The snow was blown around in great clumps, its chill sending the people who had business at Gatekeepers hurrying through the gold double doors into the building. 
There weren’t very many people though; Gatekeepers was not a place where one went to window shop. That suited Creep just fine as he stalked through the weather towards the building. He wasn’t there to window shop anyway. 

Creep stepped inside the building. In appearances, Gatekeepers seemed to resemble a bank, with people behind glass windows and people lined up without
. But there were few people here today. Gatekeepers was generally not a busy place
; its tall halls never saw much activity. This all suited Creep just fine; he wasn’t here to make a scene like at the party. He needed information, and he wasn’t going to leave until he had it. 

His shoes tapped loudly on the black marble floor as he walked towards the booths. Those standing around saw him and backed away from him, fearful of this bandaged man who walked so resolute. Their faces displayed uneasiness, anxiety etched into their features. Creep didn’t care if they recognized him as the person who had shot up the party three months ago. It wasn’t like he was here for a repeat performance. 

The teller in the booth that Creep was walking towards looked up. He did a slight double-take, as if he was not very surprised by Creep’s appearance. That wasn’t an unusual thing. There were so many things here that were stranger than a kid with a wrapped-up head. Creep stood in front of him, shifting around on his feet. 

“Yes, sir, how can I help you?” the teller, a portly man with silver-rimmed spectacles, asked Creep. 

“I would like some information, if it’s not too much of a bother,” Creep said. 

“Certainly, sir, just a moment.” The man bent down to get something out of his booth. “Pardon me, sir, are you quite alright?” 

“What?” Creep asked. 

“Your head,” the man said as he stood back up with a large book. “You appear to be injured.” 

“Oh, the bandages,” Creep said. “Well, yeah, I’m kind of a real headcase.” 

The portly man chuckled and opened up the book. “What is it that you’re looking for?” 

“I need to know who passed over from this world to the other on the night of June 16, 2006,” Creep said. 

The man stopped and looked up at him, a frown on his face. “You’re from the other world, aren’t you? Here it’s 1925.” 

Creep nodded. “Yeah, I crossed over. Is that gonna be a problem?” 

“That’s not going to be,” the man said. “But I can’t tell you what you want to know. Company policy forbids disclosing those records.” 

“Oh, okay,” Creep said as he reached inside his trenchcoat. “You know, I happen to have a policy too.” He pulled out his pistol and pointed it at the man. 
The man’s eyes instantly went wide and his face went white. “I kill people that annoy me. You’re getting close to annoying me.” 

The reaction of the people around Creep was instant panic. There were no predatory enchanted there to try to make a heroic bid to stop him, just ordinary citizens
. While most of them began running for the door as fast as they could, pushing each other out of the way in their efforts to get away from Creep, one older woman to his immediate right descended into hysterics. Instead of running towards the doors she backed into the corner and began to scream loudly. 

“Shut up!” Creep yelled at her. The woman paid him no mind but continued screaming. With a roll of his eyes and a sigh of disgust, Creep reached back into his coat with his other hand and pulled out another gun. One bullet passed through the woman’s purse, shredding it and sending her various feminine paraphernalia flying everywhere. One bullet passed through her arm, sending blood all over her formerly immaculate white dress. One bullet passed through her head, sending her brains splattering on the wall behind her. Her screams stopped and her lifeless body slumped to the floor. Creep turned back to the man, a glint in his eye. 

“She was annoying,” he said, “so I killed her. See what I mean?” 

The man nodded. “I-I’ll just go in the back and get those names,” he said. 

Creep leaned forward and jammed the gun into his forehead. The man blathered and a dark spot appeared on the crotch of his pants. 

“You’re not going out of my sight,” Creep said. “I’m going with you.” He vaulted over the booth beside the man
, who promptly jumped back in fright. Creep snorted and motioned towards the back with his gun. “Get a move on.” 

The man nodded and tried to compose himself. Creep clicked his tongue. 
He was rewarded with faster movement on the man’s part. He trundled ahead of Creep, opening the door behind his booth that led into the main offices of Gatekeepers. 

“You first,” Creep said with a wave of his gun. The man walked on ahead, shaking and muttering as he led Creep along. The back offices of Gatekeepers did not appear to be that different from the back offices of any other place. There were collections of desks about with piles of papers and other things upon them. Workers moved among the desks like in any other office, only here there were werewolves, fairies, and imps interspersed with humans. 

They all stopped when they saw Creep holding a gun to the back of their coworker. For a few moments, they simply stared at him as he goaded the man on through the crowd. A werewolf finally decided to burst from the crowd. It leapt at Creep, snarling and changing to wolf form. Two bullets through its head put it on the floor. At that point the rest of them panicked and rushed for a door that did not have a psychopathic gunman near it. The office was empty in no time at all. 

“Get along,” Creep said to the man, who had stopped and stared at the body of his fallen coworker. 

“You…you… he-he was a good man!” 

“No he wasn’t,” Creep said. “He may have been a good werewolf, but he was not a good man.” 

“You’re a monster,” the man said. 

“A monster with a gun pointed at your head,” Creep said. “Move along.” 

This made the man move, though he did so with a tear in his eye. He led Creep to a room in the back of the main office with the word “Records” written on the door. Creep smiled and holstered the gun that was not pointed at the man’s head. 

“Good,” he said. “You’re earning your keep.” 

The man opened the door. Creep kicked him inside and followed after him. The records room was a small affair, ten feet by ten feet, with shelves of files all around it. Creep looked around, trying to find what he was looking for himself. Frustrated by his inability to do so, he turned to the man. 

“June 16th,” he barked. “Now.” 

“Why?” the man asked. “Why do all this for just a list of names?” 

“Don’t ask questions,” Creep said. “People who ask questions are annoying. Remember what happens to annoying people?” He moved the gun closer to the man’s face to remind him of the consequences. The man swallowed and walked over to the rows of files. With a nervous thumb, he flipped through them until he pulled one out. He handed it to Creep, and it was taken from his shaking hand. Creep opened up the file with his free hand and looked through it. Satisfied, he closed it and lowered the gun. 

“You’re a good man,” he said to his hostage as he tucked the folder in the back of his pants. 

There were the sounds of hurrying feet and loud voices. Creep cocked his head to hear them better. With swift motions, he shut the door and locked it from the inside. He turned to the man, pulling a roll of his black bandages out of his coat pocket. 

“What are you doing?” the man asked. 

“Sorry, man,” Creep said as he began to tie up the man’s hands. The man tried to struggle, but he received a gun in his face for that, so he stopped fighting and let Creep tie up his hands. Once the man’s hands were bound, Creep put a gag in the man’s mouth and began to wrap up his head so that the man would resemble him 

“Hey, who’s in there?” asked a voice from out in the main office. 

“Creep,” Creep replied. 

“Well, Mr. Creep, you’re coming out in five seconds or we’re breaking down the door.” 

The voice outside began to count down. Creep shoved one of his guns into the man’s hands and shoved him out in the middle of the room. Then he backed up beside the doorway and drew his other gun. The countdown ended and the door fell inward with a loud thud. Two cops burst into the room. The man, bound up in Creep’s bandages, mumbled and moaned as loud as he could. 

“Shit, he’s got a gun!” one of the cops yelled. He fired on the man in the bandages. The unfortunate decoy fell over, blood staining his white shirt. Creep made his move, putting a bullet in the backs of the cops’ heads. They fell over, little blue pins on the bowling alley of life. 

The gunshots brought the sound of more feet, thundering loudly through the offices. Creep ran to where his decoy had fallen and retrieved his other gun. As the other cops, a satyr, a human, and a dwarf, entered the Records room, he let loose with a barrage of bullets. The satyr went first, his goat legs sprawling as he crashed down in the doorway. A shot went past Creep’s head and he opened fire on the human. Hot lead went through his body, bringing him down to the floor beside his comrade. The dwarf came to a stop and tried to retreat. He received a shot in the kneecap and his right eye for his pains. 

Creep did not waste any more time. He headed for the door as fast as he could, the sound of more footfalls letting him know that he was very much a wanted man. More police came into the main offices as he passed through the doorway. They opened fire the instant they saw him; the bullets whizzing by him and burying themselves in the wall around him. Adrenaline gave him unlooked for speed, and he sprinted through the offices as fast as he could, bullets shredding his surroundings. The window was his goal, his method of escape from this place. He drew his gun and fired ahead, shattering the window and preparing the way for his exit. Gathering himself together, he jumped up and forward, crossing his arms to shield himself from any glass that was still left. The frame broke before his momentum, all its little pieces flying into the alley way along with Creep. He landed on both feet and ran on down the alley as fast as he could, a dark demon flying into a snow-white day.

�This is a long sentence and it just seemed to keep going and going.. If there’s a way to make more sense of this or shorten it or such, it may be wise. ^_^


�Repetition of “people.” This was probably done on purpose, but I didn’t much like it. xD


�Wow, “Gatekeepers was not” a lot of things, it seems. Is there another way to phrase this? 


�This. Was epic. I lol’d. XD


�Maybe? 


�That’s a fun typo. XD


�I don’t think an explanation is needed. People tend to know what you mean by clicking one’s tongue.


�I find it hard to believe that the man didn’t even try to shout for help. Maybe he’s a cautious man…?





