Samantha tried breathed in the rich night air of the forest, and sighed as she looked into the pond in front of her. The moon shone brightly above her, making it easy to see. Her deep brown hair cascaded down her head as she gazed at the knife her husband, Sabin, had given to her for self-defense. He said she had a beautiful body that would not be used as any red-dressed hookers had. Her corset began to suffocate her. She attempted to loosen the miserable thing that hugged at her bosom so tightly and made it so very hard to breathe. 
“Horrible things,” she said to no one in particular as she tried to get into a comfortable position, a task that was nearly impossible. At least she had escaped from that horrible party which Sabin had dragged her to. No, it wasn’t Sabin’s fault; he was just trying to fit into this pretentious London society as best he could. Still, sometimes she just longed to grab Sabin’s arm and take him into another dimension, someplace where they could be together easily, someplace that she could quinch her thirst for adventure, but alas that would never happen. Such dreaming was meant for fairy tales and mythical fables, but one could always hope…. 
Suddenly a loud crack of lighting from above startled her from her dreams. Samantha looked up at the night sky that had been so peaceful just a moment ago and saw that it had been filled with dark storm clouds. The moon could scarcely be seen and the ground around her darkened extremely, as if it was trying to match the sky above it. She then realized that Sabin would be wondering where she had gone. She had left at least half an hour ago, if not more, it was high time for her to be headed back to the party. Samantha suddenly felt a drop of water on her head, and as if on cue rain began to poor all around her. Samantha cursed herself and her stupidity, it would be nearly impossible to get back now! 
“Well there was no point in just standing around like an idiot!” She said, motivating herself into movement. 
Samantha began to trudge through the rain. The solid ground underneath her feet began to turn into mud as the rain poured harder and harder. Every few steps she would have to stop and wait for another flash of lightning to help light on her way. She suddenly tripped on a tree root the lightning had not illuminated to her. Her chest hit a sharp rock that dug into her skin as her face hit the same rock, smashing her nose. She cried out in pain and surprise, swallowing mud and water as she hit the ground. . The corset constricted her and dug deep into her fair skin as she chocked on the mud. Blood streamed down her face as tears began to fill her eyes and mix with the rain, blood, and mud all disgusting to create a disgusting taste in her mouth. 
A giant crash of thunder shook the trees and ground all around her preceded by a blinding flash of lightening. Samantha screamed, but not out of fear of the lighting or thunder. She had seen, not less than 100 feet in front of her, a horrible monster. The monster was pure black, darker than the darkest night, and had terrible white fangs that dripped down a horrendous amount of saliva. However, Samantha would not have seen the monster had it not been for its eyes, six terrible, red eyes that looked as if they wished nothing but an evil death upon everything they gazed. Another flash of lightning, and the monster had vanished. 
Samantha began to flee the opposite way, tripping and falling every few steps. She no longer cared about the blood that streamed down her face. The only thing that was in her mind was fear. She knew the monster was still following her, she could smell it. She could smell its hunger for her, its desire for her death. Nothing mattered anymore other than escaping it, nothing. The rain poured harder and the ground was illuminated by the most brilliant flash of lighting yet. Samantha screamed once more and skidded to a stop right in front of a cliff. She turned around frantically to look for another way to go, but it was already too late, the monster loomed in front of her. Its hideous odor chocked her like the corset making it almost impossible to breathe. Without warning, it screamed and lunged for her. She tried to dodge it but its claws tore open the skin of her already wounded chest and she flew back over the cliff. She grabbed a stray branch and was just barely able to hold on. Her dress and corset flew off due to the massive damage done to them by the monsters claws. Her chest bled profusely, but with the corset gone, she finally was able to breathe. Her naked body flew with the wind and rain. She looked up at the monster as it screamed with rage that it had not killed her. It began to climb down to the branch on which she hung. Her head was clear; she knew what she had to do. She looked up at the monster as it descended upon her, rage reflected in each of its horrible eyes, and took one last breath of free air as she threw Saabin’s knife into one of it’s eyes. 
She let go of the branch. 
As she fell to what she thought would be her certain death, she knew not weather it was the monster’s screams or her own, that she heard. Darkness took her. 
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