Part One: The Cave



It was a cold, dark cave. A little girl was rocking back and forth, holding her knees. She was sitting by a fire pit that was simmering out. Not far off, some liquid was glimmering on the floor. Blood. Fresh blood had been spilt on the ground. A human corpse: a male in his thirties by the look of him. 


The little girl cried, mumbling incoherently. Jacob checked around the cave for any other signs of danger. He saw torn flesh, metal scrap, pieces of a rusted axe, and bits of cloth around the area. A trail of inhuman footprints led in and out of the cave. They’d gotten here too, to this hiding place in the mountains. It seemed there was no place to hide. 


A slight breeze blew through the cave, and Jacob backed against the wall. Drawing his shotgun, he stood still, waiting. He glanced back and forth between the entrance and the depths of the cave. After a few moments, he put the gun down, and approached the girl. “Are you okay,” he asked, his throat dry and voice gruff. She wouldn’t stop mumbling. 


Jacob checked the corpse, the man had deep claw marks and bite marks across his neck and arms. There was no pulse. He took a pistol from the corpse, and two clips of ammunition. Moonlight fell into the cave, eerily lighting the cave through the gray sky. 


He threw a blanket on the girl, “It’s okay, come with me,” he said. He took the girl by the hand and led her out of the cave. A rustling noise came from some nearby brush. A noise pierced the air, a terrible howl, followed by growls of some ferocious beasts.


Jacob stopped in his tracks, pulling the girl close while reaching for the pistol. “Daddy,” the girl murmured, as if asking a question. A pack of monsters surrounded them, circling slowly. Their growls grew louder and louder as they came closer and closer. Their hideous mouths dripped poisonous drool, which burned the ground where it fell. 


Jacob backed to a tree and fired a single warning shot. The beasts jumped, looking startled, but were not deterred. The largest of the pack started running towards its prey. Jacob pushed the girl down, jumped over her, and shot at the beast, clipping its leg. The beast fell down, and he quickly followed up with a shot to the head, but more were on the way.


He yelled over his shoulder, “Run!” The girl picked herself up and started running deeper into the forest. Jacob fired a few more shots, disabling a few of the beasts, but they were closing in fast. He began sprinting into the forest after the girl, with the beasts in tow. 


Spinning on his heels, Jacob made a few fast shots before running again, but it merely slowed their pursuers a moment. Running again, he began to catch up to the girl, heading uphill. He tripped on an exposed root, collapsing to the ground. The monsters were almost on top of him. He pulled his shotgun around just on time to put a hole in one of the beasts as they pounced on him.


He rolled the body off of him, the beast’s drool landing right next to him and burning a hole in the ground.  He shot two more of their hunters before standing up and continuing up the hill. There were only a few more beasts in tow.

Part Two: Camp


“Here you go, Sena,” Jacob said, handing the woman a pistol and a clip of ammo. She held it in hand, aiming past Jacob, at a mark on the wall of her tent. She twirled it around and laid it on the desk in front of her. “It’s not that great, but it will do, here’s what you asked for,” she grunted, looking a bit dissatisfied. She handed him a package wrapped in cloth. 


Jacob walked outside to a small market in a run-down neighborhood. Various tents and makeshift shelters littered the town.  “Thanks for waiting,” he said. The little girl stared, expressionless. “Maybe this will get you talking.” He handed her the package, and she looked inquisitively. “What’s this,” she asked. “It’s yours, open it.” She started unwrapping, slowly. Inside were some chocolate bars and other snacks. 


The little girl looked surprised, and started eating one of the chocolates. “Follow me,” Jacob said, walking already. She followed, munching on her chocolate.


A few people wandered back and forth between tents, some were standing around shouting, trying to sell their wares. The pair came across not one or two, but three criers who preached that the “end is near”.
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