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The large man stepped through the doors into the lobby and several turned to look his way. He 

resembled a stone age man from one of the auto commercials. He was out of place in his rumpled 

coat and an unlit but half smoked cigar jutting defiantly from between clenched teeth. His hair was 

combed straight back and as black as a raven’s wing except where streaks of white flared like a 

comet across a night sky. They hadn’t been there ten years ago was his daily refrain but pride 

would never permit him to dye it.  

  

His eyes were never still, instead roaming over the crowd as he seemed to assess each of them. 

Then with a slight nod that he was unaware of having made, he stepped across the lobby and into 

one of the glass elevators heading towards the ninth floor inside 1 Lime st. His mood was dark but 

then he was here on a dark and deadly business. The gleaming glass filled with light did nothing to 

alleviate his mood instead triggering a profound sense of brooding. When the doors slid open on 

the ninth floor he pulled a small card from his pocket and read the office number. 

  

 He found the office at the end of the hall. A small, expensive door with a small plaque proclaiming 

simply Brooks & associates. He stepped into the office in almost a rage as the shining pristine 

architecture was starting to wear on him. He heard a calm and lovely female voice from over his 

shoulder. 

  

“ May I help you?” He whirled to find a small brunette facing him over the top of a desk made of 

polished metal with a look of slight bemusement on her face  

  

“I need to speak to Ms. Brooks please.” He spoke as if politeness was foreign to him and he had to 

remember each word separately like a less than fluent speaker trying to communicate in a 

strange language. He held eye contact as he cataloged the woman before him. Brunette with her 

hair in a pixie cut. small and attractive in a non threatening girl next door manner.  

  

“Do you have an appointment Mr…” She said, drawing him away from his appraisal.  

  



“Inspector, Inspector Humboldt.” He said handing her his card. “It’s urgent that I speak with her as 

soon as possible.”  

  

“Very well, Inspector. Have a seat and I’ll make some phone calls.” She turned to her switchboard 

as a way of dismissal expecting him to do as instructed but he didn’t, he couldn’t. He was too close 

now. The unlit cigar was being chewed as if it were a licorice stick and he absently paced around 

the office like a caged beast. He couldn’t make out the words as she talked into the handset, her 

expression hard to read behind the large owl eyed glasses. 

  

“Inspector? She’ll see you now.” She said as her finger tapped a button and a buzzing sound filled 

the air. 

  

With both a new target for his impatience and his goal in sight he stomped into the inner office with 

all the finesse of a charging bovine. 

  

“Hello Inspector, what has you in such a lather.” The deep contralto voice was whiskey soaked and 

smoked to an aged perfection. If it were a drink it would taste like heaven. His eyes swept from the 

floor, taking in a tall statuesque woman in her late twenties. 

  

Conservatively dressed in an over the knee business skirt and a white blouse that was struggling 

to maintain her modesty. She had a full figured but flowing body that would be the envy of many a 

super model and when she stepped out from behind the desk with her hand extending he could see 

that her legs were long and lean completing the image. She had her blonde hair pulled into a loose 

bun and an ironic smile began to play about her lips as the effect that she was having on the 

Inspector became apparent. 

 He could feel the heat rising within him and his day beginning to vastly improve until he reached 

her eyes. Her eyes cured all thoughts of romance. If her body was built for pleasure her eyes were 

all business. He looked into them and saw a stare that he had seen in the eyes of veterans 

returning from WW2. The eyes of a person that had seen too much tragedy and evil in one lifetime. 

The thousand yard stare looked all the more frightful to be coming from such a young and lovely 

girl. He shook his head as he remembered who she was and what she had endured. 

  

“Ms.Brooks we, I need your help.” He said at last as he stepped forward and took her hand. He 

couldn’t help but notice the supple softness of her skin and he felt the rush of heat once more and 

hurriedly pushed it down. He was a DCI on a case, dammit , not some randy teenager. He dropped 



her hand just a bit too quickly and then dropped his frame heavily into the chair facing the desk 

and without thinking fired the well chewed cigar to life.  

  

She arched an eyebrow and moved behind the desk once more where she slid out the middle 

drawer and plucked a cigarette pack from within. Tapping the pack against her free hand, she 

plucked a cigarette from it and placed it between her lips. She walked around to the side of the 

desk and let one hip drop onto the desktop. Her eyes locked with Humboldt’s and she held him 

mesmerised as she leaned forward sticking the end to the coals on his cigar. as she did he could 

smell the freshness on her. Her perfume was light and mingled with the aroma of her body.  

  

She leaned away and looked at the cigarette between her fingers. 

  

“Lucky Strikes.” She motioned with the cigarette, “The horrid things stink but they’re a habit I 

picked up from a dreadful yank.” He saw her face soften and her lips turn up in the slightest smile 

and knew her memories of the yank were anything but dreadful. He helt a stab of jealousy at the 

thought and pushed it down. He wasn’t here for romance or a one night stand. He was here on the 

trail of a monster and he was praying that miss dynamite had some answers for him. He still found 

it hard to believe she was the lost little girl from the papers so long ago. 

  

She reached into the drawer once more and pulled out an electric ashtray. and slid it between 

them. 

  

“The lease said no smoking but I won’t tell them if you won’t.” She said with a wry chuckle. They 

smoked in companionable silence and when her cigarette was done she slid off the desk with a 

liquid grace and returned to her chair once more. She was all business again but the tension was 

gone from the air.  

  

“Now then my dear Inspector Humboldt what brings you to us today?” She said as she leaned 

forward, watching him with the same alertness he had just shown her. He knew that the view 

wasn’t nearly as stunning from her side. He pressed on. 

  

“I’m afraid I’ve come to ask you some questions you may find disturbing. It’s about your childhood.” 

  

“You mean my abduction and rape.” she said her voice filling with an icy rage. 

  

“Yes I know it’s tough but you might save a girl now.” He said at last. 



  

“How could I possibly save? Oh Shite! You’ve got yourselves a copy cat.” 

  

“Are you sure it couldn’t be the same killer surfacing again after all these years?” 

  

“Trust me Inspector when I ran out of there he was facing certain death and there’s no way he 

escaped the fate which awaited him.” She leaned back in the chair and exhaled loudly. 

  

“Very well, you know what we do here. Are you here to employ our services or are you just 

interviewing me as a potential witness?” 

  

“Potential witness I’m afraid.  The home office isn’t going to pay your fees just for four girls on the 

east end. Maybe if I don’t find him before the body count rises…” 

  

“My people are already involved in quite a few cases but I could use the leg work to get out in the 

field. Would you mind me tagging along Inspector Thomas Humboldt?” She said reading his full 

name from the card.  

  

“Tom will do unless we’re in front of the force.”  

  

“Tom it is.” She smiled at him and he could see an echo of that eleven year old girl who had been 

robbed of her childhood so many years earlier. 

  

“Call me Amanda but never Mandy” She flashed a smile at him to take the sting out of her words 

and grabbed a coat from the rack as they left her office. 

  

“Angela, I’ll be out of the office today so beep me if there’s an emergency. Mr. Ramus should be 

able to deal with most of it for you.”  

  

“Yes Ms. Brooks. Where should I tell him you are if he asks?” She said 

  

“Looking for a killer. Where else?” 

  

Flight 148 left Johannesburg about a week before I found out where he was. The man had eluded 

me in Somalia and he was on the run. His original name was Jonah. Currently he was going by the 

name Musad Ilhan which he had used while becoming known as the butcher of Somalia. He had a 



reputation as a ruthless warlord, a virtual monster but the truth was far stranger. He is a 

Scion,his own atrocities, the work of an actual monster not just a human impersonating one.  

  

Somehow he had discovered I was searching for him and had fled to South Africa. He was far more 

a monster than they knew and as was his nature he used the tragedies of mankind to cover his 

deadly desires.One would think that he would relish the chance to face me and hone his mettle but I 

suppose killing helpless children ruins the thought of actual combat for some.  

  

With these thoughts chasing around in my mind I find myself sitting in first class sipping on a 

whiskey, neat as a red eye british airways flight returning once more to the city of my birth so 

many decades ago. I wonder if he knows me and is hoping to gain some advantage or is he just 

running blind? We shall soon learn. 

  

Humboldt pulled into the area and parked within sight of the latest crime scene. They emerged 

from the car and made their way to the yellow boundary tape. A uniformed police officer came 

running towards them as Humboldt lifted the tape and passed under it. 

  

“Hoy! You can’t be coming here! This is a crime scene!” 

  

“I know.” Humboldt said as he showed his credentials.  

  

“Oh! I’m sorry Inspector. I didn’t recognize you.” He said as he started to step between him and 

Amanda.  

  

“She’s with me, let her through man and be grateful I stopped you.” His head swiveled back 

towards Amanda and she favored him with a dimpled smile but somehow it made his blood run 

cold. He quickly scrambled out of the way and let her pass as they walked over to the dumpster 

after slipping on disposable suits and booties to avoid contaminating the crime scene.  

  

Looking down at the small broken body that had been tossed so carelessly into the filth as if, 

having served its purpose, it was useless. A wrapper to be discarded when the candy was gone. 

Amanda could feel an icy cold rage building within her as she remembered how close it came to 

being her on one of those heaps so many years before.  

  

Subconsciously she rubbed at her wrists which were covered by wide bracelets and for just a 

moment Tom saw the scars beneath. 



  

“He dumped her sometime last night or early morning. The dew has fallen on her clothing. “ 

Humboldt said for the benefit of his recorder.  

  

“Tom! Over here! Take a look.” She said as she kneeled on the ground next to the dumpster. 

  

He started to scold her for calling him Tom in front of the officers but when he saw the flake of 

puke green paint she was holding up with a pair of tweezers all was forgotten.  

  

“Paint. Hold on and I’ll have the lab bag and tag it so we can rush an analysis.” 

  

“It’s not necessary, Inspector Humboldt. I know exactly where this belongs.” 

  

“Well let’s get it confirmed shall we. there’s nothing pushing that would make us go off half 

cocked.” 

  

“Inspector! Urgent radio call! Here use my handheld.” 

  

“Humboldt here.” He said into the radio. His temper was short right now but he would apologize 

later. “What’s the issue?” 

  

“We just got a report of another little girl fitting his profile being abducted.” 

  

“Where did you say you thought that paint was from Ms. Brooks?” Humboldt asked as he suddenly 

became all business 

  

“The abandoned apartment complex on Conover St. I’m almost sure of it.” 

  

“Then I think we should be on our way to Conover.” 

  

The stairs creaked under the weight of the large man and his burden. The darkness inside the 

basement was both absolute and unrelenting but he navigated it with an unnatural ease.He moved 

as if the still form of the child wasn’t draped over his right shoulder. Finally reaching his 

destination he shrugged carelessly and she fell heavily to the concrete. A moan escaped her lips as 

she landed with a meaty slap against the rough surface. He moved over her and leaned in close 



and even without seeing she could feel his smile of pure evil growing larger as he leaned in and 

hissed.  

  

“Awake are we little one?” He reached out casually and ran a fingernail down her cheek opening a 

gash that welled with blood.  

  

“Good I wouldn’t want you to miss the fun.” He chuckled as she screamed. 

  

“Well fun for me. For you it's going to be an eternity of pain the likes of which you can’t even 

imagine. You are indeed a lucky little girl. You’re going to experience hell before you die.” His hand 

lashed out suddenly and grabbed her arm. The pressure on the bones and muscles causing her to 

scream in agony once more.  

  

“Step away from the girl Jonah.” A voice said from behind the man. He felt a chill run the length of 

his spine at the words. The icy calm carried by the voice far more frightening than any boisterous 

rage. The cramped quarters of the small basement suddenly came rushing in on the monster once 

known as Jonah and he whirled.  

  

“So you’ve managed to catch up with me at last have you pup?” 

  

“Yes.” 

  

“Nothing else to say? Well one would think that you would want to add something to your last 

words.” 

  

“It’s over Jonah.” 

  

“You’ve chased me a long way just to meet your death, upstart. Let’s end your little crusade shall 

we? You’ve killed far too many of my friends in your quest to protect these foolish mortals.” 

  

“You’re as mortal as any other Jonah, just a bit harder to kill. I have the antidote for that however. 

“ He said as he stepped forward with his fang blade in hand.  

  

“Shall we test that assertion, little brother?” Jonah turned and extended his hands as the flesh fell 

from them dropping to the floor in spattering chunks and his fingers extended and fused into 

jagged blades.  



  

He could feel the insufferable stranger smile with that jagged gap toothed grin that made sharks 

pull away in dismay. The blade in his hand lengthened and grew into a rapier. The hilt curved into a 

basket shaped like a skull with a jagged, gaping smile that echoed the wielder’s grotesque visage.  

  

With a savage cry Jonah launched himself at Bloodgrin and the impact shattered the windows on 

the bottom floor. The sound of a tornado sheared by a hurricane.  

  

The car wheeled onto the street at speed, it’s siren wailing but swamped by the raucous noise 

emanating from the fight across the street. The car slid to a halt and both Humboldt and Amanda 

swung open the doors and leaped out. Humboldt rounded the rear of the car. He fumbled with the 

keys for a long second which felt like a thousand eternities. He glanced over at Amanda as he lifted 

the trunk lid and reached into a metal box that was bolted to the frame. She was mouthing her 

concern for the delay but they were both deaf at this point. He motioned to her as he reached in 

and pulled out a Glock 17 and two spare magazines. He started to close the lid but felt a resistance. 

Looking up he found himself looking at a woman transformed. Her eyes glistened with excitement 

and her tongue darted quickly across suddenly dry lips. She was a tiger on the hunt. 

  

Amanda reached in and pulled out a H&K MP5 and two spare magazines. He looked at her in 

amazement as she chambered a round and safed the submachine gun. He tried to ask if she was 

qualified on that but she had already turned and headed toward the building.  

  

The noise was rising and falling and the building looked as if it would collapse at any second but 

Amanda mounted the stairs without the slightest hesitation. There was a little girl in there that 

needed her help and she was going to have it. She shouldered through the door and then drew up 

short at the scene before her. There were two creatures, one could hardly call them men, slashing 

at each other with a violence she never imagined possible.  

  

They were totally unaware of the newest arrivals. Their world had been reduced to the next swing 

of their blades. Suddenly Jonah spun and his blade sliced across the face of Bloodgrin laying his 

cheek open to the teeth that shined like steel beneath it.  

  

“Well little brother, it looks like first blood belongs to me.” Jonah said as his contempt for Blood 

Grin slipped forward. 

  



“Perhaps.” Bloodgrin calmly replied and then let his eyes drop to Jonah’s torso. His eyes following 

Bloodgrin’s meaningful gaze and he knew something was horribly wrong.  

  

“No!” He screamed with a volume unrivalled even by the clamor that had preceded it. Bloodgrin’s 

rapier had impaled him low on the left side and had driven through. 

  

Amanda felt herself frozen in place, her lips drawn back in a mindless scream as her ears were 

assaulted by the unbearable decibels.  

  

Jonah saw his opportunity and dived across the room at her even as the blade pulled through his 

flesh. With a move quicker than the human eye could follow he grabbed Amanda and held her 

between them as a shield.  

  

“I know how much you treasure your pets little brother. Let me go or she dies here.”  

  

“If you go free how many more will die by your hands Jonah? No, do what you must then I will do 

the same.”  

  

Amanda was hanging in his grasp like a forgotten rag doll as they calmly discussed her fate. She 

could feel the anger rising. Never again would she be a victim. She was no one’s toy. She knew that 

anything she did would probably get her killed but she wasn’t inclined to allow these two to decide 

what happened to her.  

  

She set her jaw in resolve as she slammed the muzzle of the MP5 into the wound torn by 

Bloodgrin’s rapier and emptied the magazine. Jonah screamed in pain once more and flung her 

body at him with the speed of a cannonball.  

  

With a speed that surprised even him, Bloodgrin moved to catch her and absorb the lethal impact. 

They rolled together across the floor and landed heavily against the wall as Bloodgrin shrugged 

her aside, leaping to his feet desperately trying to fend off an attack that he knew he was too late 

to stop. It dawned on him moments later that it wasn’t coming and he saw the broken window. He 

ran to its broken sash and realized his prey had eluded him once more. Still pumped on the 

adrenaline from the fight he whirled and moved to where Amanda had gotten to her feet. He 

grabbed her collar and hissed.  

  

“Perhaps I should kill you myself for allowing him to escape me.” 



  

Amanda stepped right up against him. Her jaw set and she said low.  

  

“No I don’t think so. I find it hard to believe you saved me all those years ago to kill me yourself 

now.” 

  

“Yea...You’re the?” 

  

“Yes. I’m the little girl you saved near here over 15 years ago. I stop other killers now.” She said 

  

“Well this wasn’t a normal killer as I’m sure you’re aware by now.” 

  

“He’s like you isn’t he?” She asked 

  

“Yes and there’s more out there so be careful when you’re hunting. We can only be stopped by 

another of our kind. Mortal weapons can barely slow us down. “ He said then he reached up and 

gently cupped her chin.  

  

“I’m proud of you. You didn’t let the damage that monster did destroy you. You are a special 

individual Amanda.”  He said then leaped through the window to pick up Jonah’s trail once more.  

  

“Wow. That was some serious shit.” Humboldt said and Amanda turned to see him standing there 

with the little girl which had been the reason for their urgency.  

  

“Amanda ran over and dropped to her knee beside the little girl and brushed the hair from her 

face.  

  

“How are you …?” 

  

“Bond, Nancy Bond.” The little girl intoned solemnly.  

  

Amanda broke into a laugh that was short lived as she saw the girl had been serious.  

  

“Very Well, Miss Nancy Bond. Let’s get you home where you’ll be safe. After all, we're a full service 

rescue, right Tom?”  

  



“We are indeed Amanda, we are indeed.” Tom replied and they turned to leave but Amanda saw 

something laying in the rubble and walked over and picked it up.  

  

“What do you have there Amanda?” Tom asked 

  

“Perhaps nothing Tom but then again it might be the equalizer I need next time I come up against 

one of those things.” She said and stepped up beside the two waiting and, with Nancy in the middle, 

they walked out into the sunshine of what was now a very great day. 
 


