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“I have nowhere else to stay. I’m sure your shed will be a fine
dwelling for one such as i.” I replied modestly.

“well, as long as you are sure. Its just I get this… feeling
about the place. Its almost as if…”

“Tony please,” I interrupt. “I have told you once and I shall
tell you again, I will be just fine.” Tony nodded his head in
silent approval and we advanced across the courtyard.

 

The high walls surrounding the cobblestones and gloom of the
courtyard gave the impression of a prison and I felt myself
becoming unnerved by this, but the thing that troubled me most of
all was the darkness. The great walls were like a barrier that even
the light was too afraid to cross. I could not see Tony, I just
followed the sound of his footsteps before me. I felt I would drown
in the gloom if I were to be alone. I depended on those footsteps.
My life depended on those footsteps.

 

Tony and I stopped in front of a large shadow I assumed was
Tony’s shed, and my shelter for the night. My fingers were
extremely cold and, I could only assume, blue.  I hoped to god
that the shed would provide warmth for my shivering body. I heard
Tony forcing the key aimlessly at the lock, blinded by the
darkness. Then a sudden ‘click’ and the old wooden door creaked
open. Tony entered first and then I. Tony, as if by instinct,
reached out his thin and bony arm and flicked the switch. A single
and bare light bulb flickered on and for the first time, I saw
where I would be staying.

 

“I hope its ok for you. Oh, and promise me something. Don’t ever
be brave. Just run.” Tony’s comment confused me no end. I was about
to ask Tony what exactly he meant by this but he was no longer by
my side. It was almost as if he had… Vanished.

 

I pulled the door towards me and started getting ready to retire
for the night. I found a dusty blanket covering a garden spade and
a pair of shovels. I switched off the light and sat, with the
blanket over me, on the hard wooden floor. My eyes were heavy and,
naturally, began to close. Overgrown weeds outside rustled and my
eyes shot open. I sat rigid on the floor. Then footsteps. Where had
I heard those footsteps before? Of course. Tony.

 

The door creaked open. “Stop it Tony!” I giggled childishly.

“Tony is not here.” Said a husky voice. Then a laugh. A sinister
laugh. I felt my body tense with fear. That was not the warm,
loving voice of Tony, though there was a hint of it there. My heart
had warmed to Tony over the short while I had known him, and I was
sure my feelings for him went beyond friendship. This was not the
voice of the one I loved.

 

One small strip of moonlight illuminated the figure in the
doorway. I pushed my body hard against the shed wall. Before me
stood a male with broad shoulders and a muscular body. All except
one arm. One thin and bony arm. He had Tony’s eyes but they no
longer looked like a deep brown pool that I would fall into if I
got too close. The were glazed over and looked almost red. There
was that glint. That glint always made my heart skip a beat, but
this time, for all of the wrong reasons.

 

A large metal object loomed above me. I tried to scream but my
throat was dry. I could now see the monster before me. He resembled
Tony in so many ways that my mind struggled to register the threat
he posed. But this could not be Tony surely, for rotten flesh hung
loosely from his left cheek, His eyes bulging as if trying to
escape the sockets that enveloped them. The edges of his lips
curled in a small sinister smile. A feeling of sickness washed over
me and a large lump formed in my throat. Suddenly fear stabbed
right through my heart and my whole body went into shock.  The
object came quickly towards my head. Two hands were grasping it
tightly, the nails short from years of unconscious biting.
Something I already came to expect of Tony. This came to my head
just as the garden spade did. My last though was ‘Why Tony?’.
Then darkness.

 

My eyes opened wearily. Last nights events flashed before my
eyes like some kind of movie. I was so detached, It was as If I had
walked away from my body. ‘Why Tony?’ I lifted my head,
heavy and covered in hard, dry blood. ‘Why Tony?’ The
smell of old blood filled my nostrils and instantly my nose stung.
‘Why Tony?’ I staggered to my feet after some difficulty.
There was a knock on the wooden door the a voice called “Good
Morning?  Are you up?” Tony’s voice. The tony I had feelings
for. ‘Why Tony?’  Mostly feelings of hatred but I
could still feel that twinge of love. I inhaled deeply and composed
myself.  Tugging open the creaking door and dashing past Tony,
My mind was a mess. ‘Why Tony?’ I sprinted across the
silent courtyard and straight through the threshold. ‘Why
tony?’ At that point I decided. I would never be brave. I
would just run.
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