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Part 1

The Door








A tale begins.



The room was small, but comfortable for the one person living in
it. The main furniture was a simple wooden bed with a single size
mattress on it, a large writing table and a hard, wooden chair. It
also contained a small bathroom located right behind the writing
desk, with an ominous looking light bulb hanging off the roof of
the bathroom. There are no windows, and no mirrors can be seen.

 

He started packing his bag at 6 am. It was a bit too early but
he couldn't get to sleep. In the small stuffy room, whose walls
were brown and dirty, he began stuffing in all the things he would
need for the journey.

 

It didn't take very long.

 

As he finished examining all the items he had, he got up from
the bed and walked over to the table. He looked at the wooden box,
the note beside it and put them all into the bag. Then he picked up
the key. He held it carefully, not wanting to drop it. He make the
short walk to the door.

 

He inserted the key to the double cylinder deadbolt lock,
hesitated for a moment, took a breathe and turned.

 

The sound of the bolt moving out of the wall and back into the
lock was muted and metallic. Which was to be expected, he told
himself. Nothing to be worried about.

 

He gave a hefty push to the heavy door and felt a blast of cold
air hit his face.

 

The door had opened in the midst of what looked like a blizzard.
After walking outside, he realised he was on top of a mountain.

 

“Could have been worse” he muttered under his steaming
breath.

 

He was prepared for adverse weather like this, having learned
from experience that the door could bring him anywhere, which
explains the pantheon of jackets and coats hanging on the wall. He
picked out an extra thick trench coat that was a shade of black
coal.

 

As he walked out into the raging storm, he pulled his thick
trench coat closer to himself with his gloved hands.

 

He threw the key into the snow. When you have a door lock that
automatically changes itself every time you opened it, keeping a
key that has already been used once is rather pointless.

 

He looked around for the nearest path to civilization, but the
snow made it hard to make out anything, say a few sparse trees here
and there.

 

Having to stumble around in the snow, tripping over deeply
buried stones had left him in a cranky mood. But his cursing were
lost to the whirling wind around him.

 

“This job had better be worth all this trouble,” he grumbled to
himself as he pushed against the wind, “why on earth did they
accept it in the first place?”

 

He was asking a pointless question and he knew it. The
assignments came and he did them, that was all. He never knew where
they came from.

 

It was always the same; a white envelope would be found right in
front of the door when he woke up and he would open it. It would
contain a handwritten note describing what he must do, where he is
supposed to go and by when he must complete it. If it was a
delivery job, as it often was, he would find the item to be
delivered next to the envelope. Of course, and here was the
important part, the key to open the door would be found in the
envelope as well.

 

Yes, that was the important part, a new key to open the ever
changing door lock. It didn't matter how mundane or how dangerous
the task were, the important part was that he was allowed to leave
the room.

 

He checked his watch, the storm was messing things up, he was
going to be late.

 

He picked up his pace.

﻿











She waited. Patiently. Not because she was a patient person by
nature, on the contrary, she was known to her friends as an
extremely impatient person. They would have been most surprised to
see her sitting so quietly at the corner table inside of this dimly
lit bar. Just sitting there all alone and idly nursing the drink on
her table.

 

Well, they would have been surprised if they were still around;
your friends tend to disappear after three hundred years.

 

But she didn't had a choice, she needed what she was waiting
for.

 

She continued waiting.









He reached the foot of the mountain after night fall and found a
path into a village.

 

It was a small village that lived off tourists and mountain
climbers. Even in the peak season, it wouldn't have contained more
than a thousand people. Now, in the midst of winter and with a
storm raging, the village looked almost abandoned.

 

Looking around with the note in his hands, he must have looked
like a lost tourist trying to find a hotel. Which might have
explained why a raspy old voice came up from behind him.

 

“You need any help there mister?”

 

He turned around to see a couple that looked in their late
seventies. They were carrying bags of groceries and were staring at
him curiously.

 

“Yes… . I am a little lost. I am looking for this place called
'Bar Sirius'?”

 

“Bar Sirius? You mean the bar old Craig got running near where
the old post office used to be?”

 

He blinked blankly at the old man who had answered. Why does
local folks always seemed to assume that people out of town would
know where old landmarks is?

 

“Err, I think that would be the one. Do you mind telling me how
do I get there?”

 

“Just keep going in the direction you were walking in and make a
left turn where the pharmacy is, then you should spot Harry's bar,
Sirius is just right beside it.”

 

“Right. OK. Thanks a lot.”

 

“No problem young man, always glad to help you visitors get
around. Haven't seen anyone like you for awhile though. What with
this bitter winter and all. In fact, me and my wife here was pretty
surprised to see you standing out here alone. Not on holiday I
hope? It's a real shame if you were, the storm has made climbing
near impossible and even trips to the lake has been cancelled.”

 

Pausing to scratch his nose, he continued, “would have picked a
better time to be visiting if I were you.”



“Don't worry about it, I am here on business matters.”

 

“Aye, that's good to hear, a young man like you ought to be
working hard. But if you don't mind me poking my nose around a bit,
what sort of business you got all the way out here? You a supplier
or something?”

 

A sly smile crept over his face.

 

“Sort of. This time round, I am supplying some pest removal
material.”

 

“I see. Didn't hear about Sirius having any pest problem though,
but Old Craig's a sly one, wouldn't be too surprised to know he was
keeping this type of thing under tabs. Well, since you are here,
you should… .”

 

The old man rattled on, with his wife politely nodding her head
from time to time. He was chit-chatting with the old man for
perhaps a little longer than he needed to, but he didn't mind.

 

He enjoyed talking to people. He always enjoyed finding out
something new.









She noticed that the men drinking at the counter were casting
fugitive glances at her and talking to each other in a hush-hush
manner. She wondered for a moment if they were the ones she was
waiting for, then decided against it. No, the letter had been
clear, it would be a lone man. Then why were they looking at her?
No one should know about her in this town. She decided to eavesdrop
on their conversation. A simple task for her, all she had to do was
to tune out the rest of the noise she were hearing all the
time.

 

“..telling you, she's from out of town.”

 

“We all know that Fred, a beauty like her would have been
noticed by us if she were staying around here.”

 

“Noticed? I would be dating her by now!”



“Ha! Give it up Gareth, you know you got no hope, you couldn't even
get Suzanne to bed and here you're saying a beauty like her
would… ”

 

She stopped listening. So that was why. She had nothing to worry
about then, except maybe having to reject them if they came talking
to her. But she would have no problem with that; she has had lots
of practise.

 

She knew she was a very attractive lady. She had pale fair skin
that were near flawless, the kind of natural healthy complexion you
get from spending a lot of time in fresh, open air. Her
heart-shaped face was framed by her side-swept fringes and soft,
wavy tresses that reached to her chest. Her auburn hair was a
deeper shade of red than most, but complemented her grey eyes in a
contrasting and beautiful manner. Having a slim six foot tall body
helped too. While not exactly having a hourglass figure, she did
had a firm bosom and bottom that wasn't easy to hide.

 

But the most striking quality you noticed about this lady was
her disquieting presence. Maybe it was the way she would stare at
you, as though she was looking right into you. Or maybe it was that
sense of guarded vulnerability she gives when she spoke.

 

It was hard to say why or what exactly it was, but in spite of
her shy manners and delicate features, she always gave people an
impression that there was something dangerously sensual about
her.

 

Something almost feral.

 

It drove men crazy.

 

Which explains why she had a lot of experience in rejecting
them. But it was OK, it was better for them that way, and better
for her. She didn't want to hurt anyone anymore. She just wanted to
be left alone really. Which was why she was sitting here waiting
for her delivery.

 

She checked her watch. He was late.









After walking around for another twenty minutes, he managed to
locate the bar that not only had the welcoming words, “OPENED”,
hanging on the door, but also the words “Sirius” brightly lit in
red neon colours above it. He was glad to see it; he was afraid
that he was lost again.

 

It was beginning to snow again too.

 

He hurried into the bar.









“Rather lonely for a lovely young lady like you, don't you
think?” The voice belonged to a man behind her. She already knew he
was there. She could smell him right when he entered the bar, a mix
of musty clothes, deep wood cologne and the unmistakable burned
smell from hell. She didn't turn around.

 

“I was wondering when you would get here.”

 

He sat down and signalled for the bartender's attention. He
pointed to her drink, and the bartender nodded his head. He smiled
broadly at her.

 

“I am sorry about the delay, I lost my way while trying to get
here. Hope you are not too upset about it. Now, they didn't tell me
that I was going to meet a beauty like you. I would have dressed up
a bit more.”

 

She stared at him coldly. The guys at the counter was looking
wistfully at him. Jealous, obviously. His smiled widened even
more.

 

“You know, I wouldn't had been able to recognize you if it
wasn't for the fact that I was told to look for a lone,
crimson-haired lady in this bar. But pray, do tell me how did you
know I am the one you're waiting for? I doubt they showed you a
picture of me beforehand.”

 

“Your boss tend to leave a rather obvious smell on those he
touched. Beside, I don't think there's too many man running around
without a shadow.” her reply was matter-of-fact and direct, but the
last sentence was spoken with a certain tone of disdain.

 

His smile faded slightly.

 

“No need to get personal there, do we? This is just business for
me.”

 

“I hope we can keep all conversation strictly about business
then.”

 

The bartender brought his drink and he thanked him.

 

“Of course, of course. It's just that I meet all sorts in my
line, most of them rather unpleasant looking, so it's always
refreshing to meet someone as pretty as… . Right, right, strictly
business. I am sorry. Now, I was informed that you need a certain
item from us?”

 

“I was told,” she was starting to sound a little annoyed, “that
you would be bringing the item today. So there should be no
confusion about that.” And as an afterthought, she added, “You do
have it, don't you?”

 

“Ah, yes. I do have the item here. A rather peculiar thing to
ask for, considering who, or what you are… Planning to use it on a
family member?”

 

“I believed that is none of your concern.”

 

“Well,” he took a sip of his drink, “it is always good business
practice to find out more about your customers spending patterns.”
He paused to take a look at his drink, “and what, on earth, is
this?”

 

She sipped her drink nonchalantly.

 

“It's Campari with soda.”

 

He held up his glass and looked at it in disgust, “How in the
world can you enjoy drinking something this bitter?”

 

She had enough of small talks.

 

“If you don't mind, I would like to proceed with the
transaction.”

 

“Of course, it's the whole point why we are out here on this
cold winter night ain't it? Now, first I have to ensure that we are
all clear about the terms and condition here? Entering into a
covenant with my boss, Mr. Mephistopheles in name, means he will
grant you three of your heart's desires and in exchange, he… ”

 

“… gains my shadow, also known as my soul, when I die. Yes, I am
quite clear about all these. I only need one wish to be granted
anyway.” She interrupted in an impassive tone.

 

He wondered for a brief moment if she saw the irony of her
mocking him for having sold his soul, when she was here to do the
exact same thing as he had. “Err, yes. That would about sum it up.
Now if you will kindly sign on this contract, we will be done.”

 

He handed her a scroll of parchment paper tied with a thin red
string.

 

She hesitated for a moment, then untied the string and pulled
out a pen.

 

“I am afraid you have to sign it with your own blood.” he said
mildly.

 

She put down the pen, unfazed, pricked her left index finger
with a surprising sharp nail and proceeded to sign.

 

He took the paper back, examined the signature and apparently
satisfied with it, rolled it up, tied it with another piece of red
string and kept it back into his traveller bag. He noticed that her
wound had already disappeared by the time he was done.

 

“Now can I have what I asked for?”

 

He gave a devious grin, reached into his bag and produced a
small wooden case.

 

When she opened it, it showed a small European flintlock pistol.
Her face softened.

 

“It's loaded, as you requested. Take good care of it, from what
I understand, it's a very rare item.”

 

“I know its worth,” She replied while closing the case gently,
“thank you, for delivering it .”

 

Sensing a change in her attitude, he ventured, “No problem. if I
might be so bold, can I ask what you want to use this for?”

 

“You really want to know don't you?”

 

“Let's just say I am a sucker for knowledge.”









She barely heard the sound of the bar door closing as she
fiddled with the gun on the table. It was an antique, the flintlock
pistol. It had the words “Me de Gévaudan” engraved unto
it. It brought back memories of her home and the people that lived
there.

 

She took it up with her left hand and pointed it at her left
temple.

 

She smiled for the second time that night.









The storm had somehow abated a little in the short time he was
in the village. He could see where the top of the mountain was now,
he estimated that he could make it in under ten hours.

 

The sheriff that he had asked directions from had seemed baffled
and concerned that he wanted to head out to the mountain so late at
night.

 

“You won't be able to see a damn thing young man, you will get
lost and freeze to death out there.” The stout looking sheriff
sitting at his desk had told him, sternly, “ And I will most likely
be the one to go and pluck your frozen ass out of the snow, so be a
good boy and stay.”

 

Resisting the temptation to say 'woof, woof, yes master' to the
sheriff, he had instead replied,“O no, I am not heading out there
now, just getting some directions for my trip out tomorrow.”

 

He had lied.

 

While it was true that he still felt the cold and the heat, him
being a servant of hell had it's uses. One of them being immortal,
the other was the ability to see in near complete darkness.

 

Trotting along in the wet snow, he was a lot more melancholic
than usual. Odd, he thought to himself, I must have heard stories
like hers a million times before.

 

But still, as he walked, he recalled her story in his mind like
an old film was being played back onto his mental wall.

 

“A long time ago, I was just an ordinary girl living in a small
village, much like this one, just a lot more primitive. We weren't
rich, but we had more than enough to live by. Life was hard in the
winters, but the springs and summers were delightful affairs. We
would sing, dance and harvest from the fields with our families and
friends.

 

The children wasn't afraid of the woods; we lived so close to
it. We depended on it so much that we thought of it as nothing more
than a great, big playground. The woods and the animals gave us
what we needed for our sustenance and in return, we left them alone
to grow and to roam.

 

Then one day, a man came into the village. He came in a big
fanfare. We were told he was an important man, one of the friend's
of the aristocrats. His servants and carriages brought in huge
chests that we fantasized as containing gold, sliver and all sort
of finery. As for his clothing, there was no need for fantasy, even
we could tell he was wearing the best cuts of the land. This tall,
handsome man was something out of a dream for us.

 

You can imagine how excited all us village girls were when we
learned that this young and single gentleman was going to stay with
us for three months while he recovered from a mysterious illness.
We were told that our village, being so close to the woods, was the
perfect place for his physician to find and pluck the medicine he
needs. Lies of course, but we were illiterate and foolish people,
and we believed them.”

 

He interrupted her softly, “And this physician, he was a shy and
quiet man?”

 

She had been telling the story with a soft, faraway voice, and
her eyes had been downcast and focused on the table, as if she was
studying the patterns of the table-top, but now she looked directly
at him.

 

“You know him?”, she asked.

 

“He probably had a different appearance to you, but yes, I think
I can recognize the pattern my boss likes to work in.”

 

“So you will know that he deceived us, all of us. We, the virgin
maidens of the village, who were taught by the Church and the
elderly kind priest of our village - I still remember his name,
Father Nicholas – to remain pure and undefiled for our husbands,
were seduced by this monster. We threw aside our strict teachings
and gave our bodies to him.

 

He was such an awkward and quiet man. He seemed so reserved
whenever we came to enquire about the sickly young gentleman that
we never thought of him as a threat. We came to him privately,
sometimes the bolder ones went in the evenings, asking him
questions of the young man, of their journeys together. And he
would entertain us, tell us marvelous tales and funny stories. So
that we would laugh and be in awe of both him and the young
gentleman. It felt so safe, so delightful, that after awhile, to
fall in love with this knowledgeable and lovely young physician
seemed like the only natural thing to do.

 

But we never knew what it meant to sleep with a creature like
him. We only found out when it was too late.”

 

“What did he do to you all?” He asked in a quiet voice.

 

She averted his eyes and said,

 

“He took the ones he had slept with and brought us to the woods
individually. When he had revealed to us who he really is, most of
us panicked and tried to flee. But he held unto us, spoke softly to
us and promised us that what he really wanted, was to give us
eternal life.

 

It was another lie, but we were terrified and yet drawn to this
powerful creature that still held so much sexual allure.

 

I had asked him when he was holding me so firm, yet so gently,
what do you mean by eternal life? What will you take from me? Are
you demanding my soul?

 

He replied casually, almost as if it was unimportant,

 

'Your soul? No, no, no. Not now, not when you are still so young
and inexperienced. What good would a soul that has only seen
eighteen moons be to me? No, what I really want to give to you is
an experience. One that no one else could possibly offer you. Not
even God himself. Look at His promises to you; eternal life after
you die? I think that is the most uncertain thing to believe in.
No, I offer you a life you can see, smell and feel with your own
senses in the here and now. I offer you the world and all it's
richness. And all I ask in return, is your body.'

 

We trusted him. We didn't understood all that he had said, but
we had slept with him and it had been exhilarating. We wanted to
experience that ecstasy again and again. And so it was, when he
whispered in our ears and hearts, we willingly sold our bodies to
him.

 

After that he vanished, and the handsome young man, having
miraculously recovered, moved away with his entourage. We thought
it was the end of it.”

 

She paused here, reflecting on the memory,

 

“We were so naive.”

 

“We just went on with our lives, hoping to let time diminish and
wash away our dreadful secret and fearful thoughts. We carried on
this way till nearly a month later, when the full moon rose. And
that was when we learned the horrible truth about ourselves. We
learned what it meant to have a body that is no longer your
own.”

 

She took a sip of her drink.

 

“When the first transformation began, we ran to the woods,
frightened and in pain. As we shed our skins, we lost our sanity.
And all that remained was a hunger, a hunger we had never
experienced before, a hunger that drove us back to our village,
seeking human flesh. By morning, nothing, and no one was left.”

 

There was quiet for a while before he realised that she was done
with her story. He asked,

 

“How long ago was this?”

 

“Three hundreds years. And I still remember every single
detail.” She replied with only a tinge of sadness in her voice. It
almost seemed as though her emotions is like an iceberg; it is
buried so deep in the ocean of her mind that only the tip of it can
be seen.

 

He thought for a while and said,

 

“You know, you still haven't tell me what you plan to use the
gun for.”

 

She replied simply.

 

“It's for myself.”

 

“But you will be going hell when you… ” he started, before
getting cut off by her.

 

“Hell? Do you know what is real hell? It is memories, it is
guilt. It is knowing that every month, there will come a day when I
will lose myself and I will roam this earth for victims.” She was
rushing her words now, agitated, “I lose control of my body, but
not my mind. I see it all, experience it all. The taste of the
blood, the scream of the victim, but I can't stop it. I can't stop
the wild beast in me seeking out human flesh, and when I consume
them, I consume their flesh and their fears all together. And
somehow, a part of them remains in me, a hatred, an accusation, an
anger of having unfulfilled lives. All of it gets riveted to a part
of my soul.”

 

She looked at him directly and said,

 

“I don't mind going to hell if there really is such a place, it
will be penance for all that I have done. When all the faces and
voices of my victims rush back to haunt me in my mind, I can tell
them, 'See? See? I am burning here, I am suffering, just like you
did. I am sorry that I torn you from your children, I am sorry that
I murdered your father, I am sorry, I am sorry. But this, this
burning, this place I am in now, this must be justice enough for
you!' ”

 

She smiled, radiating beauty.

 

“Hell, to me, would be a catharsis.”

 









His last memory of her faded. He had got back to the door at
last.

 

It was a most curious sight if anyone ever saw it, an ordinary
door set into the side of a mountain.

 

He held unto the handle and pulled. It swung open easily. He
went in, and the door shut behind him with a loud metallic
click.

 

Home sweet home, he thought.

 

He put his bag down, removed his coat, hung it on the hanger and
sat down. The room was dark, so he lit several candles that was by
the side of his table. After that he carefully took out the
scrolled up contract and set it on the table, it would be gone by
the next day, collected by some invisible hand and method. He began
to undress and to change into fresh clothes.

 

My idea of hell, he thought, would be a place where no one ever
learns anything new.

 

Which was why he agreed to be imprisoned in this god-forsaken
room in the first place; he learned about things that most people
thought was just folklore and nonsense.

 

Take this girl's story for instance. Anyone can tell you that an
immortal half-beast like her can only be killed by a silver bullet.
But who would have known that the gun firing the bullet need to be
made in the same year and region as when the creature was
cursed?

 

That was the real interest he held - The acquisition of such
dark and arcane knowledge. Her story of being seduced by the devil
was a dime a dozen, and truth be told, he wasn't too bothered by
it. He pitied her, yes, but at the same time, he did thought that
not much people would have taken up on the offer of selling the
devil their body. What had she expected? Immortality for free? He
had learned a long time ago that nothing ever came for free.
Especially when you are dealing with the devil.

 

Well, he thought as he finished changing, she had gotten what
she wanted in the end and I still got my own deal with the devil to
worry about.

 

It was time for him to go to bed, by the time he woke up, he
hoped the door would have shifted and a new assignment had come
in.

 

The door always opened up new places and new experiences for him
to savour, and he enjoyed it thoroughly.

 

Even if it did cost him his soul.
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About the Story...


Well, this is a rather awkward moment. Me trying to explain why
I wrote this story.






Truth be told, I am not too sure.






It started off with me wanting to write a short story between
4000-7000 words, and I guess I managed to accomplish that.






I had also wanted to write about a man on a journey. When I
started writing, I started off in a room, with a door that could
bring you anywhere. Everything had still seemed rather innocent at
that point.






Then I continued writing, and lo and behold, a vision of a woman
pointing a gun to her head appeared before me, and to my
frustration, it refused to go away. So I decided to write it into
the story.






From that point on, the story just took on a life of it's own,
and it somehow became a story about people selling their souls to
the devil to experience more out of life.






If you haven't noticed, the man in the story is based loosely on
Faust, and the woman on the legend of the Beast of Gévaudan (it's
somewhere in France).






Hope you enjoyed it as much as I did writing it.
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About the Author.



Michael Constantine is a mysterious man who hails from a small
island in the Far East. He constantly strives to escape poverty and
boredom through indulging in arts and writing, unfortunately, he is
thus far unsuccessful.






Nonetheless, he continues to write all sorts of nonsense which
includes lyrics, poetry, flash fiction, short stories and novels on
his abused and battered laptop.






If any brave and crazy publisher out there is interested in
helping him fulfill a dream of becoming a published writer, do not
be dismayed, you can contact him at mcyf12@yahoo.com.






P.S: Although I do try my best, grammatical or spelling errors
may still exist in the text, and I sincerely apologize for it. The
day will come when I will have the luxury of employing a
proofreader and an editor, but till then, please bear with me.






More works to follow!
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