	A Short Story for Sabin 

The rain was pounding upon the wet cobblestones as the rickety carriage pulled in next to the hard-beaten pub door. A man’s foot protruded from the dark exterior of the carriage landing with a sharp tap on the abused stone, the rest of the body’s lean figure emerged revealing a divine and handsome young man with silver hair. His face was clear of all innocence as if struggling with an agony beyond imagining, he stalked into the quiet pub holding a handkerchief to his noble nose, for the pub as all pub’s smelt as its inhabitants and therefore not very pleasant. Reluctantly he removed the napkin and tossed a silver coin into the meaty hands of the Pub owner ‘Thank ye young master, how goes you on this rare night?’ The silent man lifted his eyes and fixed him with a chilling glare and replied ‘fair…’ the man turned away muttering under his breath. As he stomped away in to the kitchen doorway, the silver haired man sighed and pulled out a mirror and glanced at it, but shown there was no man, but a beast of dark abyss, ‘its spreading…’ he noted touching his face where already there we’re six dim lights glowing under his pale skin. 
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