Darkness, the sole feeling sleeping now gave me. Dreams…now a devoid of darkness; A mixture of screams and shrieks madly sounding in hopeless dark. I awoke from the darkness to find reality none the different, must have been early. I went to sit up but winced at a sudden split of my head. I rubbed my dew covered forehead, feeling the extra appendages that cursed my face. I tried to remember what happened…where I was at. Looking forward a bit the motel sign near by showed I was in a damp alley. The last I could remember was at that pub in this curious town. “Must have a hangover” I thought to myself. Looking nearby I noticed a broken mirror. Starting into my cracked reflection, I saw red stains on my head near where my face was cursed. I looked at my hands…coated with blood. I tried to remember what happened last night, but couldn’t think straight. I stared into the mirror a bit longer and my head started spinning. “What the hell is wrong with me?”, rung in my head until everything faded. I blacked out. Darkness. I awoke to a bright flash. A storm was brewing, but by that bright spot in the clouds I could tell it had been hours. I stood up a bit easier this time, tried to regain my sanity. I looked at my hands now covered in dried blood. The events of the night before still blurred in my mind. I looked again in that same mirror, making sure I looked human enough to pass by. I got up to take a look around, walking under that motel sign (No Vacancy). I looked to the left, and then to the right but nothing looked familiar. I decided to walk down the street walking in the direction of that sign. As I walking, hands in my pockets, it began to rain. Another bolt of lightning cracked nearby, and rang in my head for a while. The blood on my hands washed off with the rain. I decided to forget about it and the night before and continue my journey. I had heard somewhere in or near this town nested my prey, the legend monster Sephra. This gigantic snake demon was more of a shadow than a snake. It lurked and thrived in darkness, feeding on the despair of those around it. The town suffered a great deal from this monster, everyone in a constant depression, it seemed. I had arrived a week earlier, in search of such a monster. As I walked the rain started matting my hair to my face, something I just can’t stand. I quickly reached into my pocket and pulled out a small black band with which I tied it back with. As I walked I passed a few of the common townsfolk. The citizens in this town have a character trait of blank eyes. As I stared into the eyes of my first passer-by I saw nothing. You look deep and they seem to be staring back, but behind the eyes are just loneliness and despair. The same expression of the eyes, it seemed, appeared on my next passer-by…a stout woman who looked as dreadful as the storm approaching. Everyone I had passed in this town had worn the very same expression, and just watching them all in the sort of dreamlike state of sadness excited me. A good monster and a mystery always do. I decided I would try to gather information on the existence and whereabouts of Sephra. After about ten minutes of pondering and walking, the storm picked up. I decided it was time to head inside. 

-ErikErik
