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        Offers of Blood and Candy


        
Death hasn’t passed un­til the last of the snow melts from the gro­und and the sur­vivors breathe warm air.
—Bil Kraus, The O­ri­gin of Blood and Can­dy

The snow was just be­gi­n­ning to melt off the piles of cow shit and Gris was ready to feed. The crea­ture was a foot tall ball of white spikes with a pair of large eyes and six small­er ones. It walked on spindly legs, each of the eight, yard-long segme­nted limb came down to del­i­cate­ly bal­ance on the fad­ing chips of ice and still-fro­zen dirt.

Di­nner was just a­head, a small vil­lage that Gris had called home for at least fif­teen years. With the moon only a sliv­er of light above it, the crea­ture skipped past the first three hours and he­aded for the fourth. Last year, when spring had just start­ed, so­me­one in the first house had tried to po­ison it. The crea­ture wasn’t in the mood for pu­king out the only meal it would have for a year.

The sweet smell of blood brought a tin­ny rum­ble from its bel­ly. Cre­e­ping for­ward, Gris made its way up to the front door where the corpse of some small mam­mal had been smeared across the wood. The sick­ly sweet smell of the fresh blood brought an­oth­er tin­ny growl and Gris pressed its mouth up to the still warm door and lapped at it.

It only took a mo­ment to break its fast and sate the edges of its hu­nger. Then Gris stepped away, wiped some of the droplets of blood from its spikes, and then he­aded to the next house. It’s stom­ach rum­bled hap­pi­ly as Gris di­gest­ed his small meal.

The next home, a new­er one wit a fresh­ly milled door pre­se­nted no deli­ci­ous treats across the wood. Gris sniffed at it and then licked at it. When it tast­ed only bit­ter stains, it pulled back with a frown.

Gris’s stom­ach rum­bled, the tin­ny so­und al­most like lit­tle bells. It was al­ready hun­gry, blood nev­er stat­ed it for long.

The crea­ture licked the door a­gain, ho­ping to find some­thing sweet to drink. There was noth­ing but the so­und of so­me­one sno­ring in­side sug­gest­ed there was food in­side. The hu­nger rose up, it ne­eded to feed now.

Gris test­ed the door. Locked. How­ev­er, the wi­ndow next to the door wasn’t as se­cured and it could eas­i­ly push up the pane of glass to slip into the inch-wide gap. When its long legs touched the gro­und, it pulled it­self into the house and let the wi­ndow close with a thump.

Some­where in the house, the sno­ring stop­ping sud­den­ly.

It didn’t mat­ter, Gris could smell the sweet­ness. It walked across the wo­oden floor, the tips of its leg ma­king tiny tap­ping nois­es as it he­aded for the smells of the only liv­ing be­ing in­side.

A whim­per rose up from a shive­ring bla­nket.

Gris’s stom­ach rum­bled a­gain.

The whim­per turned into a gasp. Who­ev­er was un­der­neath the bla­nket slapped a hand over their mouth.

The crea­ture’s hu­nger pushed it for­ward. It crawled up on the bed, its weight pu­shing down the edges of the bla­nket as it posi­ti­oned it­self over the shive­ring lump.

Gris wait­ed. It lo­oked at the bla­nket, try­ing to find the source of the sweet smell of blood and fear but it couldn’t see any way to get in­side the amor­phous shape.

The whim­pers and heavy breath­ing grew lo­uder.

The crea­ture wait­ed, fear al­ways re­vealed it­self if it wait­ed long e­nough. It just had to fre­eze un­til the so­und of the first scream. Then there would be some­thing to drink.

Sweaty fi­ngers reached for the edge of the bla­nket.

Even as hu­nger pe­aked in­side, Gris wait­ed pati­ent­ly as the occu­pant pulled back and lo­oked up. The hu­man’s eyes grew wide as the scent of sweat and fear po­ured out of it’s body. “By the Cou­ple… no—!”

Gris jump­ing and grabbed the hu­man with all of its legs.

“—help me!”

The hu­man’s screams e­nded when Gris plas­tered its mouth over the hu­mans and sucked at the sweet air. So­on, the taste of blood flo­oded its stom­ach and Gris drank with all its might un­til its vic­tim’s strug­gles grew weak. It wasn’t un­til the hu­man’s arms fell back and no more sweet­ness flo­oded into Gris’s mouth that the crea­ture re­lease and step back.

It was sat­ed a­gain, but it would nev­er last.

Co­n­tent, Gris squ­e­ezed out of the wi­ndow and he­aded to the next house. It had blood on the door but it wasn’t qu­ite hun­gry e­nough and walked past the meal.

The hu­nger re­turned soon e­nough and Gris he­aded to­ward the next house. There was a sweet smell sur­ro­und­ing the door but it wasn’t blood. Cu­ri­ous, Gris crawled over, lo­we­ring its spiky body near the gro­und as it came up to a small bowl next to a burned-down can­dle. In­side were lit­tle lumps of… some­thing.

Gris reached it and grabbed one, bri­n­ging it to its mouth.

It was deli­ci­ous.

Gris tast­ed the sticky offe­ring.

What­ev­er the food was, it wasn’t blood but it was tasti­er than any­thing it had tast­ed be­fore. Gris’s spikes flut­tered as it danced for a mo­ment. Then it dove into the bowl and scored three more pieces to shove into its mouth. The sticky sub­stance clung to the roof of its mouth and filled its stom­ach.

More full than it had ever been, Gris start­ed to con­ti­nue its jour­ney but then went back for an­oth­er piece. Cradling it one leg, it limped through town as it passed blood-stre­aked door af­ter blood-stre­aked door. De­spite the wo­nder­ful smells of fresh blood, its hu­nger didn’t rise up.

Gris fin­ished walk­ing through the vil­lage and was a­bout to head back with the tin­ny bell of its hu­nger fi­nal­ly woke a­gain. It ate the piece it had been car­ry­ing and then he­aded back for more.

This time, it made it only halfway through the vil­lage be­fore the pangs were too much. Turn­ing, it walked to the front door and tast­ed it for blood. There was old stuff, from the year be­fore, but noth­ing re­cent.

The hu­nger grew too much to move to the next house. Gris test­ed the door and the wi­ndows but they were locked tight. How­ev­er there was a gap a few inch­es tall un­der­neath the front door. Squ­eez­ing down, Gris shoved one leg into the gap and then a sec­ond, pulling it­self un­til its body squished al­most flat and the spikes left gouges in the wood un­til it could pull it­self free.

The hu­man was sit­ting in front of the fire. It was a male, Gris thought, and ap­peared to be awake. The hu­man also smelled of blood and sweet air.

Straighte­ning, Gris tapped across the floor.

The hu­man didn’t seem fright­en. He reached over to pick up a cup of some­thing. He sloshed it a­ro­und and then set it back down with a sigh.

Gris crawled up on the chair be­hind the hu­man. The fab­ric i­n­de­nted from its weight but the hu­man didn’t even look up.

In­stead of scre­a­ming in fear, the hu­man only spread out his hands and lo­oked at Gris. “Go a­head.”

Gris cocked its head. It braced four legs on the couch and swung a­gain to land in the hu­man’s lap and on its hands. Lo­o­king up, it tensed as it wait­ed for the ex­ha­la­tion that al­ways be­gan the scream. It knew there was fear in there, there al­ways was.

Red-rimmed eyes stared back at Gris. They were emp­ty and hol­low, as if so­me­one had sucked out all of the life out of them. Only a pulse quiv­ered through the slack limbs.

Gris bli­nked one of its large eye and then slow­ly worked through the oth­ers. Where is the scre­a­ming? The fear? The blood?

The hu­man sighed. “Just get over with.”

Even though the smell of blood was close, Gris’s hu­nger gave way to a sud­den sense of cu­rios­i­ty. It lo­oked a­ro­und at the room. There were hu­man things scat­tered a­ro­und but none of them made any sense to the crea­ture. It was sure none of them were we­apons. It turned back and lo­oked at the hu­man. When no screams came, it reached up and poked the hu­man in the face with one leg.

The hu­man let out a strange sob­bing noise. Gris had heard them be­fore, but nev­er a sin­gle one that felt like the world bore down on the near­ly mind­less crea­ture.

Gris bli­nked a­gain and gave an­oth­er te­nta­tive pokes.

“Just kill me, that’s what you do, it’s it? Steal my blood? Steal my breath? Just… I’m done. I’m done liv­ing.”

Co­n­fused, Gris pulled back and crawled on the floor. There was some­thing not right a­bout this hu­man. Maybe the hu­man ne­eded some­thing sweet?

It turned and he­aded to­ward the door, squ­eez­ing through the o­pe­ning and out into the cold air of the ear­li­est spring. It knew where it was go­ing, straight for the buck­et with the new sweet offe­rings.

It took a while to shove the co­n­tents of the buck­et un­der­neath the door. Then Gris fol­lowed to car­ry the pieces to the gro­und in front of the hu­man.

Red-rimmed, dead eyes stared at Gris as it piled up the offe­rings. There was co­nfu­sion al­most vis­i­ble in the dark­ness, just a hint of some­thing that Gris rec­og­nized but still no fear to drink.

Gris reached down and grabbed three pieces of the offe­rings. Climb­ing up on the hu­man’s lap, it ca­re­ful­ly put one piece down on the still out­stretched palm.

“Can­dy? What is this for?”

Can­dy. That se­emed like a nice name for the offe­ring. It wasn’t blood but it tast­ed sweet­er. Gris sat down on the hu­man’s oth­er hand and shoved a piece of can­dy into its mouth. At least it wouldn’t be hun­gry while it wait­ed for the hu­man to get bet­ter a­gain.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        About D. Moonfire


        D. Moonfire is the remarkable intersection of a computer nerd and a scientist. He inherited a desire for learning, endless curiosity, and a talent for being a polymath from both of his parents. Instead of focusing on a single genre, he writes stories and novels in many different settings ranging from fantasy to science fiction. He also throws in the occasional romance or forensics murder mystery to mix things up.

In addition to having a borderline unhealthy obsession with the written word, he is also a developer who loves to code as much as he loves writing.

He lives near Cedar Rapids, Iowa with his wife, numerous pet computers, and a pair of highly mobile things of the male variety.

You can see more work by D. Moonfire at his website at https://d.moonfire.us/. His fantasy world, Fedran, can be found at https://fedran.com/.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        Fedran


        Fedran is a world caught on the cusp of two great ages.

For centuries, the Crystal Age shaped society through the exploration of magic. Every creature had the ability to affect the world using talents and spells. The only limitation was imagination, will, and the inescapable rules of resonance. But as society grew more civilized, magic became less reliable and weaker.

When an unexpected epiphany seemingly breaks the laws of resonance, everything changed. Artifacts no longer exploded when exposed to spells, but only if they were wrapped in cocoons of steel and brass. The humble fire rune becomes the fuel for new devices, ones powered by steam and pressure. These machines herald the birth of a new age, the Industrial Age.

Now, the powers of the old age struggle against the onslaught of new technologies and an alien way of approaching magic. Either the world will adapt or it will be washed away in the relentless march of innovation.

To explore the world of Fedran, check out https://fedran.com/. There you’ll find stories, novels, character write-ups and more.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        License


        This book is distributed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 4.0 International license. More info can be found at https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/. This means:

You are free to:


	Share — copy and redistribute the material in any medium or format

	Adapt — remix, transform, and build upon the material



The licensor cannot revoke these freedoms as long as you follow the license terms.

Under the following terms:


	Attribution — You must give appropriate credit, provide a link to the license, and indicate if changes were made. You may do so in any reasonable manner, but not in any way that suggests the licensor endorses you or your use.

	NonCommercial — You may not use the material for commercial purposes.

	ShareAlike — If you remix, transform, or build upon the material, you must distribute your contributions under the same license as the original.



No additional restrictions — You may not apply legal terms or technological measures that legally restrict others from doing anything the license permits.

Preferred Attribution

The preferred attribution for this novel is:


“Offers of Blood and Candy” by D. Moonfire is licensed under CC BY-NC-SA 4.0



In the above attribution, use the following links:


	Flight of the Scions: https://fedran.com/offers-of-blood-and-candy/

	D. Moonfire: https://d.moonfire.us/

	CC BY-NC-SA 4.0: https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/




    




    