

was still groggy, panting heavily and his
vision was blurred. He heard heavy

footsteps scraping across the floor toward him
and another noise that he
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couldn’t discern. It sounded ominous sending
chills of fear up his spine.

He rubbed his eyes with his hands, and as his
vision cleared he looked up.

He only had a split second to view the horrible
visage next his face before

slavering fangs ripped out his throat. The
scream that had formed there

never came forth. The only sounds that echoed
off the walls of the small

room were the tearing of flesh, and the lapping
of blood as the grisly feeding

commenced.

Kyle followed Clarissa out of the back door to
a waiting carriage. He

stopped with surprise at what he saw, but
Clarissa didn’t give him time to

ask any questions. She pulled him to her and
began kissing him with a fire

that surpassed those passionate embraces they
had shared earlier on the dance

floor. His desire grew to match hers and soon
they were both consumed

with the excitement of each other’s touch. Kyle
picked her up and put her

inside the carriage. The horses jumped forward
carrying them through the

night to where Kyle didn’t know, and didn’t
care.

The two were barely inside before again
erupting into a fury of need,

pulling at each others clothes, and rushing
headlong into sexual frenzy

that enveloped them in a world of there own.
Kyle was so enraptured that

he didn’t even notice there was no driver of
their conveyance, and yet it

moved unerring through the streets and then out
onto the road leading

out of town?

Kyle’s first awareness of their destination was
when they pulled up in

front of a rather stately but curious old
mansion. Kyle was fully awash with

a consuming desire that hungered for every part
of this woman. He senses

were possessed by her, his mind had no will of
its own. He didn’t remember

disembarking from the carriage, nor their wild
dash through the front door

that opened before them seemingly on its own,
and up the flight of winding

stairs to her bedroom. Kyle lifted Clarissa
into his arms as the topped the

stairs and carried her in his arms into the
bedroom, again not noticing that

the door opened on its own. It was as if she
were light as a feather, and he

had the strength of Hercules.

The room was filled with odors and fragrances
that pushed him further

on his euphoric sexual voyage from which at the
moment he had no wish

to return from. The two of them fell into bed
and Kyle experienced a night

of raw passion and lust that made him think he
would lose his mind. He
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seemed to travel to different worlds, a new
galaxy far, far away. Emotions

rose and fell in a rhapsody of pleasure,
climbing to heights and vista’s only

dreamt of by lovers in poems or writers in
their unbounded imaginations. F or

Kyle there was nothing else in his world but
Clarissa’s body and face. He

couldn’t imagine himself existing apart from
her as he was trapped in her

sensual web. He didn’t even feel the sharp
penetration of her two fangs into

his jugular, nor the gentle sucking motion that
followed. All he felt was the

incredibly warm explosion that rocked his
body.

Slivers of sunlight slipped through the window
blinds playing across

Kyle’s naked body. The light slowly moved
across his face until it shown

directly on his closed eyes. He woke up
drowsily opening his eyes looking

at unfamiliar surroundings. He was lying in a
circular silk laden bed with a

canopy overhead. The room decor resembled early
16th century, as best he

could recognize from what he’d learned in
history class. That is when he paid

attention. He looked around the room until he
spotted on the nightstand

next to the bed a note. He started to haul his
body out of bed when he realized

just how tired and sore he was. He rubbed his
neck feeling a slight twitch

over the small wounds there. He made his way
across the room becoming

steadier as he walked and picked it up the note
and read it aloud.

“Good morning darling. I’m sorry I couldn’t be there
to greet

you your first morning in my home, but I have
business that I must

attend to. It will take all day so I won’t be able
to see you until this

evening. Please make yourself at home, and breakfast
will be ready

when you are.”

P.S. You were fantastic last night. I am still
tingling all over. I

can’t wait to see you this evening.”

Clarissa

The mention of the night before snapped him
back to reality. He’d

been out all night! Something he’d never done
before, not even on his 18th

birthday and the fact that he was 21 would make
no difference. He knew his

parents would be furious and worried sick,
especially his mother. He dashed

about the room finding his clothes and dressed.
He then made his way to

the front door taking note of some rather
macabre decor and furnishings

on his way out the door. Once out on the porch
and found himself looking

at a street and neighborhood that was familiar.
He looked to his right and

two hundred yards away stood his home. He saw
his fathers face appear
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in the front window, looking about in a
searching manner. Kyle knew his

father was looking for him. He was in trouble
and he had no idea how he

was going to explain what happened because he
still didn’t understand it

yet himself. All that was real to him was the
young lady he’d met the night

before, but he wasn’t certain of that because
she was too good to be real.

Kyle walked off the front porch and down the
brick walkway that led

to the front gate. He looked around and finally
recognized the grounds on

which he stood as the old McAnan Manor as the
place in which he’d just

spent the night. However, this was no longer an
unkept old building that

he had become accustomed to seeing. It was now
a well polished finely

manicured estate that had been completely
renovated though still a bit drab

for his tastes. Instead of a weed infested
patch of ground, there now stood a

well-trimmed and sculptured lawn in its place.
What was confusing to Kyle

was how all this could have been accomplished
without him noticing.

Kyle backed out of the front gate still amazed
at the transformation

before him. So pensive was he that he didn’t
see the approach of his mother,

unaware of her presence until he heard her
voice.

“Kyle . . . Kyle Lacey!”

Her voice penetrated the fog of confusion
clouding his mind. He turned

to see her worried face staring back at him.
Instantly he felt ashamed for the

grief his behavior had caused her. He seemed to
always be doing something

that caused his parents a problem. He kept
promising that he would change

but he never got around to it. He knew he
hadn’t been behaving in a manner

suitable to a preacher’s son. They had done
their best to raise him fear and

admonition of the Lord. He had just not heeded
their words consistently,

and at this particular he was truly
regretful.

Kyle opened his arms and gave his mother a
re-assuring hug, which she

readily accepted. It seemed to be the final
confirmation that her son was

okay. Once she was certain he was fine, her
demeanor changed to that of

an angry mother. Her words were scalding
reprimands about how much

worry his misbehavior had caused, and how
inconsiderate he was to his

mother and father.

Kyle’s thoughts drifted back to the night
before, as was only half

listening to what his mother was saying. His
attention refocused on McAnan

house. He couldn’t understand how all the
changes had occurred without
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his noticing. He passed this place almost
everyday, and had not noticed a

thing. Even more astounding to him was the fact
that he hadn’t noticed the

ravishing young lady he now knew lived
there.

His eyes spotted the name on the mailbox. It
read Daemon Ibuccus

Marm. It was a strange name that he’d never
heard before. He pronounced

it, and a queer feeling was evoked from the
depth of him. The only way he

was able to shake it was by recalling the
thrills and monuments of pleasure

he had experienced inside the walls of the
manor.

“Kyle, did you here me?” Again his mother broke
through his rivalry.

“Ah—what yes mom?” he replied
haltingly.

“I said what happened to your neck?” she
queried pointing to the two

marks on his neck. She brushed them with her
fingertips and the dried

blood that had crusted over the two puncture
wounds fell away revealing

the small holes underneath. Kyle touched his
neck remembering the wounds

he first discovered in Clarissa’s bedroom. He
had forgotten about them once

he realized he was in trouble. His face became
flushed with embarrassment

because he thought the wounds were the result
of his over zealous lover

the night before. He didn’t know how he could
explain this to his mother.

However he needn’t have been concerned. She was
a grown woman and

had been the recipient of many love bites from
her husband that she was

always cautious to cover before leaving the
house. Though the marks on

her son appeared deeper, she reasoned that her
son had spent the night in

the embrace of some brazen young
filly.

“I hope she didn’t have rabies,” she joked to
herself.

What was she going to do with her son? He
constantly did things that

reflected badly on the family and especially
her husband, who by command

of the bible was supposed to have obedience
from the children in his home.

It wasn’t that he was a bad child, he’d had
just been born with an inquisitive

adventurous spirit that knew no boundaries. She
knew he would have to be

punished but now she was just happy that he was
safe.

“I see you enjoyed your friends birthday,” she
teased. “Lets go home so

I can put something on that so you don’t get an
infection,” she said as she

lovingly put her arms about him as she spoke
and guided him toward home.

“You know you will have to deal with your
father. He was worried sick and

didn’t get to sleep all night up worrying about
you. Kyle you’re going have

to be more responsible and considerate. We love
you and . . .”
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“I know mom,” interrupted Kyle, “I’m sorry. I
truly am. Things just

happened so fast last night. I met this girl.
This wonderful, wonderful

girl—one thing led to another, I lost track of
time and . . .”

Kyle—please don’t try to explain. The more you
talk the deeper in

trouble you get.”

The two walked arm in arm toward the scowling
face of Charles

Lacey watching their approach from the front
porch of their home. Closer

observation would have revealed a moment of
relief at the sight of his son.

He son replaced this look of relief with one of
anger. He had every intention

of giving his wayward son a thorough tongue
lashing, but with every step

his son took toward him Charles Lacey gave
thanks to God for his sons

safe return.

The next few weeks became even more bizarre.
Kyle had been essentially

grounded, but he didn’t seem to mind for two
reasons. First he knew he

could sneak out if he desired once his parents
were asleep, and second he

seemed to want to sleep more during the
daylight hours and developed a

heavy appetite for meat, his affinity for it
became inordinate and he grew

to savor each and every bite. Fire could barely
have singed the meat, but it

didn’t seem to matter as he relished each mouth
full.

All these personality changes did cause him
some concern, not to

mention his family. They insisted his nightly
activities had exposed him to

some sort of sickness. They had him checked by
the town doctor but he

found nothing wrong, though he showed intent
curiosity about the marks

on Kyle’s neck.

Kyle continued to see Clarissa despite his
fathers warning, and his

mother’s plea’s that he slow down. He was
living too fast and it seemed to be

affecting him physically. He’d begun to look so
pale that his parents believed

he had fallen ill with some evil disease. They
insisted he stay at home, and

had him examined again by the town doctor whose
diagnosis was fatigue

for which he prescribed plenty of bed rest.
Other then this, the doctor was

at a loss to explain why Kyle always seemed
renewed after each night, but as

the day wore on his stamina seemed to fade.
There was also no explanation

for his growing intolerance for
sunlight.
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His nights away from home at night grew more
frequent to the point his

parent’s stopped trying to keep him home at
night. He’d spend the night with

Clarissa but always managed to make it home
just before dawn. He would

state he was exhausted, and insist he be left
alone in his darkened room.

His escapades hadn’t gone unnoticed by the
town’s elite as well as the

regulars at the church. Doubt about Pastor
Lacey’s ability to head the

church became rumors that gained momentum. Then
came the evening

that tragically and dramatically changed all
their lives.
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Chapter 11

Midnight on a Friday evening found Pastor
Charles Lacey tossing and

turning in troubled sleep. He mumbled and
talked while Eleanor Lacey tried

to soothe him, but something in his spirit
would not let him rest. Finally,

after assuring his wife that he was okay, and
urging her to go back to sleep,

he went down stairs, stoked the embers in the
fireplace, added some wood

and sat in his favorite rocking chair and read
the bible. He was tired, as he’d

spent most of the day on the road returning
from doing a sermon in a town

called Haleyville 25 miles east. It was about
1:30 a.m. when he started to

drift off to sleep and heard a noise that
awakened him. He looked about the

room and noted the front door was slightly
open. Cautiously he scanned

the entire room peering deep into the shadows
but saw nothing.

The room had turned cold which shouldn’t have
been the case with the

heat emanating from the fireplace. He walked
warily over to the front door

and looked outside. He saw nothing and
concluded that somehow he had

failed to make sure the door was locked, and
the wind had pushed it opened.

He would be sure to not let it happen again.
Though he was a pastor, he

knew he had enemies as evidenced by some of the
expressions he occasionally

founded scrawled on the front door of the
church. The misspelling alone

told him of the ignorance of the person who
wrote the words. He would

pray for the poor lost ignorant soul and then
slap on a fresh coat of paint.

Pastor Lacey closed the door and made his way
back toward his chair

to put up his bible, and head back up to bed.
Again he felt the cold, and

this time it chilled him through his robe and
nightshirt penetrating his very

bones. His shoulders shook involuntarily as if
that would rid him of the

icicles and feeling of dread. Then felt a
threat as something inside warned

him of eminent danger. Again he looked about
and from the shadows of
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the stairway peered two red flaming eyes. It
startled him at first and then

calmly said, “come out Marm,” with
disdain.

Ah Pastor Lacey,” said a deep throat voice from
the darkness that

resembled a half growl. “I should have known I
couldn’t frighten such a

stalwart man of of God.”

How can you be in here? I didn’t invite you, so
how can you be in my

home?

“You know Charles you should stop believing
everything you hear.

Besides you did invite me.”

“Never!”

“Do you remember that—that, what do you humans
call it? Ah yes,

house warming. You invited everyone. Well I am
part of everyone. In fact

I’m more of everyone than you’ll ever know, and
growing.”

“You were not here. I would have seen
you!”

“Not if I didn’t want you to Charles and I
didn’t. You see I can hide

myself from you, even if I can’t hide from
him.”

“What’s the matter Marm can’t you say God? Will
it set your tongue

on fire?”

“As usual Charles, your humor is always so
charming.”

“What do you want Marm?”

Is that a challenge I hear in your voice
Charles?”

“Take it as you choose. But say your piece, go
and never come here

again.”

“Ah yes—I have come to ask for a truce between
us.”

“Truce. There is no war between us. Your war is
with God, and thanks

to Jesus Christ it’s a war you and your master
have already lost. I am just

one of his soldiers, you need to talk to him
about a truce—but then again

you can’t!

“Charles, Charles, Charles your humor will get
you just so far, and you

are trying my patience.”

“Good. It seems I still have power over you,”
Lacey countered in a

sarcastic tone.

“Enough! Either you agree to a truce, or suffer
the consequences!” Rekots

Marms eyes flamed even more.

Pastor Lacey stared at the thing before him and
felt anger rise in him but

he controlled it. He knew Marm hadn’t come to
him to make a half-hearted

attempt at peace. There was something else
behind his enemy’s visit, and it

wasn’t just to ask for a truce. Especially when
he knew there was no peace

between darkness and light. He wanted to know
more, but this thing
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had invaded and defiled his home and was now
threatening him and his

family.

They had tangled before, Marm had lost, but
swore vengeance when

next they met!

“Leave now!” Lacey said with a calm simple
finality that told Marm

further talk was futile.

“You fool! The game is over Charles, and you
lose. I have what I want.

What you’ve given me.”

“What are you talking about? We’ve battled
before and you lost.”

“Yes, you defeated my demon, but that wasn’t
me!”

“Another lie Marm! I remember the tracks of the
beast that became

those of a man—or thing. That thing was you,
and as I said, the last time

we met . . ..

“I grant you know him,” Marm raised his eyes
upward and Lacey knew

to whom he was referring, “but the battle isn’t
over and you will never defeat

me!” said Marm barely able to control a flush
of anger. “I would ask one

thing of you Charles before I go.”

“You have got to be out of your demonic mind if
you think I would do

anything for you!”

“It is just the answer to a question. A simple
request that you might

find interesting.”

Lacey didn’t want to hear anymore, he wanted
this wretched thing out of

his home, but the thought of his staunch enemy
asking a favor intrigued him.

Besides hearing what Marm had to say might give
Lacey more insight about

his plans. He knew the best way to defeat an
enemy was to know him.

“Speak.” he said making sure there was
deliberate edge to his voice.

“Ah Charles, you are most generous. But then a
man of your standing

with him, can afford to be.”

“Ask the question or leave, I have no more
patience for this.”

“As you wish. Did you hear of the death of one
of your brothers of the

cloth in a town called Tyler last
year?”

“Yes, he died of a heart attack I’m
told.”

“Not so. I guess lying is not foreign to the
clergy after all, eh Charles.”

“Your point Marm—and quickly I grow weary of
this prattle.”

He didn’t die of a heart attack. He died of me.
The thing I don’t

understand is that he had a cross just as you
have. Yet when he exposed it I

felt only a minor irritation. After a few
moments it didn’t bother me at all.

I slaughtered him with the cross still in his
hands. So why shouldn’t I do the

same thing to you?” Marm stated, taking a
menacing step forward.
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I see, so you want to know how I have the power
to repel you, and cause

you pain. Why would I tell you anything that
might help you overcome

anyone, let alone myself?”

“Oh I don’t know, maybe to lord it over me. Ah,
that hurt,” said Marm

sarcastically and feigning pain.

“You should ask your master. He knows about
defeat because he has

faced it before in heaven at the hands of our
Lord. You and he should get

used to it for you will taste of it again. All
of you will taste bitter dregs before

destruction and fiery eternity,” stated Lacey
with a note of unmistakable

confidence.

“But Charles, the other priest spoke similar
words and was praying when

I took him by the throat!” Marm tried to shock
Lacey with his words.

Each man has his own relationship with God, I
cannot speak for him,

and I’m not him,” replied Lacey with a calm
menace in his voice, “But

since you’re curious let me give you a bible
lesson, that is if you think you

can handle it.”

“Are you about to pray?” asked Marm again
sarcastically.

The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man
availeth much. Why

don’t you wait and see? Surely the great Marm
is not afraid of words yet

unspoken.”

“I fear nothing, especially not you
Charles—proceed!”

“Finally, my brethren, be strong in the Lord
and the power of his might.

Put on the whole amour of God, so ye may be
able to stand against the

wiles of the devil, for we wrestle not against
flesh and blood, but against

principalities, against powers, against the
rulers of the darkness of this

world, against spiritual wickedness in high
places. Wherefore take unto you

the whole armor of God, that ye may be able to
withstand in the day, and

having done all, to stand, stand therefore
having your loins girt about with

truth, and having on the breastplate of
righteousness, and your feet shod

with the preparation of the gospel of peace;
above all, taking the shield of

faith, wherewith ye shall be able to quench all
the fiery darts of the wicked.

And take the helmet of salvation, and the sword
of the Spirit which is the

Word of God.”

The room was silent yet alive with a palpable
energy that grew in intensity

while the two stared back at each other, one
trying to assess the effect of the

words on the other, and that other trying to
comprehend the words that

had been spoken. Finally Marm broke the
silence.
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“Very good Charles—very, very good, you have
memorized scriptures

like a good little puppet,” said
Marm.

Lacey knew from that comment that Marm still
didn’t comprehend the

importance of the words nor did he perceive
their depth of purpose. That

whatever power he had over the demon didn’t
come from his memorization

of scripture, or from him at all. It came from
his faith and the power of the

living word of God; his faith in God through
the authority of Jesus Christ

that gave him the power to rebuke evil, and one
day soon destroy Marm.

“I see that was wasted on you Marm so
go!”

No, no I understood what you said, and I thank
you very much for

enlightening me,” replied Marm, lying feigning
comprehension.

“If you did understand, you’d know your defeat
is inevitable,” responded

Lacey walking about the room keeping his eyes
on the demon, and then he

spoke again. “For though we walk in the flesh,
we no not war after the flesh;

for the weapons of our warfare are not carnal,
but mighty through God to

the pulling down of strongholds.”

“We shall see Charles,” interrupted Marm, “my
master is not without

power himself.”

Then maybe you will ask him how he let himself
be cast out of heaven,”

countered Lacey.

The effect of his words was immediate, and a
darker pallor now colored

the normally anemic face of Marm. His eyes
changed from green, to brilliant

yellow, red, then coal malevolent black. He
took an involuntary step toward

Lacey, but when Lacey moved forward raising his
bible he stopped his

advance.

Lacey opened the front of his robe and reached
inside his shirt to retrieve

the gold cross he always wore there. It had
been blessed and given to him as

a gift from his father. He knew it was not the
source of his power because

that came from God through Christ to him. It
was a symbol and testimony

of the power of Jesus who had died on the cross
and three days later rose

from the dead, breaking the final stronghold of
power that Satan had over

man, and proving he had overcome the problems
of this carnal world. It

was a beacon of faith in God.

Lacey had given one to his wife and son.
Eleanor wore hers, but Kyle

would take his off if it seemed to clash with
his attire or mood. It wasn’t that

he didn’t believe in God, he just hadn’t fully
embraced his parent’s lifestyle.

He hadn’t worn it the night he met
Clarissa.
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“No need for that Charles, I am leaving. But be
warned your defeat is

near, and it will be complete, merciless and
swift. Well at least for you any

way. I haven’t decided about your delicious
black wife, and . . . your son.”

“Get out now demon, and don’t ever return!”
Lacey yelled.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk—temper, temper Charles, God
might not like it.”

Lacey began to pray. The effect was
instantaneous as Marm backed away

letting out a graphic howl of pain. He pulled
his cloak up over his face and

head leaving only his eyes visible. The look in
them left no doubt about his

intentions toward Pastor Charles
Lacey.

“You will pay dearly for this Lacey—pay in
blood and pain you never

thought could exist. Then I’ll take what’s
already mine. Your legacy Charles,

your legacy is mine. We’ve conceived a new
generation, and you will die

unless you fall to your knees before my master
and pledge your allegiance,”

growled Marm. “Your God will let you die just
as he did the other man of

God.”

“Though he slay me I will not forsake him,”
quoted Lacey from the

Bible stepping toward Marm. “It is written that
Jesus spoke thus to your

master, “Get thee hence Satan, for it is
written, “Thou shalt worship the

Lord thy God and him only shalt thou serve.”
Another howl of pain issued

from Marm, “Leave my house demon, by the Word
of God I command it!”

shouts Lacey advancing on Marm with the cross
in front of him, while the

demon gave ground a couple of steps.

“What does he say Charles?” Marm cast his eyes
upward. “Vengeance

is mine!” Rekots Marm let a demonic laugh spew
from his lips as he moved

toward the front door that opened before he
reached it. He stopped in

the doorway and shot an venomous look back at
Lacey. The flames in the

fireplace rose to alarming height and
intensity, sending a blast of heat that

caused Lacey to break out in an instant sweat.
In no time his sleeping shirt

was soaked with sweat.

“We shall see who burns Charles—when next we
meet!”

“Honey—Charles is everything okay?” Eleanor’s
voice sounded at the

top of the stairs.

“Yes, yes go back to bed, I will be right
up.”

Lacey turned back toward the front door, it had
closed, and Marm was

gone. The fire died down instantly and all was,
as it had been. Lacey stood

in silence for a while trying to fathom what
Marm had meant by his last

words for he knew they were the words of God
not Satan. He decided to

pray and ask the Lord to reveal what the demon
meant. He would leave it

in the hands of the God because Lacey knew that
whatever trials or tests
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God allowed him to suffer, he would endure even
unto death. He knew the

Lord had a plan and purpose beyond his human
understanding. He finished

his prayer as Jesus had in the Garden of
Gethsemane “nevertheless not as I

will, but as thou wilt . . . Amen.”

Pastor Lacey looked at the flames in the
fireplace gazing deep into their

flickering light. His mind drifted back to his
last encounter with the demon

known as Rekots Marm. A name that didn’t strike
fear or come with the

classic promise of evil, but nevertheless, the
demon who bore it was one of

the elite of Satan, and a worse bane for
mankind.

It had been almost twenty-three years ago when
he was preaching a

circuit in Virginia. He was allowing his buggy
horse Missy to take them

back home while he got some sleep. He had been
on the go constantly with

very little sleep. His last stop was Mintor’s
Junction, a little town 10 miles

west of Richmond, and 45 miles east from his
home in Freedom, Virginia.

After finishing his Sunday sermon he’d been
invited to stay for dinner and

partake of the monthly church social. The
invitation had come from all,

but it was Mathilda Leggins, a widow of seven
years who had made it her

personal business to see to the pastors needs.
She wasn’t fat but indeed

a large woman of Scandinavian stock, talkative,
but somewhat pleasant

woman. Her attraction to Pastor Lacey was
obvious to all. Every time he

came to town she would step forward boldly and
usher him away from the

other potential maidens in the town. It wasn’t
that Lacey was looking, or

that there was much to choose from, but
Mathilda intended to leave no

room for chance.

She had strawberry blond hair, porcelain skin
and a round somewhat

attractive face. Her 5'10'' voluptuous frame
was accentuated by large

upright breasts, a relatively small waist for
her size and a generous flair to

her hips and buttocks. She, at 32 was
considered matronly having been

unable to find another man after her first
husband died. However, she

didn’t accept that definition of her life. She
had a pleasant personality, and

the encouraging looks and hints she dropped to
men that caught her fancy,

left no doubt that her sexual fires still
burned hot. She was not willing to

accept just any man and the pickings in Tyler
were slim as 75% of the male

population was married or intended. The
remaining 25% were questionable

or steered clear of her. It wasn’t that she was
promiscuous; in fact, she was

quite chaste in that regard. However, she had
been a married woman, and

her husband had been a man of strong sexual
passion and energy equal to

her own. Many times the nights quiet had been
pierced by her passionate
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cries, which would have been a source of some
embarrassment had they not

lived five miles from town.

One of the woman’s best qualities was food.
Heaven knows the woman

could cook, but it was her love of food that
had contributed greatly to the

roundness of her almost 200 lb. frame. The only
saving grace was that she

was six feet tall, which spread the weight into
a more appealing package.

However it was a package which more than
exceeded anything that would

make her desirable to Pastor Lacey. Whenever
she attempted to broach the

subject of a relationship he would hide behind
his ministry, indicating that he

would marry when God provided him with the wife
he selected for him.

“How do you know I’m not the one he is sending
to you?” Mathilda

had asked coyly.

“I will know when I feel it in my spirit.”
Lacey had replied, and then

quickly changed the subject to food.

Mathilda made a decision after the pastor’s
last visit. Even though he

had gently spurned her advances, one way or
another she would have this

man. It wasn’t that she just wanted his flesh,
or had to have him to quench

the fires that consumed her loins. She wanted
this man, all of him at least

once so that she could re-capture the feeling
of being complete at least once

more in her life. Everything about him told her
he was a good man. A man

like her husband had been, and she was
determined not to live the rest of

her life no knowing that kind of love again,
even if it were only for a little

while.

It was about 3:30 p.m. and he knew he should
have headed home then,

but he was tired, and the thought of a good
home cooked meal was a ready

inducement for him to tarry a bit longer. It
was early spring and he knew

he would have a couple more hours of daylight.
He figured to enjoy his

meal, rest a little bit and then head home. He
figured he’d make it home

about eight that evening. He had supped well
and then he spent polite time

conversing with Mathilda so that it didn’t seem
he was eating and running,

but when he checked his silver lined pocket
watch and noted it was almost

5 p.m. he felt he’d stayed too long.

“Well Ms. Leggins, thank you for a great meal,
but I believe it’s time for

me to head home. I want to get there before its
gets too late.”

“Pastor, why do you insist on calling Ms.
Leggins? My name is Mathilda.

My friends call me Hilde. I would think that
after all this time, and
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meals we’ve shared, you could at least consider
me a friend couldn’t you

Charles.”

“I do consider you a friend,” said Lacey with
emphasis on the word

friend, “but I’m also mindful of your position
and mine.”

“I understand of course. Especially when we are
among the other folks,

but they’re gone, and it’s just you and
I.”

“That’s exactly why I’m leaving it would be
unseemly to stay longer.”

“I understand, but I was hoping to share
something special with you.”
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Chapter 12

“Maybe another time Ms. Leggins—Mathilda,” said
Lacey nervously with

a tone of suspicion that was clear.

“You need not be concerned Pastor, it’s
something that belonged to my

husband that I’d like to give to
you.”

“That’s quite unnecessary. Besides it sounds
too personal for you to

share with a stranger.”

“Pastor Lacey that was cruel, and uncalled
for!” said Mathilda in stronger

hurt tones indicating she was
offended.

“I apologize Ms. Leg’—Mathilda, that was not my
intent,” sputtered

Lacey now on the defensive. “I just meant that
something personal between

you and your husband should stay between you
and him.”

“Pastor, you continue to insult me. Here’s what
I wanted to share with

you.”

Mathilda reached into a pocket on her apron and
pulled out a small

whiskey flask, the kind in which spirits of
alcohol were kept. It was flat,

about an inch thick, four inches wide and six
inches long.

“This is what I wanted to share with you. It
was my husbands special

blend . . .”

“I do understand Mathilda, but as you know I
don’t drink whisky.”

“Of course I know Charles,” she said in softer
tones, and referring to

him more personally.

“Here, you take a sniff and I will be right
back.” She handed the flask

to Lacey and went into the kitchen.

Lacey took the flask and examined it. It was a
rich burgundy with

silver-plating with a thin stripe of gold
leading from the bottom of one side

up to the hinged cap. It too was gold, and the
top part of the flask leading

to the neck was inscribed with the letters
M.K.L. “The initials stand for

96 Paul Bennett AKA
Cralion

Maxmillian Kristopher Leggins,” said Mathilda
returning from the kitchen

carrying two coffee cups with saucers and
spoons.

“Open it,” she said.

Lacey turned the cap and gently pulled it free.
It fell back, but was

attached because of the gold hinge. The aroma
of fine coffee touched Lacey’s

nostrils. It was an unusual fragrance but very
pleasant. So this was what she

wanted to share, he thought to himself. He was
a bit embarrassed about

letting his mind leap to conclusions. He felt
obligated to stay and accept

her kind offer. It was the very least he could
do after insulting her, not to

mention the aroma of the coffee promised a very
pleasant experience.

“Forgive me Mathilda, I will be honored to
accept your gracious

invitation. I just hope I can appreciate it as
much as your husband.”

“I’m sure you will, and no apologizes
necessary,” said Mathilda placing

both coffee cups, and the coffee pot on the
table to the side of them.

“I will pour—oh dear me, I forgot the apple
pie.”

“Apple pie, Ms—Mathilda I couldn’t eat another
bite, I’m am

stuffed.”

“Surely there’s room for just a small piece.
That’s what my Max enjoyed

with his special coffee after
dinner.”

“Okay—that will be fine,”

Lacey agreed with reluctance, because he didn’t
want to insult her again,

and she was going out of her way to make things
pleasant. It wouldn’t harm

him to stay a little longer if it gave her
comfort. But he made a silent vow

this would be the last time he would allow
himself to be so easily trapped.

A smile played across his face as he saw
Mathilda disappear into the kitchen

again carrying his cup, a few seconds later she
emerged from the kitchen

carrying a cup, and a small plate topped with a
generous portion of apple

pie. He had to admit that any man who became
her husband would eat well,

not to mention all the other delights she might
bring into his life.

“Here we go,” she said, “hand me the flask
please.”

Lacey watched as she placed two teaspoons of
the finely ground powdery

coffee into his cup. She added hot water,
stirred it, and asked if he took

sugar or cream. He declined saying he preferred
his coffee black. A smile of

approval touched her face because that was the
way her Max liked it. He’d

liked things fresh and raw, including her. But
unlike her husband’s cup, this

one contained something special.

Lacey enjoyed the pie and coffee, and what he
had to admit was a more

pleasant conversation with Mathilda. He felt
more and more at ease, but
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the room seemed to be getting a little warm. It
was still daylight and the

afternoon had not been particularly hot. He
loosened his collar, and opened

the two top buttons of his coat. He decided he
needed to get up and gets

some fresh air, thinking that all this fine
dining, the sermon and the trip

had worn on him more than he realized. He felt
somewhat sleepy, and felt

the fresh air would help revive him for the
trip home.

Lacey rose and began to head toward the door,
but felt unsteady on his

feet. The room seemed to spin a bit and he felt
himself leaning to the left

and began to fall. His momentum was abruptly
halted, and he could feel

Mathilda bracing him up. She was speaking to
him but he could not quite

tell what she was saying. He could feel himself
being moved in some direction

but he wasn’t sure which. He blinked trying to
focus his eyes, but all he

could make out was an entranceway of some kind.
They passed through it,

and he noted the interior of the room they
entered seemed dimly lit by a

lantern on the far wall next to a
bed.

Lacey looked at Mathilda and then back at the
bed, as everything

appeared to be moving in slow motion. He could
hear her saying something

but his befuddled mind couldn’t make out what
she said.

Lacey felt his self being picked up as if he
were a child being cradled in

its mother’s arms. Even in his euphoric state
that seemed amazing because he

was no small man. His face was only a couple of
inches from what appeared

to be a large mound covered in clothing. He
couldn’t quite tell what it was,

but the scent coming from it was intoxicating.
The next thing he thought he

comprehended was being placed gently on the
same bed that had previously

been clear across the room, after that
everything seemed to go dark. He could

still hear some sounds, and felt his body being
shifted, but he couldn’t make

since of it. At one point he felt as if a great
pressure was on him. He seemed

to accommodate for a while aware there was a
rocking motion accompanied

by a warm feeling below his waist, and then it
was gone.

Pastor Lacey didn’t remember anything else
until he felt a gentle prodding

and could hear someone calling his name. He
gradually opened his eyes and

looked into the frightened face of Mathilda
Leggins. He blinked several

times and then his head seemed to clear. He
felt a strange bittersweet taste

in his mouth, and his tongue seemed a little
sluggish. A few seconds passed

then Mathilda’s words began to coalesce in his
mind. He started to move
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but felt a light muscle pain on the inner part
of his upper thigh. He pulled

the sheets up to look, and saw that he had no
underwear on.

“Pastor, pastor, are you okay?” asked
Mathilda.

“I, I think so,” he replied
unsteadily.

“You really scared me. I thought you were
having a seizure of some kind,

but your breathing was good, and you were
talking to me. I figured maybe

all that traveling and the long day had just
been too much for you.”

“Yes—yes maybe that was it,” he responded,
rising slowly with her

assistance. It was then that he noticed he
except for his undershirt, he had

nothing else on. He immediately grabbed the bed
covers and pulled them

up to his chin to cover his
embarrassment.

“Where are my clothes?” he said in a polite but
obviously irritated

voice.

“You seemed to be having trouble breathing so I
took your shirt and

coat off. They are hanging over there on the
peg on the door.”

“I’m sorry, but I had to take them off. You
were so . . .”

“What—what! What did you do woman?” There was
no restraint in his

voice this time. Pastor Charles Lacey was
angry, and scared. Angry that may

have happened to compromise his beliefs, and
dishonor this woman.

“You spilled hot coffee all over your pants.
You were angry at yourself,

and stumbling about.”

“Where on my pants?” he almost
shouted.

“I washed them and hung them . . .”

“You didn’t hang them outside. Please say you
didn’t do that.”

“No Pastor, I’m not stupid despite of what you
might think.”

“I didn’t mean to imply that, and you know it,”
Lacey felt himself being

put on the defensive again but stood his
ground.

“Where are my pants?”

“I hung them in the living room before the
fireplace. They are about

dry by now.”

“Now, now! What time is it?”

“Close to a quarter after 7 I
expect.”

“Oh my God,” cried Lacy starting to get up,
then realizing he was still

undressed.

“I understand the removal of my pants, but why
my, my—well you

know?”

“Pastor the coffee in your cup was scalding
hot. When you went to

get up, you spilled it in your lap. I had to
check you for burns. It’s a good

thing I did because you had a nice size blister
forming. It’s a good thing I
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have my mother’s burn potion handy or you would
be in quite a fix trying

to walk about now.”

“But that means you saw me—like . . .
naked!”

“Sorry pastor, but I had no choice. You passed
out so you couldn’t

undress yourself. I carried you into the room
and—well it ain’t like I haven’t

I seen a naked man before,” Mathilda began to
sputter trying to explain

her actions.

“Ms. Leggins—Mathilda, could you kindly fetch
my pants, and then

leave me alone so I can get dressed!” asked
Lacey in constrained tones.

“Of course, I’ll fetch them right
away.”

Lacey didn’t want to hear anymore. At least he
hadn’t done anything

for which he need be ashamed, and that was all
that mattered. He looked

again at the large bandage that was wrapped
around his upper right thigh.

There was pain there, but not as bad as it
should have been. A sigh of relief

escaped his lips.

Pastor Lacey was still a bit under the
influence, but even in this state of

mind he noticed there was a bit more
acquiescence in Mathilda’s tone and

manner. She seemed less certain, even showing a
reserved and more humble

side of herself that he’d not seen before. It
was like a child who had done

something wrong and was being nice, doing
everything possible to keep

from being punished.

He didn’t have time to dwell on the subject as
Mathilda re-entered the

room with his pants. She looked at them
longingly for a couple of seconds,

handed them to him and then backed out of the
room with her eyes fixed

on his. Pastor Lacey dressed in record time,
and tried to hurry his good by,

but Mathilda insisted on a hug which she took
full advantage of followed

by a peck on the cheek.

“Thank you for all that you’ve given me,” she
said wit a gentle smile.

“What do you mean, it was you that kindly
shared her table with

me.”

“That’s what I meant Pastor. You brought some
company and warmth

to a lonely widow. Thank you again.”
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Chapter 13

Lacey could sense something was different, but
he couldn’t put his finger on

it. He concluded that he would give it some
thought later, but for now he

had to get going. There was a long way, and a
lot of darkness between him

and home. The trip home would take at least
three hours that would get

him home around 10 o’clock. The arrival time
didn’t bother him, it was the

fact that the road he had to travel through a
very dense area of woods. The

trees were layered thickly with leaves and
overhanging vine like branches. It

was noted that in some parts of this forest the
trees were so tall and heavily

populated with foliage that it almost blotted
the light of the sun. Only a

few slivers of light managed to penetrate to
the forest floor, and give light

to some of its inhabitants.

Even this didn’t worry Charles Lacey as much as
the strange sounds and

sense of foreboding that came over him each
time he passed a particular

section of the woods. There were weird noises,
wild cries and other sounds he

believed to be the growls and roars of some
beast. Nothing he could identify

as belonging to any of the creatures that were
supposed to be indigenous

to those woods. It was about 15 miles from his
home, and every time he

passed through the area he felt as if someone,
or something was following

him. Sometimes he thought he saw a hulking
figure with flaming red eyes

stalking in the dust several yards behind his
buggy. Other times he thought

he heard something crashing through the
undergrowth paralleling his trek

down the road.

Each time he would pray, and tap his horse
Missy with the reins urging

her to move a little faster. The funny thing
was Missy had a mind of her

own, and didn’t want to move at a pace faster
than she enjoyed. However,

when it came to this particular part of the
woods she didn’t need a lot of
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urging to move her 12-year old bulk faster. In
fact, there had been times

when she had broken into a gallop when several
of those strange noises

echoed from the forest.

Lacey bid Mathilda farewell despite her
objections to the late hour that

he was leaving, and her invitation to partake
of the settee in the living room.

As tired as Lacey was he wanted to accept her
invitation, but the thought

of it looking inappropriate forced him to
forego the offer. He also thought

he detected a rather suggestive manner, and the
gleam in eyes made him

wonder if she had an ulterior
motive.

He shook her hand and thanked her for the meal,
then mounted his

buggy and turned Missy toward home. He sang
spirituals and recited

scripture for the first hour, but fatigue
finally caught up with him. He

decided to take a quick nap, purposing in his
mind to wake up before they

reached that area of the woods he’d named the
“devil’s yard.”

Charles Lacey was more fatigued than he knew.
He had snuggled down

to one side of his black high top buggy leaning
against one of the frames

that supported the canopy. It wasn’t long
before he was sleep. Missy knew

the way, and this wouldn’t be the first time he
she’d taken them home.

Lacey was startled awake by savage snarl that
sounded close. Closer than

it had ever been before. Silence followed, and
the air seemed to stand still

yet was thick with a foul stench. It was an
acrid odor that caused his eyes to

water for a few seconds and then the pungent
odor took on a sickly smell.

It reminded Charles of the wind that blew over
a cemetery gathering the

air of the dead as it passed. Yes! It smelled
like death.

It would have been pitch black accept for the
full moon that was veiled

off and on by passing clouds. It’s light
reflected off the hanging vines giving

them and eerie appearance like many wrinkled
fingers just waiting to snare a

passing victim. Suddenly the silence was broken
by the terrified scream of a

man. At least Lacey thought it was a man
because there was another savage

growl, and then the man’s cry was cut short.
Lacey halted Missy who began to

stomp and whinny with obvious fear. He peered
nervously into the darkness

of the dense brush trying to pierce it and
locate the author of those cries.

His efforts were futile so he listened intently
and heard something moving

rapidly through the shrubbery. He could also
tell that whatever it was, it
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was being followed. Again there was a scream,
and then a gurgling sound

as if someone were drowning; following by a
menacing howl that sounded

like a wolf, but it couldn’t be, not in this
part of the country.

The sounds seemed to be moving in Lacey’s
direction. He turned to

whip Missy into a full gallop when he saw a man
stagger from the woods

holding his throat. Lacey could see what he
perceived to be blood oozing

from between his fingers. The man stumbled
forward until he recognized that

another human being was in front of him. His
hands gestured imploringly

for help, and it was then that Pastor Lacey
could see a huge rip in the mans

throat. The jagged edges of ripped flesh that
should have covered his throat

was now a huge gaping hole. Blood gushed freely
from the wound and

soaked the front of his shirt. He staggered
forward a few steps, and heard

a malevolent snarl.

Suddenly blazing red eyes appeared behind the
man, who looked over

his shoulder and saw the apparition that was
clearly visible to him, but only

a huge hulking shadow to Lacey. The man’s
movements became jerky and

convulsive as he tried to move faster to escape
the thing behind him. He

stumbled, fell but was up quickly trying to
speak imploring Lacey for help.

The gash in his throat only allowed him to a
gurgling sound as he choked

on his own blood.

The thing glared at him with an evil that was
unmistakable to Lacey.

Whatever this thing was, it didn’t belong to
any species of this or any other

forest. It didn’t move it just glared, but this
time its gaze fell on Lacey, and

an earth-shattering roar came forth as its’
opened mouth revealed a maw

filled with razor sharp teeth.

Lacey didn’t know if it was because its prey
was escaping or because it had

found another meal. Lacey’s impulse was to
flee, and he started to crack his

whip over Missy to make her flee, but then
there was the man. He couldn’t

leave the man to the mercy of this
beast.

“Come on!” he yelled reaching for the man, and
he beginning to pray

out loud. “The Lord is my shepherd I shall not
want,” was the beginning

of the Lords prayer. The creature stopped it’s
growling and again stared at

him. Once the words of the prayer reached it,
it began to howl as if in pain.

Its taloned hands went to the side of its head,
and it tried to cover its ears

writhing in pain. It moved back toward the
dense undergrowth it’s howling
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now turning back to menacing growls. This made
Lacey pray even louder as

he reached down to help the nearly exhausted
man into the carriage.

Once the man was aboard he cracked the whip,
and the already terrified

animal took off at a gallop reaching speeds
that one would guess had long

since escaped her aging legs. Seconds seemed
like hours as they flew through

the night until the finally passed beyond the
rim of the forest. The moonlight

was now brilliant and Lacey could see. He
looked behind them as he’d done

several times before, but saw no sign of
pursuit by the creature. He looked

down at the man and could see that he was dead.
Lacey slowed Missy to

a walk and then reached inside the carriage
canopy and found the blanket

he always kept there for cold nights. He
covered the man and continued

home.

It was about 10:30 p.m. when he arrived home.
He took the man’s body

inside the barn and laid it in the stall next
to Missy. He said a prayer over

the body. He would contact the local magistrate
in the morning to have

him claim the body.

He then turned his attention to caring for his
horse not neglecting to

express his appreciation for her role in their
escape from the creature. He

made sure she had water and an extra helping of
oats to acknowledge that

she had more than done her part and he loved
her.

As Charles rubbed down his animal he thought
back over the nights

events. One fact that stood out was the
creature’s reactions when Lacey

began to pray. Lacey knew that what he had seen
was not an ordinary

animal, and a chill ran through his body at the
thought of what it might

be. He finished his grooming of Missy, secured
the barn door and made his

way to the house.

It was about 11:20 p.m. when Lacey finally
crawled into bed. He had

made sure the front and back doors to his
two-room house was double bolted

with a chair propped against it. When his head
hit the pillow he was asleep,

but even in his fatigue the vision of what he’d
seen played havoc with his

attempt to rest. It was about 8 a.m. when he
awoke, which was two hours

passed the norm for him to rise. After cleaning
up, eating some breakfast

of coffee, bacon and eggs he headed for the
front door intending of going

to the barn to hitch up Missy for the trip to
town to get the constable. He

opened the front door and was greeted by the
most grisly sight he ever
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encountered in his life. It was the half
devoured body of the man he’d left

in the barn the night before. It was hanging up
side down and had been

savagely decapitated. The stomach had been
ripped opened and the man

was disemboweled.

Flies, gnats and the like had congregated on
the body, and the smell was

sickening. There was a thick mass of gore and
entrails on the wooden porch

under the hanging body. Charles covered his
mouth and turned falling back

against the door. He then moved quickly to the
side of the porch where he

vomited up all the breakfast he’d just eaten.
He heaved until he felt as if

his guts would dislodge and spew out on to the
ground. Finally he stopped

puking and was about to go back inside to get a
towel to clean up and that’s

when he saw the thing on his front door. It was
the symbol of an upside down

cross, with a serpent under it. The reptile’s
eye’s glowed with an unnatural

iridescence and its mouth gaped wide exposing
deadly fangs. All this was

scrawled using the blood of the dead
man.

Pastor Lacey felt weak for a moment and
stumbled slightly. He made his

way inside and over to the washbasin. He poured
in fresh water, and began

to refresh himself rinsing his mouth out to
remove the foul taste left by his

regurgitating. He then made his way to his bed
and flopped down where

he sat for several minutes looking at the
grotesque image framed by his still

open door. He couldn’t fathom what kind of man
or beast could do such a

horrific thing. He then corrected his thoughts
knowing that whatever did

this was not a beast, at least not a normal
one. It was obvious that if a man

did this he was demented beyond all capacity
for reason, and the drawing

of those symbols on his door was further
evidence of a deranged mind.

Lacey had never been so frightened in his life,
and were it not for the

fact that he had a greater faith in God, than
himself he surely would have

heeded this obvious warning, and fled the area
as quickly as possible. But

his name was not just Charles Lacey; it was
Pastor Charles Lacey, a man of

faith, and a man of God. He believed the Lord
was his shield and protector.

If this was a test of some kind, or his first
actual confrontation with the forces

of darkness he was determined to fight back! He
wasn’t foolish enough to

think that he could do it in his own strength.
He knew the scriptures what

he could be contending against was not born of
human flesh and blood. It

was a product of the dark spirit of Satan, and
the only way he could fight it
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was through the power of God. If it meant
sacrificing his life for the greater

glory of God . . . so be it!

Lacey went through the door and found the knot
on the rope holding the

body. He started to release it when he noticed
bloody footprints that started

on the wooden porch then proceeded to the
ground in the direction of the

barn. They weren’t the footprints of any animal
he knew. They were almost

twice the size of his feet, indicating that
whatever made them was much

larger than him, and Lacey was a big man
standing 6'1'', 195 pounds.

Pastor Lacey followed the tracks but the
realization of what he may

encounter made him slow his pace as he reached
the barn door. Cautiously

he opened the door and peered into the darkened
interior, but saw nothing.

He reached down and picked up an axe still
lodged in a piece of wood he

worked on before. Thus armed he approached the
entrance and hesitated

a few moments trying to formulate how he could
sneak quietly inside. He

didn’t know what he’d encounter, or even if his
weapon would be any good

against whatever awaited him, but he went any
way and mouthed a prayer

as he did.

Slowly he peeked around the corner of the barn
door. He saw nothing

and after a deep breath to help him screw up
his courage, he slip inside axe

at the ready. He hugged the wall until his eyes
adjusted to the darker interior

as he scanned the entire area and saw
nothing.

Cautiously he moved across to the stall were
he’d put the body the night

before. There another grisly sight met his
eyes. The head of the man had

been impaled on a pitchfork, and was facing him
as he approached. Even

more bizarre was the fact that the eyes were
open wide with a look of terror

still in them. It was as if the man had seen
death coming. Lacey knew that

was impossible because he had closed the man’s
eyes when they were still

on the road the night before.

It was then that Lacey heard a weak whinny. He
went around quickly

to the stall of Missy. She was down, and Lacey
could see five red lines along

her right flank oozing blood. He moved in close
and could see the lines were

deep lacerations and by the amount of blood on
the strawed floor he knew

Missy had lost a significant amount of blood.
He moved to the front of the

downed animal and she lifted her head greeting
him with a soft whimper.

Lacey talked to her soothingly for a few
moments calmly assuring her she

would be okay. He found a bucket then went to
the well retrieving fresh
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water. He then went to the house and found some
old sheets that he tore

into bandages, grabbed some medicine and
hurried back to the barn to

tend Missy’s wounds.

All the while he worked his anger surfaced, and
he mouthed angry

thoughts of retribution on the thing on who or
whatever had so cruelly

treated his animal, his friend. By the time he
finished his anger had cooled,

and better sense prevailed. He remembered Gods
words from the scriptures,

“vengeance is mine. I shall repay!”

“Whoever, or whatever you are you will pay!” he
said out loud. He then

went to Missy’s head.

“Okay now girl, you’ve have got to get up.
You’ve got to get to your

feet, you’ve been down too long and things will
only get worse if you stay

down.”

It took a few minutes of tough coaxing to get
the weak animal to her

feet, but finally she was up and he fetched her
some water and oats. At first

she was reluctant to eat, but her thirst was
something she could not resist.

Charles talked and soothed her until she
finally began to feed.

Lacey was about to leave her when he noted the
tracks of the creature

again. They led to the back door of the barn.
There he found the same

symbol on the back door that was on the front
door of his cabin. The tracks

led from the door, across the backfield, and
the trees beyond. Then Lacey

saw something that sent a shiver of fear
through his entire being. At a spot

about 20 yards from the barn and a few paces
from entering the woods,

the tracks suddenly changed from those of a
creature, to those of a man.

Lacey shook his head and wiped his eyes, not
wanting believe what they’d

seen. The footprints were not as large as that
of the beast, but there was no

doubt that they belonged to a man. A big man if
these footprints were any

indication. Lacey’s intellect told him this was
impossible, but he could not

deny what his eyes saw. Whatever it was could
not be only a man; it had to

be something more.

One thing he knew now for sure, the symbols on
the doors was a warning,

possibly from the creature he’d seen on the
road. It was a warning to stay

out of its business. If it had wanted to kill
him it could have done so during

the night, but it had another purpose, and was
telling Lacey to stay out of

the way, or it would return for him. There was
also the possibility it feared

him, but Lacey couldn’t count on
that.
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Chapter 14

Lacey made his way back to the front of his
home. He got his coat and walked

the mile into town to get the constable. When
he arrived at the constable’s

office he told his incredible story to
skeptical ears. At first Constable Mitchell

Albright and his deputy ridiculed him saying he
had lost his mind. Neither

one of them were staunch believers in the Bible
so Lacey’s words had no

importance for them.

Finally his insistence persuaded them that they
should at least go and see

what this man was babbling about. They mounted
their horses, borrowed

one for Lacey and they all headed back to his
place. Upon arriving the sight

that greeted the constables eyes shocked and
scared him for a few moments.

His young stripling of a deputy Julius Caine
threw up spilling the mess

over himself, his saddle and over the withers
of his horse that didn’t seem

to appreciate the stench it made.

Albright was just barely able to restrain the
contents of his stomach

himself and after putting a handkerchief over
his nose and mouth he

approached the body. He could hardly believe
what had been done to it,

and he clearly didn’t understand the meaning of
the writing in blood on

the door. At first he looked at Lacey with a
suspicious eye. The man was

relatively new to the area having only been
there approximately six months.

He gave sermons on the Sundays when he was in
town; otherwise he was

supposedly out on his preaching circuit. He was
cordial, always ready to

help, but not very sociable by Albrights
definition of the word. However,

he’d neither heard, nor seen anything bad or
suspicious about the man so

he gave him the benefit of the doubt. Besides,
what kind of man, pastor

or not, could commit such a heinous crime, let
alone come get the law to

witness his work.
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Albright told Caine to cut down the body while
he went with Lacey to

look at the tracks, and the strange find behind
the barn. Afterwards he and

Lacey returned to the front of the house and
continued discussing what

they’d seen.

“Preacher do you have an old blanket or
something we can wrap the

body in?” inquired Albright.

“In the barn in the stall next to my horse, I
had wrapped the man in it

last night.”

“Caine, go fetch it, and wrap this, this in it.
And don’t forget the head

in the barn.”

“But I just cut him down,” objected
Caine.

“Boy—do as I say now!”

Caine scurried to do as he was told, but the
expression on his face plus

the mumbling under his breath said he was upset
at the task that had befallen

him. Just looking at the mutilated body and the
head in the barn almost

made him renew his bout with
vomiting.

Albright went back to examine the symbol on the
door. He couldn’t

figure it out and turned to Lacey hoping the
preacher some insight.

“Got any idea what this means?” he
inquired.

“I’m not sure, but I do believe it’s a warning
of some kind,”

“How you figure that?”

“Whatever made this,” Lacey was interrupted by
Albright

“What do you mean whatever? Some man did this.
He is sicker in’ sin,

but it was a man!”

Whatever you say constable, but nevertheless I
believe this is warning

of bad things to come.” finished
Lacey.

“Why?”

“Constable, whatever, or whoever did that could
have just as easily killed

me in my sleep. Instead it strung up the man I
had found along the road

last night, decapitated . . ..

“Decapi—what?”

“Decapitated means cut off his head, and
disemboweled him, gutted

him on my doorstep. Slashed my horse, and left
without touching me.

Why I don’t know, but what it did to Missy, and
these symbols tell me

that this is a warning.”

“Why warn you? Who have you pissed off
preacher?”
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“No one that I’m aware of sir, but I don’t
think this warning was from

any . . . man,” Lacey said
reluctantly.

Deputy Caine returned and began to roll the
body in the blanket. Lacey

and Albright moved out of his way and continued
their conversation inside

the cabin. Albright stared straight at
Lacey.

“What kind of bull are you trying to feed me
preacher. Don’t start talking

’bout devils and demons to me. I know you teach
that slop in church, but

I ain’t in your congregation, and I don’t buy
the stuff any way.”

“It’s your choice to believe or not believe
Gods word is up to you, but it

doesn’t change the fact that he exists, and so
does Satan. Just like God has

angels, Satan has demons to do his bidding. How
do you explain all this,

and the tracks behind the barn?”

“I ain’t gonna try. I know there is some crazy
running loose out here.

I’m gonna catch him, hang ’em, and that will be
the end of it.”

“Albright, did you not hear what I said about
how I came across that

poor man, and what I saw?”

“Yeah I heard ya and I no more believe you now,
then I did then. You

saw a bear or something in the shadows, that
all.”

“Are you calling me a liar?” said Lacey with a
tone of indignation.

“Hold on to your collar preacher. I ain’t
sayin’ you lied. I think you just

believe you saw something that you didn’t. You
said yourself that you had

been asleep. Maybe you dreamed it.”

“Then how do you explain that?” countered Lacey
pointing at the body

outside his door.

“I cain’t yet, but believe you me there is a
good explanation, and I’ll find

it. And it won’t be a beady eyed demon in the
night killin’ folks.”

“Constable, have you any reports of any missing
persons or animals?”

“Well—not lately. About a month or so ago there
was some reports of

missing stock, and old Simon Festus back east
of town told me his prize

sow had been taken. We found it, or what was
left of it a few hours later.

It had been ripped apart, half eaten but that
was the work of a bear, big cat

or somethin’.”

“After seeing this are you sure it wasn’t that
. . . somethin’ constable?”

“Now look preacher,” frustration captured
Albrights face, “don’t go

spreadin’ lies and making things worse than
they is. I don’t need a town full

of panicked folk. I’ll get together a posse and
we’ll come back out here, and

start tracking this thing,” Albright said with
finality.
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He got up and shouted to Caine to put the body
on the extra horse the

preacher had ridden. He saw the boy struggling
to raise the body onto the

horses back gave a deep sigh mumbling how
useless Caine was. He went

and helped him load the body onto the horse and
both mounted.

“I’ll be back in a couple of hours with some
men. In the mean time you

mind what I said preacher.”

Pastor Lacey went about cleaning the gore and
guts from his porch.

He washed away the bloody symbol on his door,
and for the first time that

morning noticed the little seven—inch wooden
cross he’d hung from the

wooden parapet that extended from his cabin
covering the porch. It was

made of the same color as the wood of his home
and blended in if one wasn’t

paying close attention. He wondered if it, or
what it represented was the

reason he was still alive. If his suspicions
were correct about the creature it

would be back.

Lacey reached inside his shirt and pulled out
the three inch golden cross

that his father had given him when he graduated
from seminary school. His

father was a devout man of God. His pride in
his son Charles for having

answered his calling to become a pastor gave
him no end to his pride in his

son until the day he passed. Charles mother had
followed shortly thereafter,

but before their demise they had told them how
happy he’d made them. It

had made him happy because he believed he was
called to do God’s work.

Pastor Lacey looked down at the symbol of his
faith and put it away.
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Chapter 15

Constable Albright and a contingent of about 10
men returned later than

he’d said. It was nearly five o’clock when they
arrived, and the look on

Albrights face said he was none to
happy.

“Sorry ’bout the time preacher, but some other
things come up since

I left you.”

“Anything you care to share?”

“Well, there was some more killins’ last night.
It weren’t any persons,

but more live stock was found butchered. There
were some more of those

strange tracks around the bodies.”

“Constable Albright I think I’m gonna go along
with you. Have you

got an extra horse?”

“What’s the matter preacher you scared? Ain’t
you sure your God will

take care of ya?”

“Constable—I have a feeling you may need my
help before this is

over.”

“Climb up behind Caine here and let’s get
going. You’ll be safe enough,”

replied Albright with a hint of
sarcasm.

The party of men started their search from
behind Lacey’s barn. At first

they searched as a group, but when the main
tracks appeared to disappear

as they entered the woods Albright split the
men into groups of three to

widen the search pattern. They would pick up
the trail only to lose it a few

yards later. The men were dogged in their
determination to find this thing

before another day dawned. Whatever it was it
was dangerous and there

were a lot of women and children living in
Freedom.

Darkness fell and torches were lit so they
could continue the search. It

was about 9 p.m. the moon was high but faded in
and out behind passing

clouds. Albright announced they were through
for the night, and they could
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take up the hunt in the morning. Their search
had taken them on the side

of town opposite of Lacey’s place. They would
have to go through town on

the way back to drop him off. As they
approached the town they could see

the half finished structure of the new church
the town council had voted

was needed so a proper Sunday service could be
conducted in Freedom.

They were a couple of hundred yards from the
structure as they exited the

woods, and about 50 yards from getting back on
the main road leading into

town when the creature struck.

One of the men in the party had fallen asleep
in the saddle. His horse

simply followed the group, but had begun to lag
behind. There came a

strange acrid odor that began to sting their
eyes, but before they could do

anything there was a horrific noise. They all
heard the sound, a deafening

roar that snapped them all to full alert. They
looked back in time to see

something flash from the underbrush into the
moonlight reached for their

lagging companion. They didn’t know what it
was, but all knew that it wasn’t

a man. The sleeping man’s horse reared throwing
the startled rider to the

ground on his back with a heavy thud. He was
stunned but aware that he was

in trouble. Instinctively he reached for his
pistol but it was too late. A paw

that had clawed fingers armed with four-inch
razor sharp claws ripped across

his face and head nearly severing it from the
body. His scream died almost

before it started as the flesh of his neck was
torn from his shoulders.

The thing reached for the hapless man, locked
its claws in his shoulders

and began to drag him back towards the woods.
It looked back at the

stunned men throwing a warning growl at them
that said it would brook

no interference.

The men of the posse had been struck
motionless, as if they were in a

trance. It was the brother of the now dead man
who first broke from the

hypnotic state. He let out an anguished yell of
pain, raised his rifle and fired

at the receding creature. He fired in haste and
rage so his shot went awry.

He spurred his horse toward the creature
drawing his pistol as he rode,

letting out some incomprehensible battle cry
that had probably marked the

genealogy of his family for generations. Who
would know, and he would

never be able to tell because as he closed on
the thing firing several shots,

the creature attacked. It charged on all fours
like a bull and with similar

speed. When it was close enough it reared on
its hind legs the claw’s of its

feet digging into the ground and spread it’s
arms wide displaying hooked

talons that glistened in the fading
light.
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Now all of them could see it. It was huge
standing 7 to 8 feet tall weighing

at least 400 to 500 pounds. It’s eyes were
flaming beacons of red and yellow

fire. Its mouth opened wide revealing a cavern
filled with razor sharp teeth.

A black and red tri-tipped tongue flashed in
and out of its mouth in an

agitated fashion as it waited on the charging
man and horse. At the last

second the thing leaped high into the air and
sideways whipping an arm

at the startled man. The next instant the man
no longer had a head. The

terrified horse continued into the woods
carrying its headless rider until the

body tumbled to the ground.

Albright took careful aim and fired. The bullet
struck the creature in the

left shoulder. It howled in pain and turned to
face the men with a snarling

visage more horrible than any of them could
imagine. Albright’s shot was

the signal to attack so the men all began to
fire. A volley of lead sprayed the

creature, most of the missiles missing their
target but several struck true.

Blood began to pour from a half dozen wounds in
the things chest,

torso and legs. The creatures was knocked
backwards a couple of steps

by the impact of the pellets, but that was all.
Its roars became even more

deafening, and then it charged barreling down
the men and horses with

speed defying its bulk.

The men all had single shot rifles, and it was
obvious only a few of them

would have time to reload before the thing
would be upon them. As if of

one mind they all pulled their pistols and
began firing at the thing rushing

toward them like a freight train from
hell.

“Run!” shouted Albright but it was too late for
one of the men. As he

wheeled his horse to flee the creature launched
itself through the air a full

20 paces away. It landed on the back of the
horses and ripped the man from

the saddle, tearing him apart as they fell to
the ground. At this point all hell

broke loose. Men were firing wildly; horses
bucked and reared fighting the

bits in their mouths in a panicked effort to
flee. The men tried to control

them while at the same time firing at the
creature that was still savagely

mauling the remains their companion. One of the
bullets struck Ned Fingers

in the head killing him instantly. His lifeless
body fell from his horse just a

few feet from the creature, but it didn’t
molest it. It only hunted live prey!

Young Caine’s horse reared and the boy lost his
balance falling to the

ground taking Pastor Lacey with him. They had
been behind the main
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group of men so when they hit the ground they
were about 50 yards from

the creature.

As if alerted by sound of the two men hitting
the ground, the creature’s

head snapped in their direction. Lacey was the
first to see the thing glaring

at them, and he knew he had seen those same
eyes the night before. It was

the same creature that had attacked and killed
the man on the road! Lacey

reached inside his shirt and pulled out the
gold cross and began to pray.

The creature was again charging, but when it
got close the effect was

dramatic and almost instantaneous. It howled in
pain and backed up afew

steps. The men on horse back saw this as a sign
of encouragement and

renewed their fire on the creature. Lacey knew
their bullets wouldn’t stop it,

at least not for long. The only thing that
stood between them and it was the

cross and prayer. Even that would not protect
them for long because they

were all spread out. He looked over his left
shoulder and saw the outline

of the church. It already had a cross on top of
the roof, and he figured that

once inside the bounds of this sanctuary they
would be safe. He raised his

voice and shouted over the noise and clamor. He
yelled for everyone to get

behind him, and they would make their way to
the church.

Young Caine only heard the words church. He
looked at the incomplete

structure and took off on foot sprinting as
fast as his 18-year old legs could

carry him. Unfortunately that wasn’t fast
enough. The creature spotted the

fleeing youth and went after him. He gave Lacey
a wide berth then fell in a

rapid pursuit closing ground quickly on the
terrified half child, half man.

Like herd animals that run when one of their
members takes flight from

danger, the rest of the men fled after Caine.
All the while they kept firing

at the creature that was now ahead of them and
paralleling the road. Their

mounts made up the distance between them and
the creature quickly, but

not as quickly as he was gaining on Caine. The
boy kept looking over his

shoulder that served only to slow him down, and
with each glance death

drew closer. Caine’s foot caught on a rise in
the road and he went down

hard. The creature launched itself through the
air and landed. Massive fangs

sank deep into the boy’s skull. He screamed in
agony but that was quickly

silenced when his neck snapped as his head was
torn from the body.
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The horsemen flashed by maneuvering their
mounts around the creature

that was hovering over the dead boy. Albright
guided his horse toward the

creature firing as he rode to the rescue
knowing the boy was already dead.

Albright thought of the cruel things he had
said to the boy and regret

flashed through his mind. He really loved the
boy like the son he’d never

been fortunate enough to have. His words and
actions toward the boy were

meant to make him tough. He was grooming him
for the day when he

would take over Albright’s job as Constable. He
hoped the boy knew he

truly cared for him.

One of the reins on Albrights horse broke and
the mount was out of his

control, running on it’s own. Instead of the
frightened animal trying to go

around the creature it leaped skyward
attempting to jump over the thing

in its path. As it did talons sunk deep into
its belly and ripped backwards

toward the animal’s hindquarters. This all but
disemboweled the hapless

animal, and when it landed, it stumbled and
fell throwing Albright to the

ground. The horse flailed its legs wildly
trying to rise, but it was dying and

would never rise again.

Albright rolled to his back and looked for the
creature. He saw it only

a few feet away and attempted to rise, but he
heard a sickening snap as his

right leg gave way. The fall from the horse had
partially broken his leg, and

when he attempted to rise, the break was
completed.

The creature rose to its full stature with the
head of young Caine still in

its mouth as blood oozed from the lifeless
eyes. The creature casually reached

with one clawed hand and removed the head from
its mouth like someone

dislodging a piece of chicken from between a
tooth. It started walking toward

Albright with obvious assuredness that this
would be an easy kill.

Albright searched about for his weapon and
spotted it a few feet from

him. He pulled himself toward it, grabbed the
butt of the weapon and turned

to face the creature now straddling him. Its
mouth was open releasing many

long stringy drools of saliva and foam that
dropped down hitting Albright

in the face. Albright cocked the hammer of his
weapon and fired. The bullet

struck the creature under the chin snapping its
head back causing it to let

out a furious growl and stumble backwards a
coupe of steps . . . but that was

all it did. The thing looked down at the puny
man then reached for him.

“No! Stop!”
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Pastor Lacey had stood his ground with his
cross outstretched as the rest

of the men made their way to the church. They
scrambled from their horses

and hurried onto the wooden floor foundation of
the incomplete church.

Lacey stood his ground, chest heaving with the
exertion of his running

to reach the boy and Albright. Sweat poured off
his face as he came up

behind the creature just as it was about to
deal a horrible death to Albright

shouting to get the beast’s attention. He then
he began to pray.

The brute looked at the man before him and saw
the cross. Then there

was pain. Familiar hurt that it had felt the
night before seized its body as

the man spoke the words of a prayer. The
creature recognized the man in

front of it and decided it was time to destroy
its enemy.

It took a couple of steps toward Lacey and the
pain in its head grew

worse. It howled grabbing its head but still
advanced toward the pastor

stumbling as it vainly attempted to cover its
ears.

Lacey’s prayers became louder as he called upon
the might and power

of the Lord Jesus to rebuke the creature. His
prayers were answered as the

pain ripped through the things head until
making it scream in agony. It

stopped moving forward still snarling in
defiance as it dropped to all fours

and took off in the direction of the
church.

The men at the church saw it coming and
scurried for a place to

hide, but there was none. One was so scared
that he defecated on himself.

Another vomited but none left the confines of
the invisible church walls.

They huddled together their screams and yells
blasting the night air. As

the creature approached it veered to the right
to avoid the structure once it

spotted the cross on top of the
church.

It was then that Bentley Marsh, the owner of
the general store, lost his

nerve. He broke from the crowd bunched at the
south end of the church

and tried to run for home. He was 47 years old,
over weight and in no

condition to run 20 yards let alone the 100 or
so yards to the front of his

store, which he lived above. The creature saw
the man and changed direction

to intercept the foolish man.
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Chapter 16

John Quincy Washington aka William Ketchel
Trice was the only black

man in the entire town of Freedom. He saw the
man who’d come to be his

friend running for his life. He had known the
man for the last 3 years, and

never had Marsh treated him as less than a man.
Never made him feel like

a slave, and a slave he had been. Trice stepped
off the wooden foundation

directly in the path of oncoming destruction.
He would fight to save his

friend, and if necessary die.

William Ketchel Trice had been born a slave on
the plantation of Ketchel

Bouregard Trice. He had been given his freedom
after fighting for 2 years in

make shift arena’s representing the plantation
owner’s version of gladiatorial

games. A deplorable practice recreated by a
group of rich slave owners in

Alabama to spice up their depraved cravings for
gambling. Trice, like many

male slaves in those days, had been trained to
fight. Some had even been

bred for this life, if it could be called that.
They fought to make money for

their masters . . . and to stay
alive.

William Ketchel Trice so named by his slave
master Ketchel Trice when

he was but five years old. It was common
knowledge that Ketchel Trice had

bedded one particular slave wench that caught
his fancy more than the others.

Their union had produced a fine baby boy who
had a light complexion, and

semi-curly hair gray eyes. When the Ketchel
plantation went under because

Trice’s gambling losses, he kept young William,
his mother, a few male and

female slaves to do some work around the house.
He had deluded himself

to believe that if he could just hang on his
luck would change for the good

and once again he would be on top.
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Part of his plan included rebuilding his stock
of slaves because he’d had

to use the bulk of them to pay of his gambling
debts. Some he sold for

operating capital and money for day-to-day
living and that didn’t last very

long. One evening was invited by one of his
friends to attend one of the

secret arena pit fights he’d heard so much
about. There he saw large sums of

money exchange hands and hit upon plan for his
return to financial glory.

Young William Ketchel was a powerfully built
young buck. Ketchel figured

that with a little training he could be made
into a formidable fighter and

source of revenue. It didn’t matter that
William was his son. He was still

just a slave, property to be used as Ketchel
saw fit.

Young William knew that Ketchel was his father,
and though the man

treated him like a slave, he was still his
father. He convinced himself of the

delusion that if he learned what his father
wanted him to learn, and did

what was needed, the man might one day tell him
he loved him. He knew

this was crazy, but he needed to hold on to the
hope.

Young William learned well the lessons his
trainer taught him because

he had to stay alive. He had to live to maybe
one day hear his father call him

son, and say “I love you.” But his father had
lied to him saying the fights

lasted until an opponent went down, and then it
was over.

It was in a fight for his life against a huge
African Bantu that he discovered

that if he was to live, he must kill. The back
man almost killed him, but he

managed to break the giants neck with his last
ounce of strength. After this

he realized his life meant nothing but a payday
to his father Ketchel Trice.

Months turned into years, and despite Ketchel’s
soulless existence he

grew to admire, and even have a spark of pride
in his black son. His son was

undefeated in the arena, and had made Ketchel a
lot of money. The boy had

matured into a tall, handsome well-built young
bull of a man. But business

was business, and though Ketchel still planned
to use him to breed; ready

cash was now the priority.

William had killed many men in arena, on
plantations, ships and in the

streets. Unfortunately many of them had been
fellow blacks. Those were

fights he hated, but he would not let himself
be killed out of sympathy for

his own kind. After each such fight he would
suffer dark days of mental

anguish, remorse. His only release from the
torment was the occasional white

man whose arrogance prompted him to get in the
arena with the “Triton

Bull” as he’d been dubbed, likening him to the
giant mythical bull slain by

Hercules in Greek mythology. Not one of those
white fools who walked into
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the arena with the Triton Bull ever walked out
alive. So thorough were his

victories that on one occasion a lynch mob
intended to hang him after he

had snapped the neck of the town’s great white
hope. They couldn’t accept

the fact that a black man had defeated their
best, not to mention the fact

that he was the son of the mayor. They tried to
invoke the slave law of the

death penalty for any slave that put his hands
on a white man.

Ketchel Trice, with the help of the fight
promoter, spirited William out of

town before the mob could carry out its threat.
Despite all this Ketchel Trice

was able to pocket the prize money while
getting his son out of town.

The time came when William no longer cared
about his father’s love or

if he ever acknowledged their kinship. All he
wanted was his freedom, and

determined that one day he would have
it.

The revelation and revocation of family ties
caused Will to become

almost uncontrollable. One day when his father
was especially demeaning

to him he attacked Ketchel, and were it not for
the intervention of other

white men he would have killed the man. He was
put in the stocks and

flogged mercilessly until he passed
out.

The friends and acquaintances of Ketchel urged
him to hang William

for daring to touch him. If he didn’t, it would
set a bad precedent and other

slaves would start attacking their masters.
Ketchel considered their advice

but surprisingly he still had some smattering
of a conscience when it came

to his black son. He couldn’t destroy him, so
he decided to get him away

from the plantation before his friends took
matters into their own hands.

Friends or no, he knew they wouldn’t let their
code of obedience for slaves

be violated, so he arranged for a secret sale
of his offspring to a slave trader

enroute to Virginia.

Instead of selling Will, he paid the man a
hefty sum of money to take

his son to safety. He made up a tale that
William had been a good faithful

slave who had saved his life, but in the
process had killed a white man so

he had to go. Secretly he gave Will a paper
confirming his release as free

man. As the slavers wagon topped the rise
leaving the Trice plantation, a

tear dropped from the eyes of Ketchel
Trice.

The slaver Jim Dolin didn’t keep his word to
Trice. He tried to make

money off Will, but soon found out this young
black man was too strong
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and too defiant ever again where slave chains.
Most evident was the fact that

he no longer feared white men. He would rather
die than be a slave again.

Threats of beatings, mutilation, clubbing which
was the barbarous act of

chopping off half a slave’s foot were no avail
as nothing served to scare the

young warrior into compliance. Greed kept Dolin
from following through

with punishments that might cripple his
investment. Still when he lost his

temper he’d have William beaten so severely
that he couldn’t stand, but the

Triton Bull never uttered a sound and the look
of murder in his eyes never

faded.

One day Dolin made the mistake of trying to
beat Will with a whip

when his helpers were away. Before they left
the helpers had secured Will to

a tree while they went into town for supplies.
Dolin again tried to convince

Will to fight for him in the arena. He even
tried to bribe him by saying he

would secretly give him a small percentage of
the purse, and release William

as a free man after 100 fights. He didn’t know
that William had already been

given his freedom but already considered
himself free.

Again Will said no and Dolin flew into a rage.
He could see thousands

of dollars slipping through his fingers because
of this uppity nigger. He

decided he’d had enough. If this black bastard
wasn’t going to make him

any money, what good was he? He would sell him
at the next stop in New

Orleans. Dolin figured he would still make a
profit even though it wasn’t

the one he wanted. In the meantime he decided
to teach this young buck a

lesson he never forget. He was going to mark
him well with a branding iron

so everybody would know he had been the
property of Jim Dolin.

While he heated the irons, Will worked on the
ropes that bound him

until he was able to slip one hand free. He
then loosed the other, but before he

could flee Dolin returned. The man was carrying
a huge white-hot branding

iron. The kind used on cattle, not slaves. Will
had already received one of

those from his father. He swore no other white
man would ever brand him

again. At least not while he was
alive.

William waited, his body tensed to move as soon
as Dolin was in striking

distance.
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Dolin began to taunt and threaten to burn
William’s genitals, but still

Will didn’t move. One of the packhorses left
behind by the other men made

a noise that caught Dolin’s
attention.

When Dolin’s men returned they found their boss
hanging from a near

by tree, branding iron stuck down the front of
his pants. The awful smell

of burned flesh floated down to them. They cut
him down, and it was then

they discovered that Dolin’s prize 12 inch
Bowie knife gone. They thought

of trying to track Will because he represented
considerable income if they

could catch him, but all of them were basically
cowards, and they had seen

Will fight in the arena. They decided it wasn’t
worth their lives. Besides

they all hated Dolin anyway, and now that he
was gone, all that was his

now belonged to them.

They also didn’t want it to get out that they
couldn’ t handle a slave.

They made up and spread the story that William
had murdered their boss;

they had caught, tortured him before burning
and burying his black carcass

in quicksand. They knew no one would question
them about the death of

a murdering nigger.

Will had made his way through Virginia avoiding
as much as possible

contact with people. It wasn’t until he reached
Freedom almost 245 miles

away that he dared come into town. At first he
was thought to be a runaway,

but when he showed them his Free Papers they
backed off. He told him his

name was He was treated half way decent by the
people of the town, and

learned the craft of a blacksmith from old
Olaaf Grube. When Olaaf died

suddenly of a heart attack Will took over the
business and became a part

of Freedom. He was law-a-biding, generous and
always willing to help. He

made sure to show respect when it was due, and
never allowed himself to

be alone with a white woman. He was no fool and
knew little to have the

whole town turn against him. It was ironic that
he had found freedom, in

Freedom.

It was because of the kindness of these people
who had taken him in, and

let him make a home for himself that he had
willingly joined this posse from

Freedom. Now he would probably die for this
town, but more importantly

to save his friend Mason.
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John Quincy Washington looked at his 12-inch
Bowie knife now in his

hand and stepped into the path of the savage
death bearing down on his

friend. The men in the church called him back,
“John Quincy get back in

here—are you crazy,” one yelled.

The creature charged closing the space between
them with a swiftness of

a freight train. Quincy stood poised knife
raised and voiced his own battle

challenge as he rushed to meet the
death.

He was no fool, and had no intentions of taking
the creature head on.

He had seen the how the beast fought and
killed. He had seen its power,

and figured out a battle strategy. This was
part of what had kept him alive

in the arena. His ability to dissect and
opponents strength and weaknesses,

then quickly devise a counter
strategy.

When the beast came within 20 paces it launched
itself at the man. Its

huge frame seemed to blot out the moonlight as
it literally flew threw the

air. Just before its claws would have closed on
their target, Quincy dove to

the side and slashed with the knife cutting a
6-inch gash in the creature’s

side. Quincy completed a forward roll that
brought him to his feet, and he

turned quickly to face his adversary who too
had landed, and was already

turning to charge. This time Quincy stood his
ground expecting the creature

to do just what it did, raise up on its hind
legs and attack from that position

as it had done to others.

Quincy could see the jagged tear his knife had
made in the creatures

side. He also saw something that made him
hesitate, which was almost his

undoing. The wound was closing before his eyes,
and he noticed there were

no marks on it from the bullets he knew home in
its body. Fortunately for

Quincy the creature growled just as it made its
lunge toward man. Quincy

dove under its grasping arms, and rolled to the
side of the beast. As he did

his knife again flashed in the night air and
slashed the tendons behind the

creature’s right knee. The creature let out a
howl of pain and went down,

but only for a few moments. In seconds it was
back on it’s feet snarling with

Quincy had moved several feet away, and peered
passed the beast. He could

see Bently Marsh, staggering and falling, had
made it to his store safely. The

rest of the men were still in the church so he
now stood alone, armed with

only a knife before this mighty engine of
destruction.

He looked into the eyes of the creature that
faced him and he saw no

fear, and no mercy. It was then that Quincy
felt pain in his left side. Blood

was running down his side of his pants from a
single 4-inch long rip in his
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side. He hadn’t been able to completely escape
the speed of the beasts counter

strike. It didn’t hurt that much, in greater
scheme of things to come.

John Quincy Washington knew that he would die
when the creature

charged again. He knew that what glared back at
him was more than just

some savage beast; it was of another plain
existence. A malevolent intelligence

that he sensed was born of evil. He also knew
that when the creature attacked

this time, its moves would be calculated and
deadly.

The beast hesitated, not because it feared
death, at least not at the

hands of this man thing in front of it. It was
curious how this man with

only a piece of shiny metal in his hand had
hurt him. Also some where in

its demonic core was admiration for this human
who dared fight him in

hand-to-hand combat. No only stand bravely, but
also inflict wounds that

would have crippled another. He was a man that
if he could be turned would

be a good servant to his master, but he had to
die. There was a change of

the light in its eyes, and for a moment it
almost appeared to be saddened at

the prospect of having to destroy the only
human it admired. That thought

lasted only a moment. A roar escaped its
slavering jaws and it charged.

Quincy braced himself ready to fight with all
the skill and power he had

until death claimed him.

Suddenly the creature halted its charge, its
claws digging into the ground

as it skidded to a stop within 3 feet of black
man. It howled grasping its

ears falling to the ground writhing in pain.
Its fierce eyes blazed as they

looked passed John Quincy Washington at
something behind him. It raised

itself to its full height letting out a
fearsome roar. John Quincy steadied

himself knowing this was the moment of life and
death. He raised his knife

to deflect the blow he knew would come, but the
blow never struck. The

beast dropped to all fours, looked one last
time at him, then moved away

still mouthing sounds that said it was in pain.
When it was apparently far

enough away it tossed a final defiant snarl
over its shoulder at the befuddled,

yet grateful man.

The fear in John Quincy’s mind was replaced by
confusion. It was then

that he heard from behind him the prayers of
Pastor Charles Lacey. He

turned to see the man standing right behind him
with his cross before him,

and his eyes closed in fervent prayer. Will
looked back at the beast and then

back at Lacey.

“He’s gone preacher!” he said.
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