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Praise for Paul Kane

 "Kane's writing has a style and elegance, he's a first rate storyteller." 
 (Clive Barker - Bestselling author of The Hellbound Heart, Abarat and The Scarlet Gospels) 
 "Paul Kane's lean, stripped-back prose is a tool that's very much fit for purpose. He knows how to make you want to avoid the shadows and the cracks in the pavement." 

(Mike Carey - Bestselling author of the Felix Castor series of novels and The Girl With All The Gifts) 
 "It seems there is no risk, no high-stakes gamble, he fears to take…Kane's foot never gets even close to the brake pedal." 
 (Peter Straub - Bestselling author of Ghost Story, Mr X, Lost Boy Lost Girl, In the Night Room and Black House, with Stephen King) 
 "Kane finds the everyday horrors buried within us, rips them out and serves them up in these deliciously dark tales." 
 (Kelley Armstrong - Bestselling author of Bitten, Haunted, Broken, Waking the Witch, Spell Bound, Thirteen and Sea Shadows) 
 "He stands out as one of the better writers I've read." 

(Eternal Night ) 
 "Wonderfully dark and satisfying." 
 (Dark Side Magazine) 
 "Kane is best when taking risks with his bizarre flights of imagination." 
 (SFX Magazine) 




Introduction

 I've always been fascinated with fairy tales, from being told them and reading them as a child, to coming across the various twists there have been of these over the years - my favourites have included Neil Gaiman's, and the movie A Company of Wolves. And the darker the better, which is why when I eventually came across the original Grimm tales I was delighted to discover how much more gruesome they were compared to the sanitised versions that have become more well-known over the years. 
 So, after I began writing fiction, it was only a matter of time before I started to produce my own. In fact, 2015-16 marks the tenth anniversary of my first effort in that department: a modern, horror take on Goldilocks called "Who's Been…" which was published alongside my novella Signs of Life - long before Hollywood's most recent love affair with fairy tales took hold, with movies like Jack the Giant Slayer and Hansel & Gretel: Witch Hunters, and before TV series like Grimm and Once Upon A Time became so popular. This gave me a taste for it, which is why when I was asked to do something for Skullvine's novella range in 2007, I came up with RED, a no holds barred horror version of Little Red Riding Hood with a shape-shifting wolf. It was so well received that it sold out of its print run and became something of a collector's item - it was even optioned for film, with an award-winning screenplay written that took things even further. Imagine my delight when Paul Fry of SST Publications wanted not only to publish my sequel novel, Blood RED, but also reprint the original novella with it (plus extras for the limited edition, including an extract from the film script and my character sketches). 
 But the story doesn't end there, and definitely not happily ever after - at least not for the residents of Middletown in the short novel Sleeper(s) which came out through Crystal Lake in 2013. My version of Sleeping Beauty, this was described by one producer in the States as "Inception meets the Andromeda Strain" which I think pretty much sums up my angle, as I threw alien invasion into the mix as well. Needless to say I thoroughly enjoyed working on all of these tales, so much so that when Neil Buchanan reviewed my collection from Alchemy Press - Monsters - for the Stormblade site and I saw that they published novelettes, I suggested this project to him and was overjoyed at his enthusiastic response. Like the others, which you can track down yourself if you like this one, it's a very different version of the Snow White you know - or think you know. All the elements are there, they've just been given a little…tweak. 
 So, without any further ado, allow me to present the latest in what has become a very interesting and rewarding series. Allow me to introduce you to my Snow - and I promise, you'll never look at her in the same way again. 
 Paul Kane 
 Derbyshire, December 2015 



 For the Brothers Grimm, without whom… 





 The landscape was like a snow globe. 
 A world turned upside down and shaken, the flakes falling like frozen tears. Like her tears as she ran. Tears from the pain, tears from the anger and disappointment - mainly in herself. 
 Everything was white, apart from the drops of red on snow-covered grass. A trail of them, blood escaping from her wounded shoulder, in spite of the fact she was trying to stem it - arm across and covering it with her hand, squeezing even though the agony was excruciating. She couldn't leave any traces, nothing for him to find. To… follow. If he caught up with her, he'd finish what he'd started back there at the Jag. Back when he'd shot her. 
 Angela looked over her shoulder, breath coming out as a stream of mist. She couldn't see any sign of him, but then she had doubled him up with that knee to the groin. The last she'd seen of Robert, he'd been bent over, rolling around in the snow, also with tears in his eyes. It had been pure instinct, when he'd grabbed her from behind - grabbed her coat, forcing her to shrug it off. 
 She'd turned, still a little in shock from the damage he'd caused - the only reason he'd caught up in the first place when she'd begun to run away from him - and wham! It was a move she'd had to use a fair few times at university, to get rid of the slimeballs who wouldn't take no for an answer. 
 "But…but you're so beautiful. I only want a kiss." Yeah, and the rest - but here, let me introduce your privates to a different kind of sensation. Men were all the same, she'd come to realise that; none of them could be trusted, especially where she was concerned. When they realised who she was; when they recognised her. Life wasn't a Disney movie and there were no Prince Charmings around to sweep you off your feet. Only letches, who'd look at her a certain way, undressing her with their eyes. 
 So beautiful… 
 The way Robert did sometimes - though he'd look away when she caught him. Robert; her Uncle Robert. The person who was now trying to kill her. 
 He wasn't her real uncle, of course - not that it made his leering any more palatable - just her relative by marriage. Her father's marriage to that bitch of a woman: her stepmother, Ruth. 
 Angela paused a moment, staggered sideways and leaned against a tree. She gritted her teeth as she looked down at her shoulder; took her hand away for a moment and hissed when she saw the blood staining the sleeve of her white tee-shirt, traced the spots of crimson to the snow-covered ground below. 
 Red on white, red on white. 
 She remembered something then her dad had said to her, when he was still alive - about the time her mother had broken the news to him that she was pregnant. It had been winter then, too, and they'd been walking through the park. In spite of the cold, there had been a single red rose blooming nearby. "That's how I knew what you'd look like," he used to say, nodding at her ruby lips, the washed out nature of her skin. Red on white… It was how she'd got her nickname, that ashen complexion - Victorian Pallor, some called it - a contrast to her raven hair. 
 Angela stared at her namesake, covering everything in sight: the grass; the trees. Covering her tracks as well, which was good. Covering the blood. Her real name had been chosen because she'd been their little angel, a gift from Heaven after they'd been told they couldn't have children. Maybe they shouldn't have, Angela often thought; then her mum wouldn't have died having her, and her dad would still be- 
 Snap out of it, she told herself. Focus! Or you'll be an angel for real when Robert catches up with you. 
 She clamped her hand over the exit wound again, shoved herself off the tree. Angela thought about calling out, as she had when she'd first started running - just before that bullet had struck her. But there was nobody around to hear, they were in the middle of nowhere. It was the reason she'd been brought out here in the first place. 
 That's what had first tipped her off, when there was simply too much time between buildings as she gazed out at the landscape, as pretty as it was. That they were getting further and further away from civilisation, going up into the mountain regions. 
 "This isn't the way to the house," she'd said then. 
 "Thought we'd go the scenic route," Robert had replied, but his voice had sounded strange. Preoccupied. 
 It was then that she'd started to berate herself, realised that she should never have gotten into that car with him. But how could she have known what would happen? She was on a break from Uni, so Robert had picked her up, the same as always - parked down that quiet side street near campus - and she'd be delivered back home where no doubt she'd be virtually held captive, just like she had been growing up. "To keep you safe," Ruth had always maintained, "out of the public eye." To keep an eye on her, more like. "It's what your father would have wanted," she'd conclude with. 
 The hell it was. Her father would have wanted her to be happy, that's all. And she'd been anything but, longing to see the outside world. But then they'd never know what her dad would have wanted, given that they couldn't ask him - given that he'd passed away not long after marrying Ruth. There'd been rumours, naturally, but nothing proven, and Angela hadn't heard any of them until she'd started at college, such had been her sheltered childhood. Then she'd heard - in fact she'd sought them out, dug even deeper into the story… A little too deep; and the truth really hurt. Angela was studying English, but she was also working on the Uni newspaper in her spare time, only small scale and under a pseudonym. It was something she'd signed up for as soon as she'd arrived. 
 She'd always been inquisitive, and this just fuelled her passions. It wasn't long before Angela found herself looking into her own family history, though, having been denied it for so long living with Ruth; spotting things that simply didn't add up, didn't tally with what her stepmother had told her - although the woman had been equally good at covering her own tracks. Ruth's background, for example, hadn't been the privileged one she'd been led to believe. Oh, her family had started out with money, but they'd lost it when Ruth's own father had been caught trying to screw the tax man out of hundreds of thousands. He'd committed suicide in jail and the family had been left destitute. Ruth and Robert (that always sounded like some kind of sitcom to Angela; not so funny now, though, was it?) had ended up living in a one-bedroom flea-bitten flat, their mother turning tricks to get by and eventually getting stabbed by a client. That left Ruth to look after her little brother - although the older they grew, the more it became the other way around. Even now, he was both bodyguard as well as chauffeur. 
 Ruth had always been the brains of the outfit, however, anyone could see that. She was the one who'd taken charge, taken up where her mother had left off according to Angela's research - and when she'd made enough to get them out of that hole, Ruth had manoeuvred herself into the beds of some quite influential people, probably blackmailing a few along the way. She had made a bit of a name for herself in the business world, and looked set for great things until there had been a hostile takeover of her company by a rival - something that had seen her lose most of her money yet again. 
 Enter Angela's father. Angela's rich father. 
 Lonely and vulnerable after being on his own for seven long years - on his own apart from his daughter, that was. He hadn't stood a chance once Ruth had set her sights on him, used those same tactics she had with the men who'd paid her for sex; not that he'd known about her origins back then - he couldn't have done. Angela remembered when she'd first been introduced to Ruth, how nice she'd been even to her, how sweet. Getting her onside, knowing that without Angela's approval she would never get that man up the aisle. Even though she was jealous, Angela could see how happy Ruth made her father - and that's all she wanted for him, too. 
 "How would you feel about Ruth being your new mummy?" he'd asked her one day, after dating the woman for several months. 
 Angela had thought about it for a few moments, thought about how Ruth always made time for her, played with her, took her to see movies and bought her ice cream. Thought that if she had to have a new mum, had to share her father with anyone, then it was probably better it be someone like Ruth than somebody really horrible. 
 "I'd like that," she'd told him and he'd smiled so much, hugged her to him and said she'd just made him the happiest person in the world. That had made Angela happy as well. 
 If only she'd known… 
 They'd married, with Angela as the proud bridesmaid - she'd even been able to pick the pretty maroon dress she would wear - and they'd lived together as a family for a short time. A very short time. It wasn't long after that Angela's father had collapsed in his study: just dropped stone dead; not even an autopsy had been able to uncover the cause. He'd only had a medical the month before that had picked up nothing, for goodness sakes! Angela had cried non-stop for a week when she'd been told, but she hadn't seen Ruth cry once - not even at the funeral. It wasn't long after that Robert moved in, and Angela was palmed off onto various nannies - though never allowed to set foot outside of the grounds of the house. She hardly saw Ruth then, too busy running things at her father's company. If that had been her endgame though, the money, the business, then why look after Angela at all? It wasn't until she started checking into things that the girl realised it had been a stipulation of her late father's will, as was letting her attend university when she was old enough (up until that time, tutors had been hired to school her from home). 
 There were other things Angela discovered as well, like how Ruth's business rival had ended up the same way as her dad eventually; collapsing in mysterious circumstances in his hotel room on holiday. Just a coincidence, or something more? Definitely more, thought Angela, when she read about a handful of other cases just like it - those who had stood in Ruth's way. One, a member of the board of directors of her father's company who'd been opposed to the massive job cuts her stepmother had demanded. Died while driving, running his car off the road. The cause of his slumping over the wheel: unknown. Ruth? Ruthless, more like… 
 Stuff was going on with the company behind the scenes too, shady deals that were not even remotely legal, cash shifted around and invested in companies that were fronts for other things; culminating in a grand plan she'd only learned of recently to float shares on the open market. That would make Ruth one of the richest women in the world - and see her father turning in his grave. But it was all hearsay; there was no evidence to substantiate any of it. Angela's hands were tied, so she'd just have to continue playing nice until something concrete cropped up she could use. 
 Only Ruth wasn't as patient as her, it seemed. In hindsight, she should have seen it coming, but Angela assumed not even her cold-hearted cow of a stepmother was capable of something like this. Giving her brother orders to take her out into the wilderness and put a bullet into her brain. Her mistake. Her stupid mistake. Shouldn't have got into the car… but then that would have aroused suspicion in itself, wouldn't it? Better that than what was about to happen; what she was beginning to suspect would happen. 
 "Look, what's all this about?" Angela had asked feebly, as they'd parked up on the outskirts of what looked like a wood. Already the snow was beginning to fall, but it would be coming down hard very soon. 
 Robert had turned around in the driver's seat, leaning an arm across, and stared at her. "Oh, I think you know full well what this is about, young lady." He didn't say it in that disapproving way some adults do; when Robert said the words, he sounded creepy as all hell. She took him in now, the disgusting fleshiness of him; his jowly face, fat from years of living off her father's hard work. The tiny, darting eyes, and that receding hairline - one of those men who was going bald in spite of the fact he was only in his thirties. "Your little…investigation." 
 "I don't know what you're talking about," she'd replied, but her voice had cracked halfway through the sentence. "Let me just speak to Ruth because- " 
 "Ruth has fucking had it up to here with you," Robert had said, raising his hand to his forehead as if giving a weird salute. "What? Did you think that we weren't keeping tabs on you at your little school? Do you really think we're that stupid?" 
 Angela was tempted to say, "Well, you maybe," but it didn't seem the time nor the place to be facetious. 
 "And did you really think she was about to share all that money she's about to come into with you?" 
 "With me?" Angela had asked, genuinely confused. "I don't want the-" 
 "It's in the fucking will, brat!" Robert had snarled. "Just like the rest of it… You get half of any profits from the company when you turn twenty-one." 
 That was only a few weeks away; she was planning on spending it alone in her dorm room, watching her favourite movies (it was preferable to hanging out in those sleazy clubs her freeloading "mates" loved so much - what a disappointment the outside world had turned out to be). Angela had had no idea… But yes, that would explain it. That would explain everything. It would definitely explain this. 
 "Ah," snarled Robert. "The penny drops. Lots of pennies, in fact!" Angela took out her phone, turned it on, ready to ring the authorities. Robert didn't look in the least bit concerned. "Go ahead. You won't get any signal out here." She checked the bars at the top of the screen - nothing. She switched it off and slowly slid it back into her jeans pocket. 
 "So…" Angela said, her usual bravado deserting her, "what's the plan? Just murder me and leave me out here?" 
 It had been said as a joke, but now she could see in his eyes that yes, that actually was the plan. "People go missing around here all the time and are never found," said Robert. "You know, when it's better weather and there are actually people around. Old mining country, you see. Lots of places for a person to get lost, to be hidden. But hey," his gaze lowered then, to her chest, "what's the rush? We have some time." So that was it - now there was no possibility of getting caught, of being reported, he was dropping all pretence and was about to do what he'd wanted to do for so long. Angela shuddered as he licked his lips - and she made a lunge for the door. Anything was better than what was about to happen, even freezing to death out there in this godforsaken place. 
 It was locked… from the inside anyway. Probably had been since they'd set off, like she was going to jump from it like they do in the movies. Maybe if she'd thought that- 
 Christ, was this really happening? 
 She tried the other one, but it was the same result. While she'd been fumbling with the handle, Robert had turned back around and clambered out - his door, at least, was unlocked. He moved up the car and undid the back door on his side, the one she'd just tried, then loomed inside. Angela backed away from him, but already his hands were clawing at her jeans. She kicked out, managed to shove him backwards with one booted foot - enough to buy her some time, anyway. 
 Angela scrambled through the gap between the front two seats, dropping heavily into the passenger side diagonally across from Robert. She reached out for the handle of this one, and almost let out a wail of joy when she found out that was unlocked, too. Shoving it open, she hauled the rest of her body across the seat and flopped out onto the white ground below. Robert was quick for a man of his size, though, and already he was making his way around the back of the car to meet her. 
 She was up and barrelling into him before he could take hold. It was only then that Angela saw what he had in his hand; the gun already half-raised. That was what caused her to flee more than anything, not that the thought of what Robert had attempted to do wasn't bad enough - but the idea that he might just shoot her and do that anyway, afterwards, was infinitely worse. 
 Angela skidded and almost fell over with her first few steps, but she righted herself and then really got going. Sprinting as the snow globe was shaken, the world turning upside down - her world. 
 Then the bang. The red-hot feeling in her shoulder. The pain. Losing her coat. And the knee… the rather satisfying knee to parts Robert definitely wouldn't be using for a while on her. 
 More running, pressing her hand to the bullet-hole - not easy to do when your body is swaying from side to side. Indeed, she wasn't doing a very good job of either: the running or the stemming of the blood. 
 So here she was. Dead whatever happened. From her injury or from the cold, especially now that her coat was gone. How long could you last out here in the snow without that? Which would kill her first? Blood-loss or the elements? 
 Or Robert? Don't forget Robert… 
 Hardly likely, since he was the architect of all this, the reason she was "dead". No, not him: Ruth. The brains of the outfit, remember? The brains behind all this… Angela could imagine the conversation, perhaps over breakfast that morning: "Don't forget to pick up some milk when you're out and about. Oh, and if you have a mo, would you mind just offing your niece and leaving her body out in the frozen wastelands? Thanks ever so!" Complete and utter bitch! She wished now she'd told her dad to get as far away from her as possible. To run… 
 Run, like she was attempting to do now, getting more and more lost out here. Going deeper and deeper into the woods, the branches of the trees no longer bare - heavy not with leaves, but with whiteness. Her head was spinning; was that down to the blood she'd shed? Probably. Keep going, just keep going - try not to think about that. You need to get away and- Angela rounded one of the trees and suddenly he was there, right in front of her, as if he'd teleported ahead and simply been waiting for her to catch up. Or perhaps he just knew the area much better; had he done this kind of thing before at Ruth's behest? He was red-faced - a mixture of anger and exertion - and puffing, however, so she had at least made the chase difficult for him. But he still had the gun in his hand, which was for the moment by his side. "You… you little…" He seemed to be struggling to find the right word to describe her, so in the end just gave up. "Where do you think you're going to go? There's nowhere to go!" Robert was waving the gun around, using it to illustrate his point. Then he stepped towards Angela and levelled the firearm at her. There was no chance of postponing things now, he wasn't interested anymore apparently - and for that small mercy she was grateful (maybe it was the fact she was covered in blood, damaged goods; maybe it was because it was freezing out here; or maybe she'd done him more damage down there than even she'd imagined, and that thought gave her some comfort). No, he just wanted to get this over and done with… 
 But Angela still wasn't ready to give up. She began backing away; for each step he took, she took two - as if she might be able to outrun a bullet. It had already been proven that she couldn't. 
 "Look, just stop," said Robert wearily. "Stand still." 
 She shook her head, wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of being a sitting duck. No, as with the chase, she was going to make it as difficult as possible for him. Robert scrunched up his face, stretched out his gun arm and held it steady with his other hand. 
 Then he fired. 
 Just as Angela ducked sideways behind the nearest tree. There was no heat, no pain, so he must have missed. Wood splintered next to her ear as Robert let off another shot at the tree this time, but it was doing a decent job of shielding her - for now. She heard footsteps, the crunching of snow; he was on the move again. 
 Angela threw herself sideways once more, away from the sound, but then Robert came round the tree and she bumped straight into him. It wasn't enough to knock her over, but it pushed her back a few steps. The backhander that he then delivered did the rest and suddenly she was on the ground, blood pouring from her shoulder after she'd let it go, and from a split lip. It did little to help with her mounting wooziness. 
 Raising her head, she spat out redness onto the ground and stared at the pattern it made for a moment. Then Robert was towering over her, gun pointed at her again. 
 No! Angela said to herself. Not yet. And she began to crawl backwards, shuffling away as quickly as she could - which admittedly wasn't very fast at all - while Robert just watched. 
 "You're a fighter, I'll give you that. But do me a favour, would you?" Angela didn't stop crawling - in fact she flipped over onto her stomach; she certainly didn't answer him. "Just fucking die already!" Robert finished, and even though she had her back to him she knew he was aiming, was about to pull the trigger one final time. 
 Then the world turned upside down again; the snow globe was being shaken. Actually, the world turned upside down a number of times - though not before there was a loud cracking sound and Angela felt the ground underneath her give way. She had no idea whether Robert had fired, didn't really care, because all that was so far away from her now and getting further by the second. She was aware of the sensation of falling, but felt detached from it - from herself even. The thought crossed her mind that maybe she was dead, maybe he had killed her and this was what it felt like. But weren't you supposed to float upwards, float over your body and then ascend to whatever afterlife you believed in? If she was falling then it didn't bode well; it meant she was going in the opposite direction, going down… Ah well, she thought deliriously, at least it'll be warmer. Yet Angela couldn't think what she'd done that had been so wrong in her life; she'd made mistakes, sure, but nothing wicked, nothing evil. Wasn't that kind of place usually reserved for people like Ruth and Robert? 
 Even as she rolled his name around in her head, she saw him above her - leaning over the hole she must have dropped through. Old mining territory, he'd said back in the car - that must be it. She'd dropped through ground that had been destabilised by years of being eaten away. And now she was falling away, falling so far she felt as if she was being eaten now by the earth, rolling over and over, banging against this side and that. She plummeted for what seemed like forever, until she could no longer see Robert's face at the opening she'd created. 
 She stopped. She'd hit an incline, although Angela didn't realise it at first, not till she began to slide down it. But she was grateful for the fact, because if she had just hit - literally - rock bottom, it would have smashed every bone in her body. She was still heading downwards, sliding at first, before tumbling over a few times as she went. It felt a little like she was in a laundry chute, heading to the basement to join the rest of the dirty linen; to be collected and then- 
 Suddenly, the ride was over and she was pitched forwards, where she rolled over several more times before skidding to a halt. The ground was lumpy, uncomfortable, and she blinked once or twice before gazing around her. There was a dim light coming from somewhere, and as her eyes adjusted she could see the snow again, flakes of it - well, that's what it looked like at any rate. The result of the globe being turned upside down… Except they weren't moving - weren't falling. They were fixed and twinkling. It was this that was providing what little light there was. 
 Enough to see what she'd landed in. Not laundry at all but… Bones. Lots and lots of bones. 
 And it was at that point Angela finally lost her grasp on consciousness. 
 
 * 
 
 Red on white. 
 That's what she was seeing. Crimson blooming, no - staining the whiteness. Her blood through the T-shirt as the bullet did its worst. Then all she could see was the red, everywhere - until Angela pulled back and noticed that it was no longer blood. It was a rose opening, each petal slowly unfurling as it sprang up - sprouting out of the snow-covered ground. How it could have survived, she didn't have a clue. But it had - indeed, it was thriving. 
 She was pulling away again, like a camera zoom in reverse - pulling out so far she could see herself in the frosty wilds. Stumbling, clutching at her arm, leaving the trail of blood behind her. Except Angela saw the spilled redness on the ground from above; the spirit leaving its body again? Could see what that crimson was saying, for it wasn't just a random pattern - it had formed two words: 
 "Wake" and "Up", with an exclamation mark just to emphasise this. It was what she needed to do, she knew that. She was still in danger, only now she didn't know exactly what from. At least Robert had a face, an understandable motivation. Angela needed to rouse herself, figure out what exactly she was dealing with. 
 But she didn't. 
 She remained unconscious until she felt teeth biting into her. Then she sat up with a scream that would have woken the dead. 
 Her breathing was coming in short gasps, and she was finding it harder and harder to get oxygen than she ever had when she was running through the trees. Something scuttled away from her; something that had been clamped to her hand just moments before, and when she held this out in front of her, she could just about make out the indentations on her palm. 
 Teeth-marks. 
 So, what, some kind of animal? A dog maybe? But down here? Some sort of wild dog perhaps? A wolf? Did they shelter underground in winter? 
 Maybe in caves, but… And there was no growling. She screwed up her eyes but could see no more sign of it, though she felt like it wasn't that far away. Felt like it was waiting. Waiting and watching her. 
 The scream had scared it off, but if it was hungry enough, if it was trying to eat her - like the earth had been when she fell, swallowing her whole - then it would soon be back. For now, though, she sat every still - not only because she didn't want to draw undue attention to herself, but also because she was still feeling quite dizzy; could also feel the blood still oozing from the wound at her shoulder. There she sat…amongst the bones… Other animals who had fallen foul of this creature down here? Been dragged under the ground to this… what? Nest? Pit? The more she stared, the more she could see that there were much larger bones scattered amongst the smaller ones; Angela almost let out a yelp when she spotted what was left of a human arm. And yes, there: ribcages, a leg, still with some of the meat hanging off it, though to all intents and purposes pretty much picked clean, it had to be said. 
 Angela allowed herself a whispered: "Shit!" 
 Not that far away from her, she could also see the remains of a hand - which had more or less kept its shape in spite of the fact a lot of the flesh was gone. She held up her own hand and looked again at the bite-marks. Swallowed dryly. 
 People go missing around here all the time. 
 But how could she see these remains anyway? Where was the light even coming from? It was only now that she remembered the snow that had been frozen in time; that refused to fall. Sparkling all around her, something set into the walls of this place. 
 Angela took them in now, too. Trying to work out what they were - eyes flitting from one to the other and- 
 One set blinked. She almost screamed again, but instead made a fist out of that bitten hand and put it to her mouth. The eyes blinked again; white, and surely sightless? Belonging to something she couldn't see yet. Another set not too far away from the first also closed, then opened again. 
 More than one of the animals? A male and female, then? No, a family - for a couple more sets blinked at that precise moment. Angela fought to control her breathing once more, but it wasn't easy. She counted five sets now, and risked a movement. Risked reaching downwards with her only hand that was working properly, to fish the mobile phone out of her pocket. If she could just shed a little light on the situation… It was always worse, not being able to see what was in front of you. Imagining the worst. Even if these were animals, dogs, maybe she could calm them down somehow? Throw them a fucking bone - there were plenty around here to choose from. 
 But what if they aren't animals? a little voice said in the back of her mind. 
 What then? 
 Still better to know, wasn't it? Her hand carried on snaking down slowly, reaching towards her pocket. Wasn't as easy as it had been in the car; oh, it was easy enough to shove her fingers inside - not so easy to pull out the phone, which was wedged in there tight. The thought occurred to her, as she was doing this, and another set of eyes opened up out there in the half-light, that the phone might well be broken. Angela had taken a hell of a tumble to reach her destination, such as it was - but she tried to comfort herself by saying that it had been through a lot worse and survived: dropped on the pavement at least a dozen times; had drinks spilled on it by prats at Uni; even fell into her cornflakes once. Thing was like a tank. 
 Nevertheless, until she had it in her hands, until she switched it on- Yes! Angela had it, fingertips brushing against the top then pinching together to try and snag the thing, like some kind of seaside amusement where the prize kept slipping out of the grabber's grasp. Nearly there, nearly there… Got it! Angela pulled it far enough out so that she could get a hold of the small, slippery square properly, freeing it from its confines (if only she could do the same for herself). But what had she won? Let's see, let's see. 
 Angela brought the mobile up, flicking it on even as yet another set of eyes blinked in the distance - but as long as they stayed there… What she'd won was a working phone she saw (the grand prize) as her eyes flicked downwards. There were still no bars on the top, but then if there was no reception above ground, she shouldn't really have expected any deep down in its depths. 
 What there was available to her was the torch app, which she flipped up and turned on. Nothing happened. So, it wasn't a completely fully-functioning piece of tech… 
 The eyes were moving. All of them. Getting bigger, getting closer. 
 Angela swallowed again. No light, no way of seeing what was coming for her. No way of defending herself, either, because if these things were so used to the dim lighting down here, she'd considered maybe using that torch as a weapon. 
 She stared at the menu, the picture a photo of her favourite statue, snapped out on a stroll in town: a figure of indeterminate sex reaching upwards, striving to get to the clouds (or the surface, she thought absently… pretty appropriate really). 
 Snapped… photo… 
 The button for the camera app was staring right at her, set to auto. Angela nudged it on with her thumb. The eyes were getting bigger, fuller, blinking again almost, but not quite in unison. Seven sets, seven pairs. She pressed the round button on the screen and took a picture. The flash lit up the scene around her momentarily, affording her a glimpse of what was ahead. What had clearly done this to those people in the pit: a preview of what was in store for her, too, more than likely. 
 Angela saw a glimpse of the beasts and thought she was going mad. No dogs, definitely not dogs. Not even animals really, but human in shape - if not in nature. They were not that big, about the size of chimps she estimated, but their skin was as pale as their eyes. It was slick, that flesh, and lumpy, knotted - but the way they were moving showed that this extended to their bones as well; they were disjointed things straight out of a painting of Hell, thought Angela. Straight out of something from Dante's Inferno, the creatures that populated those Circles he'd been taken on a tour of by Virgil (they'd studied this poem in her first semester). 
 They also recoiled at the flash, showing their teeth - tiny and razor-sharp by the looks of things - and while she was taking in their faces, their completely bald heads, veins pulsing at the temples, she saw that they had no noses to speak of, just little slits. Their ears were pointed, jutting out awkwardly from the sides of their heads. It was only now that they made a sound as well, not the growl or bark of a wolf as she'd imagined, but a throaty, phlegmy gurgle of protest. The eyes glowed pink in the glare from the camera, then everything went dark again. 
 Breath coming even faster now, Angela pressed the button again. It showed the creatures moving forwards, crouching and advancing; the light had only put them off for a second or two - or maybe they were using some other sense to find their way? Something akin to what bats use in caves, going by those ears? 
 It didn't matter - they were coming for her and they were coming more quickly. The flash didn't affect them quite so much the second time and, without pausing now to study them, Angela pressed the button again. If nothing else, maybe these pictures would serve as evidence of what had done this to her… assuming her remains were ever found. Not that it would do her much good in the here and now. 
 In the here and now, she was moments away from being attacked. The only thing Angela could think of doing was using the camera again - defensively, as a weapon, but they were already on her, denying her that opportunity. In fact one of them, maybe even the same one, bit into her hand and caused her to drop the phone, sending it clattering off into who knows where? At the same time the other bodies crawling over her were pushing her down onto her back, and she collapsed with a grunt. Once the dots in front of her eyes from the flash had cleared, she could see the creatures mountaineering up her body, feel the clawed hands that were worse than Robert and his explorations. 
 There was a hotness in her shoulder, and once more it was alive with pain. Angela shifted her head to the side and saw a member of this brood licking at the wound, spittle trailing from its mouth; slurping up the blood there - sticking its tongue into the hole to get at more of the vital liquid; not that she could afford to lose any more. 
 She attempted to move, to try and shrug them off, but it was impossible - there were simply too many and they were a lot heavier than they looked. Like concrete slabs laying on her, in fact, making it even harder to breathe. The one biting into her hand was knocked off by another of the creatures, both competing for a new prize: who'd get to devour her. If there was pain there, she didn't feel it - was too preoccupied by the burning sensation in her shoulder. Angela was trying to hang on to consciousness this time, but could feel herself failing - she didn't want to black out only to wake and find parts of her missing, parts of her being snacked on: an arm, a leg, a hand, a foot... Being dead she could just about handle; it was quick, it would be over and done with - for her part - relatively quickly. But losing herself piece by piece? Mouthful by mouthful? That would bend her mind so completely… 
 And Angela did black out at that point, the agony from her shoulder simply too much. But it wasn't for long, or at least she didn't believe so. When she did come to again, the weight was gone from her frame. She looked downwards and saw that the creatures had shifted - were no longer on top of her, arguing over the prime cuts. Experimentally, Angela moved a leg, a foot, an arm… All seemed to be working as normal, unless it was phantom limb syndrome or something? No, she was able to see that they were all still there, everything intact: her body whole. She reached across to her shoulder, tentatively touching the bullet-hole there… except it wasn't a hole anymore. There was nothing but puckered skin; not burned, but cauterised. Something in the creature's spit? 
 Of the monsters there appeared to be no sign - had they been scared off again? Like they had by her scream before? No, for she could see them now, just out of reach. They were all there, gathered in a horseshow shape. Waiting and watching her, but not as a prelude to an attack - she didn't get that from them this time. After all, why would they strike and then withdraw, leaving her unscathed, only to surge forward again? In fact, not only was she unscathed, they'd stemmed the bleeding from her shoulder; healed her, even. It was numb, but she could at least move her arm a little. 
 It was something she did now, helping herself to get upright again. The creatures still kept their distance, still watched and waited - but for what? Angela frowned. The "attack" had only come when she began to root around for the phone, only increased in intensity when she started using the flash. They'd got it out of her hand as quickly as they could, but then the one who'd bitten it - the smallest one, she recalled, and even as she looked now at the bites she saw they weren't that deep - he'd been knocked away so he couldn't do any more damage to her. They'd pinned her down so they could stop her from taking the photos, so they could fix her injured shoulder. Defending themselves rather than assaulting her. 
 Helping her… 
 The furrows on her brow deepened; she didn't understand. Why, out of all the people who had fallen foul of this trap (and each time, they must have covered the ground back up again, she realised - which also meant there was another, easier way out of there than actually climbing up the incline; a way to get out of this hole) - why had they spared her? What made her so special? 
 Red on white, a voice said from somewhere - her mind, although it sounded an awful lot like a man's timbre. A fleeting image of the rose came to her, a rose in the snow. 
 "Hel…Hello," she spoke tentatively, the word sounding odd even to her; her throat almost seizing up with the pitiful attempt. Unsurprisingly, there was no reply, so - determined - Angela tried again: "Hi there." She held up her hand, the one attached to her wounded arm, which made her wince a little - but all this elicited was puzzled looks from the seven shapes, a couple gaping at each other in bewilderment. They were the strangest things she'd ever seen in her life, not quite human but humanoid - as if perhaps they had been once. She wondered how long they had lived here. Years? Generations? Maybe their ancestors had been human at some point? She rested her aching arm and raised the other one, held out her hand as you would do when giving your pet a treat. "I…I'm not going to hurt you." 
 It seemed like a weird thing to say, especially given their apparent intent. Definitely, given what they'd done to these other poor wretches down here. But Angela chose to look on the bright…well, brighter side. They had decided not to dine on her, for whatever reasons. And they were a damned sight better company than "Uncle" Robert and his gun. 
 "I'm not going to…" She shut up immediately when one of the pack, a particularly vacant-looking one, began lumbering forward. Angela thought about withdrawing that hand now - what if he simply bit off the fingers? Ladyfingers…hmm, yum! 
 But she was glad she didn't when, instead of baring its teeth, the monster nuzzled up against that hand. Angela felt like recoiling - felt also a little like being sick, but fought it. 
 And, forcing herself to do so, she stroked the top of the thing's veiny head. It purred - actually purred, even though the sound was gurgled and thick with mucus. Not a dog, but a cat. 
 Seeing this, the others approached, all seven of them, nuzzling up against different parts of her. Some of it was actually even quite pleasant; some of it also tickled. In spite of herself, Angela smiled. Then she laughed. 
 A laugh that went on so long, she thought that she had finally, truly, gone insane. 
 
 * 
 
 Ruth stared out at through the gigantic window and sipped her whiskey: Queen of all she surveyed. 
 She allowed herself a grin; she'd earned it. Things were shaping up nicely, very nicely indeed. The shares had been floated, bought, and now she was one of the most powerful people on the planet. 
 Power… Ruth savoured the word, the way it sounded. She could do anything, go anywhere. Power; she had so much power. It was better than being helpless, better than the things she'd had to do to get her and Robert out of that cesspit they'd lived in when her mum had died. Correction: been killed. That had been the first lesson… Power wasn't just about money - although that greased the wheels - it was about control. Being in control and controlling others. They'd had money, before, but then it had been taken away from them. Then their one remaining parent had been taken away as well. Someone had to take charge, take control, and it was never going to be her brother. 
 Oh, Robert had his uses - especially as he got older and larger, better able to handle himself - but he was a bit of a blunt instrument. No finesse. Just look at the way he'd gotten rid of Angela… If she hadn't wanted a certain amount of distance on this one, Ruth would have cheerfully handled the problem herself; taken great pleasure in it actually, as she had Angela's cloying father. The two terminations couldn't have been more different, could they? The father "natural causes", buried, and the daughter - shot and dumped in the wilderness somewhere for the animals to pick at. Somewhere she'd never be found. Robert had brought back the jacket with her blood all over it as proof, which she'd later incinerated. 
 That child had always been a nuisance; if it hadn't been for that stipulation in the blasted will about looking after her, Ruth might well have simply strangled her a long time ago. The girl had to live to attend the same university where her parents had met and fallen in love - though if he was hoping for that to happen again, he was sadly mistaken because times had definitely moved on. The daughter had to live and so Ruth had kept her shut away, hidden and guarded until it was time. Even when Angela had headed off to Uni, she'd been monitored by Ruth's network of spies - it was how they'd discovered what she'd been up to, digging into the past (she was good, Ruth had to give her that - even uncovered some things she'd paid a lot of money to make "go away"). 
 She'd also been monitored by that outside world Angela was so desperate to get out into, though, hadn't she? Time was, it used to be Ruth's photo in the tabloids, scattered all over the internet with pundits declaring how stunning she was - pictured getting out of limos, attending premieres and galas; stepping out through the doors of the most high-profile hotels and restaurants. Then they'd started snapping Angela: "Reclusive daughter of millionaire businessman all grown up! And so beautiful!" Started to forget about Ruth, focussing on that runt instead - in spite of the fact she didn't even like the attention. It had begun to die down a little the more time the girl spent at university, the novelty wearing off, but it had soon ramped up again when news broke about her being missing - wiping Ruth's face off the net once more. 
 She'd been questioned by the authorities, of course, but nothing had come of it; that power again, in action. Besides, she had plausible deniability this time. And an alibi - in residence at her place in the South of France while it was all going down; had only been back a few days, actually. Worried, obviously, but it was nothing to do with her… Ruth had been the one who'd kept her safe all these years, after all; hadn't even wanted to let her go away; had warned her about the perils of college and those boys there. Maybe one of them had done something? Go look into that! 
 With no more news, it had started to go away again - been replaced by something else. Nobody was going to mourn Angela and she'd eventually be totally forgotten about; leaving Ruth to wallow in her luxury, living her days out in peace, being serviced by nubile young studs - a far cry from the sweaty old men she'd been forced to screw on her way to the top. So much better than that drip, Angela's father. God, by the end of it she hadn't even been able to look at the man, he was so wet. And as for the way he was with his child… pathetic. Every now and again she'd get a twinge, though, watching them; maybe wonder what her life would have been like with such a devoted dad. Didn't matter; hadn't happened. You can't change the past, only the future - and Ruth had done that so spectacularly well she'd even surprised herself. She sipped at the 50-year-old Royal Salute Scotch, relishing its warmth as it trickled down her throat. Glad she was inside on such a night - the whiteness having covered everything for the last few weeks. Stepping back a little, she caught her reflection in the glass of the window. Those perfect cheekbones, the red lipstick (not natural - not like hers), eyes accentuated by eye shadow and sheltered by pencil-thin eyebrows; the whole thing framed by her dark hair, pulled back tightly on the top but flowing around her face like a cowl. The designer purple-blue dress she wore clung to her in all the right places, showing off her still perfect body - power and money could even fix the advance of the years. There was no way she'd ever end up an old crone with white hair and a hooked nose. No, she was going to live forever! 
 Her grin widened. "Who's the fairest of them all now?" Ruth said to herself and let out a chuckle. 
 Suddenly, another face appeared at the window - replacing hers and causing Ruth to drop the crystal whiskey glass she had in her hand. It was a face she recognised. A face she never thought she'd see again outside of an obituary column. 
 "Angela," she whispered, hand going to her mouth. "It can't be." Just your imagination because you were thinking about her, just- 
 The girl was wearing another coat, a much bigger one to protect her from the elements. She looked a little the worse for wear, hair out of place (typical student really), a healed-up cut on her lip, but nothing drastic. Certainly not dead, as Ruth had been promised. Pale, but then she always was. Pale as- 
 Angela knocked on the glass and again Ruth started. Almost stepped sideways onto the smashed whiskey tumbler. 
 "Let me in, Ruth," she mouthed, pointing across to the handle on the French doors not too far away. 
 Ruth's mind was reeling. Robert, the incompetent moron - this was his fault somehow! Had assumed he'd left Angela for dead, lied about it to her and thought presenting Ruth with the bloodied coat would be enough. And she'd believed him, fallen for it, when clearly the girl was still alive. Ruth didn't believe in zombies… well, not really, not the kind that could walk around and bite you at any rate. 
 But why hadn't she gone to the authorities? Told them about the whole thing, demanded they arrest Robert and her - not that it would do any good, the amount of police, lawyers and judges she had in her back pocket. Maybe that was it; was Angela thinking that there was no point? Perhaps she was here to get her own back, personally… It was probably what Ruth would do herself, and for a fleeting moment she actually felt a hint of pride at her erstwhile charge. 
 Angela rapped on the window again. "Ruth!" 
 "All right, all right," she said, irritated, and went over to the door. As she did so, unlocking it, another thought - another question - occurred to her. 
 How did Angela get past the security in this place, which Robert alone oversaw (she didn't trust anyone else but him)? It took a key card and code to get through the gate… Then the door was open and Angela was inside; it was time to play the caring stepmother. "Angela, darling - where have you been? There have been people out looking for you." 
 Angela grinned, a little like the one that had broken across Ruth's face a few moments ago. "They wouldn't have found me. Not in a million years." 
 "Well, come in, come in. You must be freezing." 
 "I'm okay," said the girl. 
 "Let me get you something to drink. I was just…" She nodded at the floor, at the remains of the ten grand a bottle drink. 
 "Yeah, sorry about that," Angela replied with absolutely no remorse in her voice. 
 "Not to worry." Ruth wandered over to the drinks cabinet. "You want one of those?" 
 Angela shook her head, slowly. 
 "Oh, that's right, silly me. You don't drink, do you? Imagine that, a student who doesn't drink. That's like a vampire who doesn't suck your blood." She laughed at her own joke. "Apple juice, then? Looks the same at any rate." 
 Ruth turned her back on Angela, fixing the drink. Her hands were shaking a little, so she told herself to calm down - to get a grip. To take charge of the situation. Get. It. Under. Control. Jesus, when she got hold of Robert she'd- 
 Letting out a breath, she turned around again and walked back over to her stepdaughter. "Here we go, that should do the trick." 
 "I think there have been quite enough tricks, Ruth - don't you?" 
 Ruth frowned. "I…I'm not sure what-" 
 "You can drop the act. There's only you and me here. I know what you did, Ruth." 
 "I don't know what it is you think you know, but I can assure you-" 
 "Your assurances don't mean a great deal, do they? About the same as your wedding vows, I'd say." Angela pursed her lips at that, and for a moment Ruth thought the girl was going to cry. 
 "This is getting us nowhere. I've not been back in the country long; I was as shocked as anyone to hear you'd gone missing. But, well, I'm delighted you're back." 
 That grin again. "I couldn't miss my own birthday, now, could I?" "Your…" Ruth had forgotten about that; the little bitch would be entitled to half of everything once that clock hit twelve. 
 "What's the matter? You don't look very delighted now, Ruth. Thinking about your money? Our money? Is that it? You want to know something? I was never that interested in it before - would've let you keep the lot. Would give it all to have him back, my daddy." 
 Ruth couldn't help it; her lip began to curl. "Daddy? I could tell you a thing or two about your daddy." 
 Angela held up her hand and it seemed to pain her to do so, as if her arm was hurt. Of course, the blood on the coat - she'd been shot in the shoulder. Ruth mentally filed the information, as she did with everything, for future use; if it came to a fight, say, but she was hoping Robert would intervene before then. Where exactly was he when she needed him? 
 "I know all I need to know," stated Angela. "I know he was a good man who was fooled by an evil woman." 
 Ruth raised an eyebrow. "Evil? Don't be so melodramatic, child!" 
 "I am not a child!" spat Angela. She let the words settle before continuing. "I also know he would have been ashamed of what you did with his company in his name." 
 "I did what I had to," growled Ruth. "That's what I always do!" "As did I," Angela replied coolly. 
 Ruth looked at her sideways. "What? What did you do?" 
 "I bought all the shares, Ruth. The company's mine. Lock, stock and barrel." 
 "I don't believe you! How could you have…" 
 Angela reached into her pocket, pulled out a handful of something that glistened in the light. Sparkled like- 
 "I stumbled upon them, quite literally. Down in the place where Robert left me. Where I hid out, until it was time to even the score. Remember the one that was sold for about 50 million a little while ago, some billionaire gave it… gave it to his daughter." She paused, composed herself and continued. "Each one of these is worth a lot more than that, and I found shit-loads of them. You know, I think I quite like having all that money - with more to come. Buys you anonymity. Gives you-" 
 "Power," Ruth finished for her, then bit her lip. 
 "Of course, when people find out what you've done - all the things you've done, it won't just be half the profits I'll get back. Will it?" Angela smirked again. 
 "Look," said Ruth, taking another step. "Let's talk about this. Here, have your drink." She proffered the juice. 
 "Oh, I'm really not that thirsty. Tell you what, why don't you have it?" 
 Ruth still held it out. "I don't really like… You drink it." 
 "No," Angela said, reaching into her other pocket and producing the gun. "You drink it. I insist." 
 It was Robert's gun, she recognised it. "What have you done to him?" 
 "Me? I haven't done anything. Drink." 
 "No, I-" 
 "Drink it Ruth, or I'll put a bullet in your head. And you know what 
 else? I'll get away with it, as well." It wasn't a bluff. Ruth reluctantly took a sip of the apple juice. "All of it!" Angela insisted, prodding the air in front of her with the weapon. 
 Ruth knocked back the drink. 
 "You know, being the boss and everything entitles you to all kinds of perks," Angela said. "Things like access to departments, the outside world - the one you were so careful to shield me from - don't even know exist. Like the R & D floors at the top of a certain office block? Ring any bells? Oh, you probably can't nod or shake your head by now, can you? Just like dad couldn't… just like those other poor bastards you poisoned with the shit they came up with. Batch 20865." There were tears in Angela's eyes now, and a couple escaped, tracked down her cheeks. She came over, placing the gun down on a nearby table, reaching for Ruth's wrist. "No pulse. But you can still hear me, right? You're still in there?" 
 She was. Just held captive by the drops of liquid she'd tipped in from one of her rings; something Ruth always kept about her in case of emergencies. 
 "A living death, isn't that how they described it in the encrypted files? Undetectable… Those people, my father - they were still fucking alive when the autopsies were carried out, weren't they? Maybe even when they were buried…" Angela was crying freely now, eyes red. Red on white. "But I know something that's even worse than that, Ruth. I want you to come with me." It was Angela's turn to show Ruth her back, taking a few steps then pausing, glancing over her shoulder. "Ah, that's right. You can't, can you?" 
 You monstrous little harpy, thought Ruth to herself - when I get out of this I'm going to… 
 Angela pushed her over and she fell, onto her back - hard. It hurt; it really hurt. Ruth hadn't expected it to; thought that her victims hadn't felt anything afterwards. But now she knew different. Now she knew they must have felt it when- 
 Ow! Ruth was being pulled along by her hair, dragged out through the patio doors. 
 "I'm going to introduce you now to some friends of mine, Ruth. It's a little bright in there for them, but perfect out here." 
 What the hell was the awful brat talking about now? What friends? 
 "Actually, they kind of think I'm their Queen… or a Goddess, or something. Either way, works for me. I found them where Robert left me as well." 
 Then Ruth saw what Angela was talking about, emerging from the shadows. Weird, alabaster things crawling over the snow, almost camouflaged by it, leaving a trail of redness behind them. A trail from… 
 "They're probably not that hungry at the moment, given that they've just had a big meal." Angela continued to drag Ruth into position on the lawn, through the snow - then stopped and nodded towards the remains of Robert. She could only tell because of his suit; it looked like wild animals had been at him, had been eating him. These bastard creatures, and it was her turn next! "They'll probably take their time with you, I guess. Make it last. I hope so anyway." 
 If she could have done, Ruth would have also cried at that point. For Robert, for herself. But more than any of that, because she'd been outsmarted. Because this wretched girl would now have everything. The company, the money. 
 Because, in the end, she had all the power. 
 
 * 
 
 Red on white. 
 Angela sat and watched as the last of Ruth was devoured; the blood smearing their pale mouths. She'd grown used to it now, their habits - it no longer repulsed her that they were sucking out eyeballs, tearing into thighs, chewing on breasts. And hadn't it been Eugene Sue who'd first said in Memoirs of Matilda that revenge is a dish best served cold? 
 It was only their nature - they were only doing what they had to in order to survive. 
 Like she herself had survived. Thrived, even. 
 And it comforted her that Ruth had been alive right up to the last, in that living death… a living statue, actually. Just like the one on her phone - the phone she'd finally used when she'd emerged from her hole and gone in search of a signal. They hadn't minded her taking the gems from the mine, selling them on and then using the proceeds to fund her little project. They didn't even know the fortune they were sitting on, or surrounded by - imbedded in the walls - and what's more, they didn't care. All those seven creatures, each with their own odd foibles - distinct personalities if you knew what you were looking for; one that slept a lot, one that sounded for all the world like he had allergies - all that interested them was their next meal, and to be able to please her. Her beauty captivating the things, and she hadn't minded that kind of attention. 
 She'd make a place for them, here in her own home: in the cellar maybe? Somewhere underground… The home that had belonged to her father, and now to her. The remains of Ruth and Robert, she'd put where nobody would ever find them. Where they'd put Angela. 
 Red on white. So much blood to clear up, although the snow would help with that when it began to eventually melt. It had been a long day, a long few weeks in fact - and while she'd been occupied with all this, it had turned midnight. It was now her birthday… and what a way to celebrate! She lay back on the snow and looked up. The globe had been shaken again, the world upside down - the stars up there mingling with the flakes that were now coming down, making it look like they were falling from the sky. A gift from Heaven. 
 But everything would soon settle again, and she would get on her with her life. Here, shut away. Who needed the outside world anyway? The hurt, the truths and heartache it brought? 
 Not her, that was for sure. 
 Not Snow. 
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 Something stirs beneath the ice-locked tundra of Snowdonia National Park. An ancient force of unspeakable evil scrabbles at the boundaries between worlds. Its servants creep from sunless caverns and crave the taste of warm human flesh. Ithaqua summons his children home. A new age approaches. Gibbering monsters and nameless horrors await and a blend of man and beast is needed to show the Great Old Ones the way. Dwellers in the deep. Fields of quivering flesh. All await the children of the Wind Walker . . . 
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