The tiny, metal box positively reeked of fear; you could smell it a mile off. And the poor individual that was generating all this fear was firmly planted in the corner of the dense block of darkness, clutching his satchel filled with his dearest belongings. The room was suffocating, the air thick and stale, it would have only been mildly tolerable without the rapidly heart thumping against his ribcage. Long and salty tendrils of sweat crawled down his face and every other bare patch of skin. His already dampened boiler-suit was sticky on the inside and cold on the outside, the whole room felt like it was burning, but in reality it was only his nerves. Murmurings and damp footsteps were barely audible past the thin and flaking doorway, the occasional cough or curse was the only clear sound. The figure sat in the corner, his knees drawn up to his chest, hugging them tight, his satchel crumpled in the middle, his watery eyes stared only forwards at the dark expanse. The door exploded and became a pillar of yellow burning light, the figure in the corner would have screamed if he had air left in his lungs, for it was taken from him by the sensational pain in the back of his eyeballs, like a nail pushing its way inward. A man, a tall man’s shadow blocked most of the painful light as he strode into the dank and wretched room. His arms hung loosely at his side, his coat, of no discernable colour clung to him like a leech, the shadow scanned the room and the figure held its breath. The eyes searched, and searched, but could not find the sweaty ball of nerves in the corner; he strode further into the choking abyss that held the figure in its dark steaming fingers. His footsteps were heavy and distinctive, pressing and choking the cold hard ground, his form a sharp and chiselled block, pressing the ground, smelling the air, he was looking so hard and staring hard at everything in the room, the shadows screamed in discomfort as the hunter stared them down. Heavy, firm steps cut through the darkness as if he was cutting them down and they lay bleeding on the metal grates, and as he did so the figures shadows, which had been his cold comfort, were being torn and stripped from him. The figures heart was beating harder and harder and harder, and harder still, pumping harder and harder and harder, working and slamming against his body, as if it was about to tear out of him, the eyes searched and the heart pumped harder and harder and harder. The hunter stopped dead staring into the corner which hid the figure, if only the figure could see his eyes, to see if he could see him, could he hear his fevered heart beating, thumping, screaming inside him, he could surly never miss the loud and hard THUMP THUMP THUMP THUMP!. And he did. The doorway had thrown the smallest slither of light onto the hunters face, and it was horrible. His mouth, filled with pointed white teeth, grinning in the most blood curdling, skin crawling smile. The figures skin did indeed crawl. His frightening smile tore open and a sharper tongue curled round the heated air and produced the foulest voice that could be humanly possible, grating like nails on a chalk-board and nails pushing into your eyes, and sharp like the screaming of the figures heart, and damp on the inside, damp and cold.

“Good…..wonderful” 

A pale and sinewy hand thrust forward and seized a sweaty handful of the figures hair and pulled sharply upward, sending a long and painful moan into the room, dragging him across the floor, jerking his hair until tiny beads of blood appeared. He threw him violently into the gleaming hallway, the light burned his eyes and they watered heavily as he laid coughing and moaning in the hallway. The corridor was an abrasive Florissant white, lined with a single red stripe, a similar metal grating lay underfoot, and two men stood looking upon the moaning man, in their hands they held smooth and black objects, and wore a military style uniform, white as the hallway.

“Hiding in storage” The hunter strode from the room, not light had been shone onto him the prisoner could see in full horror what he had come across. He was tall and lean, we wore a coat that almost covered his pointed teeth and sharp tongue, and his eyes were of no discernable colour, white all over, no pupils at all. The coated stretched downward to meet his military style boots, and black tabard flowing down to his knees, all was black on his person, including the holster on his waist. He looked down at the extremely dusty prisoner with distain, curling his sharp teeth into a smile; he spat hard onto his face and pressed his boot firmly into his temple.

“I’M TIRED OF GAMES!” The hunter screamed his body tensing and his hands clutched to fists, his eyes widened as he drew large amounts of air into body. His veins now were protruding heavily from his neck, the man on the floor squirmed under the boot, and his bloody teeth squeezed out his mangled words, his voice was tired and filled with discomfort.

“Please…..I don’t……know” the words were just pushed out, filled with wheezing, he was exhausted.

“Liar…filthy liar” The hunter sneered through his now clenched teeth, he struck him hard with his boot, the man wailed and screamed  as fresh blood splattered onto the white, white floor. The hunter was becoming more and more agitated, and the two men with him were indifferent to the violent beating.

“You think that I’m stupid don’t you, that I’m one of your snot nosed lab assistants back in precinct, don’t SCREW with me Isaac” The hunter screamed again, he fidgeted desperately at his holster, muttering curses, he pulled out a sinister looking device and pulled his hand across it forcefully, it made a loud “Clack!” and the two men with the hunter took a step back. Isaac turned onto his back and put his hands up and shuffled away from the hunter.

“Don’t you DARE move you sack of filth!” the hunter roared and shot out his remaining hand and pulled at Isaac’s hair again, he kneeled down and pressed the end of his weapon into his forehead, Isaac looked at the black object and muttered something under his breath         

