No….it wasn’t anyone, he was alone, it was but he and his sister. Surely the voices were of imagination. 
“Kill….kill….die…..thirst……of blood……” 
The voice sounded dark, almost hysterical. It was just a whisper at times, but it grew louder and louder. 
“Kill….kill…..die, cure my thirst…….sadness….sorrow….fear me, fear me!” 
The boy gazed at his sister, yet she looked as if she had heard nothing. 
“Sister?” The boy asked 
The fair lady, dressed in a fine emerald dress, an aristocrat perhaps turned around and softly answered. 
“What is it dear Andrew?” Her voice was nearly angelic; she had the voice of one who was familiar with several children. Andrew looked at his feet. 
“Its nothing” He replied. The women eyed him puzzled by his tone, but she took no more notice of it then just that. Obviously he was the only one who could hear the voice; it was but an illusion in his mind. He walked in silence a few more paces, but the voice shrieked. It then made the most horrible sound, a heart stopping scream, and then hysterical laughter while muttering something. It went silent for a second, and the voice began to sing. 
“Die die, kill thou sister? Slip of fate, Die save her no? Does fear keep thy from speaking die die die. Watch me feast upon thy kin’s flesh blood die die die die” The voice was drone out by a different language, much more complicated, a very sharp language it was, a horrible despicable language, the voice began to laugh, it was a dark laugh. The boy again looked at his feet, ashamed of such frivolous fear, had his father taught him no better? The grass grew dark, a shadow! He looked behind him but no one was there. He walked faster but stopped in a moment of recognition. The sun was in front of him, a shadow if not his sister, would appear behind him, or his shadow would at least. He shot a short look behind him and sure enough his shadow wasn’t there. He looked in front of himself, the shadow grew darker. He followed it up and stopped dead in his tracks. The shadow wasn’t his at all, it was moving! How could this me? He continued to eye the shadow and stopped at the face. There was just a faint resemblance of a face, but no where near human faded upon the shadow. Slowly 6 spots in the shadow grew lighter, eventually turning to six crescents of red. His sister turned around 
“Must I hold thy hand?” She walked towards him, he saw her but he focused mostly on the shadow. Suddenly, the crescents widened, they were eyes! Massive eyes indeed, the shadow reached up, it was I the air, it was unreal. The boy let out a slight moan as his sister walked straight through the shadow. He sighed of relief as he realized it was only his imagination, his sister was alright. She continued to walk and again the laughed, the horrible laughter. She paused. His eyes met hers, and her expression changed suddenly. 
“You hear it too, don’t you?” The boy asked, her silence gave him her response. She shifted, as if she was going to walk but suddenly she hurled back, back through the air, slamming into a tree. The noise was horrible, like that of stepping on a snail. First a small crackle, then a squishy, liquid noise, and then a loud crack. The tree dripped crimson, her blood! The boy screamed loudly, fearfully, but he wasn’t scared enough to not go see his sister. He ran in her direction but she rose in the air. Her back arched her hands dangling, she float lifeless in the air. Suddenly Blood fell to the ground, and her dress tore in pieces, she was being devoured. The boy stood in fear watching. The body shifted towards him and fell to the ground. The voice grew louder, a horrible sound it made, it wasn’t a scream, no there was a hint of pleasure, enjoyment but other wise evil. The shadow appeared dark again, but it was just a shiver of darkness compared to the setting day. It launched forward and the boy screamed. It was the last breath to ever escape his mouth.  
