When the moon doesn’t watch
(chain story 2)
Starter Sentence
Totally, completely, deliciously, and no doubt illegally naked, Tanya knew her clothes had to be in her car, but she had no idea where she’d left the damned thing.  

Author 1

She’d woken up, cold, on a grave, with no clothes and just the faintest idea of what had happened that night.  She was sure she hadn’t been alone.  There had been others.  What she was doing with them she couldn’t remember, but it involved fire. 

Standing in the middle of the cemetery’s empty car park she had no idea where to look next.  She noted the approaching dawn and looked for something to cover herself with, aware that today was a school day (Tanya herself had used this cemetery as a shortcut in her youth), but the best she could find was a semi-decomposed carrier bag.  It was so old it crumbled in her hands, so she abandoned that idea and headed toward the chapel.

A flash of memory struck her.  She’d been in the chapel last night.  She couldn’t remember why, but something felt wrong, and as she shuffled along the path, one hand covering her pert breasts and the other cupping her shaven haven, she began to feel profoundly disturbed.  Something was telling her to keep away from the chapel, but something had gone down here last night and she needed to know what.  She opened the door.

Author 2

It was dark. It was cold. But most importantly, it was empty. She allowed herself a sigh of relief, and padded with her naked feet past the empty pews. There was just enough moonlight to see by; shapes played upon the floor as she went.

And there She was. The Virgin Mary, immortalised in a crystalline mosaic upon the far wall. She held her pale breasts and suckled her Son: the epitome of innocence. Cherubs heralded the scene.

Then In a fleeting moment, she, humble and stark naked, saw herself in the Virgin Mary. Pure, untouched; she felt she was freshly born. Whatever had happened last night, it didn’t seem to leave any scars. She felt more alive than she ever had been.

She sat down upon the pew closest to the altar. The cold wood on her thighs made shivers run up her spine. She forgot her shyness, and let her fingers run down to her sides. It was as if there was nothing to be scared of, being in such a holy place. The tapestries, the candles, the prayer cushions… they all seemed to be watching out for her. Then, unexpectedly, she slipped away into deep, peaceful sleep.

Author 3

Her dreams were both stormy and calm.  She did not know which parts were memories, which were visions, and which were figments of her imagination; her mind trying to reconcile events that she could not remember, or could not comprehend.  

There was a child -- a newborn -- lying on a hill under a tree.  A wolf entering a diner and ordering coffee.  The child falling, falling, falling from a tree and landing on the wolfs back.  A fire.  A long hallway.  A syringe.  The wolf, face covered in blood, finishing a meal.  And finally, a cleansing rain, ridding the child of all filth.

She awoke feeling fresh, clear, alert.  Her still-naked body felt energized.  It was if shackles that had once bound her had been removed.  She was ready.
With two vivid images from her dream --the coffee shop near her apartment and the tree on the hill just outside town -- she at least had a direction.  A purpose.  She would find out what had happened the night before.  The memories that were lost would be recovered.

Dressed now in the ceremonial gown of an alter boy that she found in a closet, she opened the door of the chapel and greeted the dawn.

Author 4

Mr. Shaw was convinced this would be another agreeable day. Revitalized by last night’s events, he would cope well with what most people would consider an unsettling affair; the meeting with the representative of the ethics committee. It wasn’t unsettling only because it involved bribes. It was unsettling because the bribes were so big. Enormous, even. 

He looked at his wrist watch. Five to. His other hand grasped the briefcase firmly. Ten years ago he would have been much more apprehensive, but principles have a tendency to wane if you neglect them long enough. But more importantly, the activity had strengthened him immensely. It was a beautiful new nightly pastime - not for everyone involved, but for him. 
Mr. Shaw confidently pushed the door open and entered the posh coffee shop. It was still an hour before lunch, so the clientele was sparse. Apart from a group of off-shift bakers that occupied a corner table, there was a young couple who said little but gave each other timid glances over the steam of ecological tea, and in the other corner - the man Mr. Shaw had come to meet - a bald beaurocrat sporting a tweed jacket and a very troubled forehead. 
Author 5
A bead of sweat found its way down his head and eventually was consumed by the collar of his shirt.

Although she felt a bit uncomfortable in her attire Tanya continued her way. The fact that it was early in the morning and that it meant there weren’t that many people outside to see her made her more confident, but she had to hurry home. As she walked she was accompanied by a loud orchestra of birds singing conducted by the first beams of light.
The cemetery was adjoined by a large park. As Tanya already expected, it was deserted; a perfect concealed way to her home, the old shortcut she had visited so many times. She was on the right track but yet she felt out of place. It was as if the world had changed but she had stayed behind. Even the birds appeared to whistle a different tune. Nonetheless she felt so full of energy, it just didn’t matter that much to her.
Underway she tried to remember what had happened last night. She recalled the chapel and some sort of ceremony, a group of people standing around her in weird clothes, but they didn’t have faces. 
Author 6

At last, she arrived to her street. Without hesitating, she entered the coffee shop and took a look around. She immediately recognized the two men sitting in one of the corners.
One of them, the one holding a briefcase and drinking coffee, was there the night before. She didn’t know him, but something told her he was one of the faceless men. As she looked at him, an image suddenly jumped to her mind of him, lying on top of her, and holding a syringe. That image horrified her, made her almost lose her balance.

The second man, most surprisingly, was her father.

She approached them and yelled, “Dad!”

He was surprised to see her, and then surprised to see what she was wearing. 

He quickly came to his senses and gave her a hug. She needed that.

“What are you doing here? What happened to you?” 

Mr. Shaw saw her and shivered. She was not supposed to be here, something has obviously gone terribly wrong. She looked as though she was thinking on her own. He tried to look indifferent. It’s not over yet, she was only the backup plan in the first place. He still hasn’t offered him the money.  He hoped she will not remember him…

Author 7

He suddenly shivered again, as he was so lost in thoughts and only now noticed that Kalinsky and his girl were staring at him.

“Shaw, why are you so pale?”

“Is that really your concern, ya pig?!” he shouted. He didn’t care about his “role” anymore. All he wanted to do was getting the job done that he was assigned to… by the goddamn men in the cloaks… it was a matter of life and death….

He realized that he couldn’t slip into melancholy again, so he took a deep breath and emptied his beer stein. He looked into Kalinsky’s scared eyes – he obviously was starting to sense that this wasn’t about a simple deal… tears shot into his eyes. “Shaw, what’s up, seriously? I told you you’re not getting that bunch of money from me… for whatever you’re planning to do!”
Mr. Shaw stood up, kicked over his chair and ran into the restroom – the phantasies were coming back – the men in the cloaks - !

The door behind him was slammed; but it wasn’t the restrooms’ door. No, this room was made out of stone, it was the chapel, the cursed chapel where he met the faceless monks. Suddenly, the walls went foggy and something big appeared; it was the crowd, the men, the monks.

“You did not get us the young sacrifice, nor the money we need to spread our spirit across the country”, they told him in a choir-like manner, “without it, we will never get our faces back… and you won’t get your SOUL!”

“No… no”, he stuttered. “You, you can’t!!”.  Then, all the fear in his heart was overshadowed by the burning hate, the hate for these living dead criminals that killed so many people just to live on theirselves. “YOU WON’T! GET BACK TO YOUR GRAVES! NO VITAE! NO VITAE!”
The scene faded before his eyes in a white glow.
